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took  can'  to  ''  shew  ii|)"  my  pothooks  aiul  hangers  hy 
twiliglit,  hoping;,  by  that  manoeuvre,  to  liitle  most  of  the 
imperfections  from  the  piercing  eye  of  tlie  Dominie — I 
cannot  hut  ph'ad  guilty  of  tlie  same  sort  of  ruse  in  tlic 
present  instance.  Christmas  is  coming — that  beautiful 
evening  of  the  year — wlien  men's  minds  are  more  given 
to  charity  and  phim- pudding  than  to  snubbing  each 
otlier  for  innocent  tom-fooleries. 

Like  my  dear  little  self,  therefore,  of  by-gone  years, 
and  with  much  the  same  feelings,  do  I  now  *'  bring 
uj)  my  writinir;"  and  stand  with  extended  palm,  in 
trembling  hoj)e  of  a  gootl  mark  ;  hut  also  with  most 
wondrous  misgivings  as  to  the  whereabouts  of  mine 
ancient,    stinging,      ami     nio^t    closely-fitting    friend, — 

the  strap. 

C.  M. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

I\ TRODl  (TOIIY. A    T.ITTLF    AHOIT    TOm's   ATNTs,    A    LITTLK    AnOI'T 

HIMSKLF,     AND    SIII.WINi;     HOW    lli:     nrXAMF.    AtaUAINTKD    WITH 
Tin:    \VinTTLE»UUYS. 

Tom  Rvrarr/r's  tlirco  maidon  Aunts  wcro  tlirco  of  the  nicest  little 
souls  ill  cxistcneo.  Many  and  many  a  time  had  thoy  all  throe  sworn 
— no,  not  sworn — had  they  all  three  pi'ofesfcu/,  when  some  irood- 
uatun'd  tViend  had  whispered  in  their  gentle  oars,  how  Tom  had  just 
rea])od  nn  additional  crop  of  iiis  wild  oats,  and  wa>  laid  up  in  eonsc- 
([uenee  of  the  exertions  thereunto  appertaining — many  and  many  a 
tinu'  had  they  all  three  protested  "that  thoy  would  never  speak  to 
that  ineorrigihle  young  fellow  of  a  nephew  of  thoirs  any  more  ;"  yet, 
ere  a  month  had  elapsed,  had  that  sanu'  incorrigible  young  fiUoNV  of  a 
nephew  contrived,  hy  means  sundry  and  various,  again  to  reinstnto 
himself  in  the  excellent  old  ladies'  good  graces,  and  to  become  as  great 
a  favourite  as  over. 

'I'om  llncfpiet  was  certainly  a  capital  fellow;  as  honourable  a'^  the 
Lord  Mayor,  and  as  liberal  as  Aldgate  pump  :  there  was,  liowever, 
one  sad  blot  upon  Tom's  fair  fanu",  which  rendered  him  dangerous  in 
the  eyes  of  all  the  wealthy  and  pretty-daughtor-possessing  set  of  liis 
flowery  ac([uaintance.  He  eould  boast  of  but  two  hundred  pounds 
per  annum;  and  for  anybody,  with  the  character  of  a  gentleman,  to 
pretend  to  exist  upon  siich  a  paltry  stipend  was,  to  say  the  least  of  it, 
very  atrocious  beha\iour.  l*apas  ami  Mammas  were  shy  of  Tom.  Tom 
was  hands(uue  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  and  wore  a  most  killing 
little  moustache,  and  a  most  captivating  pair  of  wliiskers  ;  and,  if  the 
truth  must  be  told,  Tom  was  perfectly  aware  of  the  fact  of  his  being 
a  handsome  fellow,  having  more  than  once  detected  the  laughing  eyea 
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of  n.  rcrljiin  ^finft  Cftrolino  Wliittlelmry — (of  ^liom  more  anon) — nn 
oxtrenu'Iy  pretty  girl  licrHclf,  niitl,  ronKcquently,  well  qualifit-d  to  \u-  a 
judge  of  Hutli  mntttTM — glaiuing  htcaltliily  from  under  their  dark  and 
silken  fringe,  and  renting  with  evident  Hatihfaetion  uponhiMmont  lady- 
killiiic:  appciraiifo,  without  knowing  tliat  he,  the  Haid  Mr.  Thomas 
Raecjuct,  was  wickedly  and  delightcJiy  watching  the  whole  pro- 
ceeding. 

Tom,  as  wc  said  heforo,  could  boast  of  hut  two  hundred  pounds  of 
the  current  coin  of  these  realms  for  his  annual  income  ;  and  this,  too, 
totally  and  absolutely  at  the  will  and  caprice  of  his  three  maiden 
Aunts,  l^hnily,  Lucy,  and  Cecilia  Racquet,  of  Coddlclhorpe  Hall,  Bed- 
fordshire. His  father,  like  many  a  gallant  fellow  before  him,  had 
fallen  in  the  service  of  his  country  during  one  of  the  numerous  en- 
gagements w^ith  our  swarthy  opponents  in  the  Indian  territories.  Of 
the  fate  of  his  mother  but  little  was  known  :  shortly  after  Tom's 
birth,  she  had  set  forth  to  join  her  husband  at  Calcutta,  and  report 
had  reached  CodtUethorpe,  about  a  year  after  her  arrival,  of  the  birth 
of  a  daughter  ;  but  as  this  was  never  authenticated  by  letter  from 
either  Mrs.  Captain  Racquet  or  her  husband,  the  three  sisters  con- 
ceived the  fact  to  be  more  than  doubtful.  The  packet  which  conveyed 
to  them  the  news  of  a  tremendous  battle  in  forcing  one  of  the  passes, 
also  brought  the  intelligence  of  the  death  of  their  gallant  and  dearly 
loved  brother  ;  but  no  letter — no  certain  intimation  of  the  fate  of  his 
widow^  ever  reached  their  anxious  cars ;  all  clue  was  lost,  and  it  was 
generally  supposed  that  she  must  have  perished  upon  the  field  by  the 
hands  of  one  of  those  miscreants  who  infest  the  *  bed  of  glory,'  and 
murder  all  those  in  cold  blood  whom  the  War-fiend  may,  in  his  im- 
petuous rush,  have  hurled  to  the  ground  and  passed  over  ere  his 
bloody  work  was  completed. 

Colonel  Grey,  an  old  officer  who  fell  wounded  close  to  Captain 
Racquet,  mentioned  a  melancholy  incident,  which  seemed  to  throw 
some  light  upon  the  fate  of  the  unfortunate  lady,  although  the  dark- 
ness of  the  evening  at  the  time  of  the  occurrence  prevented  his  iden- 
tifying the  person  sufficiently  to  render  him  certain.  "NATiile  lying 
much  hurt  within  a  few  yards  of  his  dead  friend,  towards  nightfall 
a  female  enveloped  in  a  cloak  approached  the  spot,  and  hastily 
stooped  over  the  body  of  the  slain  Captain,  seemingly  with  intent  to 
plunder.  Raising  himself  upon  his  elbow  with  the  intention  of 
shooting  the  disturber  of  his  friend  with  his  only  remaining  pistol, 
the  Colonel  beheld  a  male  figure,  which  his  long  experience  at  once 
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(lotoctcd  as  a  wretch  of  the  worst  (Jesrription,  join  tlio  party.  High 
words,  an  imploring  prnyor,  and,  finally,  a  dcKpcrato  Htrngglc  for 
possession  of  the  body  ensued,  ending  in  the  female  falling  under  the 
repeated  stabs  from  the  h)ng  knife  of  the  assassin.  As  the  munU'red 
woman  carried  none  of  those  marks  ahout  her  which  distinguish  the 
habitual  robber  of  the  dead,  the  sad  intereucc  was  drawn  that  Mrs. 
Captain  Kacquct  had  sought  the  Ijody  of  her  husband  after  llic  action, 
nnd  had  thus  miserably  perished. 

We  will  not,  liowever,  dwell  upon  tlie  sadder  and  loni::  by-gone 
])ortions  of  our  history,  but  address  ourselves  to  the  more  immediate 
and  brighter  side,  holding  it  as  a  maxim,  that  he  who  weeps  because  it 
rained  yesterday,  stands  a  very  fair  chance  of  losing  the  sunshine  of 
to-day:  suHicient  for  the  day  be  the  evil  thereof;  grief  for  tlie  past 
should  not  poison  the  present,  or  call  forth  a  fear  for  the  future. 

Tom's  introduction  to  the  Whittleburys  was  a  little  singular,  rather 
out  of  the  routine  usually  observed  upon  such  grave  ceremonies  and 
occasions.  Tom  was  caught  one  fine  moonsliiny  night  wrenching  off 
Old  Whittlebury's  knocker,  by  no  less  a  personage  than  Old  Whittle- 
bury  himself,  and  forthwith,  by  a  sturdy  box  on  the  ear,  precipitated 
off  the  three  little  steps  which  led  to  the  liall-door  over  the  scraper 
into  the  gaping  jaws  of  the  kitchen  area,  from  whicli  lie  rolled — the 
lower  part  of  the  kitchen  window  being  open — on  to  the  dresser,  and 
from  thence  into  the  kitchen,  much  to  the  discomfiture  of  Susan,  the 
hotisenuiid,  who  had  taken  the  opportunity  of  the  family's  absence  for 
the  evening  to  admit  her  sweetheart  Jerry  to  a  little  confidential 
frte-h'ti'te  nnd  cold  mutton.  Susan  was  sitting  upon  the  knee  of  this 
favoured  individual  when  Mr.  Thomas  Kacrpiet  suddenly  plumped  into 
the  area,  rolled  out  of  that,  and,  as  we  have  already  intimated,  made 
a  temporary  stage  of  the  dresser,  and  then  blundered  upon  all  fours 
into  the  kitchen,  with  the  knocker  in  his  hand,  looking  very  much 
like  a  detected  Tom  cat  upon  a  cream-stealing  expedition  ; — if  he  had 
happened  to  have  been  fitted  up  \\\\\\  a  tail  like  that  interesting 
animal,  wonderful  woidd  have  been  the  size  thereof.  If  the  dome 
of  St.  l^aul's  had  been  a  wine-bottle,  Tom's  tail  would  have  been 
larg»'  enough  for  the  bottle  brush,  so  enormous  was  the  degree  of 
surprise  into  which  he  was  thrown  by  his  sudden  nnd  involuntary 
descent  into  the  regions  below. 

Tom's  surprise,  however,  was  as  nothing  compared  with  that  which 
seized  upon  the  faculties  of  the  loving  Susan  and  her  faithful  Jerry. 
A  gentleman  walking  suddenly  into  a  room  in  the  u^\ial  manner  when 
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anothor  pjrntlemAn  uiid  lady  arc  chatting  over  tlielr  own  peculiar  little 
love  aflairM,  is  allowed  on  all  liandx  to  be  annoying  enough;  hut  when  it 
comes  to  a  Hying  leap  in  at  the  window,  armed  with  a  cant-iron  wreatli 
of  laurel,  and  without  a  hat,  it  in,  to  Bay  the  lcai»t  of  it,  ax  much  more 
nnnoying  as  it  is  without  precedent. 

**  What  were  you  at,  you  young  rancal  ?"  nhouted  Old  Wljittlehury 
down  the  kitchen  area  as  soon  as  'j'om  had  completed  Imk  fu>meMhat 
perilous  descent.  **  Susan  !  Susan  I  hit  him  on  the  head  with  the 
poker  till  I  come  down  !"  And  the  old  gentleman  fund)led  furiously 
in  his  waistcoat  pocket  for  his  latch-key,  and  called  aloud  for  the 
watchman  ;  but  as  the  watchman  was  a^ileep  round  the  corner,  of 
course  it  was  not  to  be  expected  that  he  could  hear  anything;  bo  Old 
Whittlebury  unlocked  the  street-door  and  entered  his  dwelling,  deter- 
mined to  take  the  rascal  into  custody  all  by  himself. 

Now  as  soon  as  Susan  had  in  some  degree  recovered  from  the 
'flusteration*  into  wliicli  the  entry  of  the  strange  gentleman  with 
the  knocker  in  his  hand  had  thrown  her,  and  her  sweetheart  had 
applied  the  back  of  his  hand  once  or  twice  to  his  nose — for  Susan,  in 
the  start  with  which  she  had  risen  from  his  knee  had  driven  her 
elbow  violently  against  that  ornamental  outwork  of  his  Wsage,  drawing 
from  thence  a  few  drops  of  that  *  regal  purple  stream,'  so  much 
talked  about  by  the  gentlemen  of  the  fancy — no  sooner,  do  we  say, 
had  she  recovered  a  little  from  her  surjorise,  than  she  essayed  to  in- 
terrogate the  gentleman  upon  all  fours,  whether  he  were  an  angel  or 
a  goblin  in  an  uncomfortable  predicament,  when  all  her  attempts  at 
solving  the  mystery  were  put  into  inextricable  confusion  by  the 
opening  of  the  street-door,  and  the  fierce  entry  of  her  master. 

"Run!  run!'*  said  Susan  to  her  sweetheart — (followers  were  not 
allowed  at  Mr.  Wliittlebury's) — "there's  blaster  up  stairs,  cut  out  at 
the  back-door — make  haste  before  he  gets  in  I" 

But  the  individual  thus  addressed,  at  no  time  remarkable  for  a 
quick  apprehension,  was  so  completely  confounded  between  the  sudden 
appearance  of  the  gentleman  fi-om  the  area,  the  knock  on  the  nose, 
the  consequent  bleeding  thereof,  and  the  bawling  and  bullying  of  Old 
Whittlebury  to  "hit  him  on  the  head  with  the  poker,"  that  he  lost 
the  only  minute  allowed  him  for  escape,  and,  despite  the  scuffling 
and  imploring  of  his  dearly  beloved  Susan,  stood  stock  still  with 
amazement. 

Old  Whittlebury's  boots  creaked  rapidly  along  the  passage,  and 
down  the  kitchen  stair?.     No  time  was   to  be  lost.     Tom   Racquet 
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heard  them,  and,  springing  to  his  It'it  in  an  instant,  rushed  up  to 
the  hewihlcred  Jerry,  and  thru-st  the  street-door  knoeker  into  liis 
liaiid. 

*•  Here,  hohl  this,  there's  a  good  feUow,"  said  Tom  ;  and  l)efore  tlic 
*good  fellow'  had  bronp;ht  his  elevated  eye-brows  down  to  their  proper 
plaees,  Tom  had  serand)led  baek  again  through  the  window,  and  old 
Wliittlebury  had  entered  the  kitehen. 

"  You  rascal !"  shouted  the  irate  old  gentleman,  darting  furiously 
upon  Jerry,  **  I'll  teach  you  to  steal  my  knocker,  you  ragamulliu  ! 
I'll  give  you  two  months  for  it,  you  incorrigible  vagabond  I  This  is 
the  third  knocker  within  these  ten  days  I  13ut  you  shall  have  it  now 
I  lia\e  caught  you — you  shall  have  it  I  " 

'*  KnoekerH,  sir  I"  said  the  bewildered  lover  of  Susan,  with  a  stare  of 
unmitigated  astonishment. 

"  Yes,  knockers,  sir!"  roared  Old  ^^^littlebury  in  reply.  "Oh,  you 
need  not  put  on  such  a  look  of  virtuous  surprise  ;  it  won't  do  with 
nie — it  won't  do  with  me  :  you  rascal,  I'll  punish  you!" 

*'  I  didn't  steal  any  knockers,  sir!"  stuttered  poor  Jerry. 

"Why,  you  lying  varlet,"  interrupted  his  accuser;  "you  have  the 
knocker  in  your  hand  at  this  present  moment." 

Jerry  dropped  the  iron  laurel  w  reath  as  if  it  had  suddenly  become 
red  h(»t  between  his  fingers,  and  fiivoured  old  Mr.  Whiltlcbury  with 
another  stupitied  stare,  if  jxjssible  of  more  intensity  than  the  former. 

"Come  along,  you  scoundrel;  I'll  give  it  you!"  said  Old  Whitllc- 
l)ury,  laying  violent  hands  upon  the  smart  coat-collar  of  his  all  but 
petrified  victim,  and  dragging  him  impetuously  to  the  foot  of  the 
stairs.  "Push  behind,  8usan,  can't  you?"  continued  the  old  gentle- 
man, almost  out  of  breath,  finding  that  his  prisoner  refused  the  ascent. 
"Push  l)eiund,  will  vou '"  but  Susan's  time  for  be>\  ilderment  had 
arrived,  and  so  she  stood  w  ith  her  arms  extended  like  a  tragedy  ([ueen 
in  a  sublime  fit  of  the  heroics — the  one  ])ointing  to  the  area  through 
NN  Inch  Tom  Hacf[uct  had  just  nnide  his  hasty  exit,  and  with  the  other 
attitudenizing  as  if  she  wished  to  solicit  the  attentitm  of  her  Master 
and  Jerry,  who  were  scuffling  at  the  foot  of  the  kitchen  stairs.  But 
vainly  she  tried  to  make  herself  understood  ;  Mords  were  formed  upon 
her  tongue,  it  is  true;  but  like  many  other  friends  in  need,  the 
moment  they  found  that  they  wen*  particularly  wanted,  they  took 
unto  themselves  wings  and  vanished.  In  the  meantime,  Old  Whittle- 
bury  pushed,  and  pulled,  and  swore  his  wig  ofl',  and  got  exceedingly 
^^arm  and  exasperated,  without  forcing  his  prisoner  up  a  single  step. 
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"  liun,  Susan,  run,  and  fctcli  the  watchman  I"  panted  her  Ma*ler. 
**  I'll  Hcciiit'  the  villain  down  here  until  you  return." 

JuHt  at  thlK  moment  a  rattling  })eal  of  the  door-bell  announced  a 
visiter.  "Ihlpl  ImIj)!  help  I'*  Khouted  the  old  gentleman  with  re- 
newed vigour,  giving  the  unfortunate  Jerry  a  tremendouM  tug  at  each 
cxclamalion.  Again  the  door-hell  rattled  aH  if  it  had  caught  Mome  of 
the  nervous  cxeitcnunt  of  its  master.  "Run,  Susan,  run!  don't  you 
hear  the  hell.'  what  the  devil  do  you  stand  staring  that  way  for .'" 
continued  the  old  gentleman. 

Away  scampered  Susan,  scarcely  knowing  why  or  wherefore, 
squeezing  past  the  panting  pair  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  The  hall 
was  cleared  at  a  bound,  and  the  .street-door  flung  open  in  a  twinkling  ; 
when,  in  the  bright  starlight  of  a  midsummer's  night,  she  beheld  Mr. 
Thomas  Kaccpiet,  who  had  made  his  way  up  again,  and  was  looking 
as  cool  as  a  cucumber,  and  smiling  as  if  a  roll  down  an  area  was  a 
very  pleasant  and  every  day  occurrence — without  his  hat,  and  all  over 
whitewash. 

"Is  your  Master  at  home,  mv  dear ?"  said  Tom  in  the  blandest 
manner  possible. 

"  N — no, — that  is,  yes,  sir;  but  he's  engaged,"  replied  Susan,  all  in 
a  twitter,  and  not  exactly  seeing  to  whom  she  was  addressing  herself. 

"  Engaged — confound  it  !  I  am  engaged  with  a  vengeance  !"  cried 
Old  Whittlcbury,  who  had  been  listening  in  hopes  of  recognizing  the 
voice  of  some  friend.  *'  Here,  come  and  help  me,  pray,  whoever  you 
are !" 

Tom  moved  into  the  passage. 

"  Thieves  !  thieves  !  murder !"  shouted  Susan  when  the  light  of  the 
hall-lamp,  falling  full  upon  Mr.  Thomas  Racquet,  revealed  to  her  the 
form  and  features  of  her  mysterious  visiter. 

"Where? — where? — where?"  bawled  Tom  in  reply,  and  in  no 
way  disconcerted  by  Susan's  reception,  he  rushed  past  her,  and  pro- 
ceeded across  the  hall. 

"  Here  ! — here  I — down  here  I'*  cried  the  voice  of  Old  ^^^littlebury 
from  the  regions  below ;  so  down  stairs  ran  Mr.  Thomas  Racquet  to 
where  Jerry  and  his  relentless  captor  were  still  struggling  for  the 
mastery. 

"  DeviHsh  glad  to  see  you,"  said  the  old  gentleman  as  Tom  made 
his  appearance,  "  I  am  almost  spent  with  holding  the  ruflSan." 

"\Miat  has  he  done?"  said  Tom.  "Been  robbing  the  house,  I 
suppose — the  rascal !" 
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**  No,  no!  tlic  knocker — the  knocker!  Stolen  three  knockers 
within  tliesc  ten  days!'*  gasped  OKI  Whiltkhury,  relinquishing  Lis 
hohl  of  Jerry's  colhir  and  picking  up  his  >vig. 

"Oh,  the  vagabond  I"  said  Tom,  seizing  the  stuttering  Jerry,  and 
at  the  same  time  contriving  to  put  out  the  hght  uhich  Susan  had 
left  upon  the  stairs.  "  I'll  teach  you  to  steal  the  gentleman's 
knocker,  you  rascal,  you !  and  you  would  not  go  up  stairs,  wouldn't 
you,  when  the  gentleman  asked  you?  We'll  soon  sec  whether  you 
will  or  no.  Get  through  that  door,  while  the  gentleman  fetches 
another  light,"  and  Tom  pushed  his  cajjlivc  through  the  door  back 
again  into  the  kitchen. 

*' lli.ld  him  fast!— hold  him  fast!"  said  Old  M'hittlebury,  the 
broken  tone  of  whose  voice  bore  ample  testimony  to  the  violence  of 
the  struggle  in  which  he  had  been  engaged.  *'  I'll  soon  have  a  light, 
it's  only  up  stairs."  And  away  he  Hew  to  where  a  plaster  statue  of 
a  young  lady,  without  a  waistcoat,  was  supporting  a  glass  shade  con- 
taining the  hall-light. 

"  Vou  fool!"  said  Tom  to  the  hopelessly  stupified  Jerry  as  soon  as 
Mr.Whittlebury had  disappeared.  "Don't  you  sec? — don't  you  know 
me  again  ?  Out  of  the  window — fly !  Become  scarce  ! — away  with  you ! 
I'll  make  it  all  right  with  the  old  gentlenum  as  soon  as  you  are  gone  ;" 
and  Tom  pushed  him  toward  the  kitchen-window,  and  tumbled  him 
all  of  a  hea})  into  the  area,  crying,  "  Stop  him! — stop  him!"  with  all 
ills  might.  Jerry  all  at  once  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  intention,  and 
shot  himself  away  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning.  Tom  capsized  the 
tal>le  with  a  tray  of  glasses  upon  it  in  an  instant,  and  "sprang  into  the 
area  in  seeming  pursuit  of  the  culprit,  still  shouting,  "Stop  him! — 
stop  him!"  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 

"Confound  the  fellow,"  said  Tom  iVoni  the  urea,  as  Old  ^^'hittIe- 
bury  entered  witli  the  glass  shade  and  candle  in  his  hand,  which  the 
plaster  young  lady  had  obstinately  refused  for  some  minutes  to  have 
unscrewed  from  her  fist,  thereby  detaining  the  old  gentleman  a  suf- 
lleicnt  length  of  time  from  the  scene  of  action  to  allow  of  the  escape 
of  Jerry,  antl  the  subsecpient  pantomimic  manaMivres  of  the  politic 
Tom — all  as  aforesaid. 

"Now,  then,  where  is  he?"  said  the  old  gentleman  running  his 
gouty  toe,  in  his  extreme  haste,  against  tlie  knocker  which  still  lay 
where  it  had  been  dropped  by  the  fugitive. 

"  Confound  him !"  said  Tom,  getting  with  seeming  difficulty  from 
the  area.     "  He  has  got  clean  away — never  saw  such  a  resolute  rufiian 
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Ill 


my  Iilc!  'Join  my  roal,  ami  ^ivcii  mr-  an  uf;ly  tliiini|)  of  tin 
)iia<l  ihh)  tlic  l)ar^ain."  (TonrK  licad  waft  hiccdiiig  from  Iuh  fall.) 
"\\liylli(  (l('\il  (lifln't  you  roinc  and  htli»  nic  when  you  litard  inf 
calling;.'   1  shouted  as  loudly  an  I  could." 

"  Sorry  you  let  liiin  go  any  how,"  grrjancd  Old  Wliittkljury,  partly 
IVom  diMapjiointincnt  and  partly  from  the  pain  in  hii*  toi*.  "(.'on- 
fuundcdlv  sorrv  vou  let  him  t'o;  that's  the  third  knocker  tbiM  week.  Ii 
ever  I  do  catch  him  again,  if  1  don't  nkin  him ;"  and  the  old  gentle- 
man doubled  his  fists,  and  shook  them  fiercely  in  atlcKtation  of  the 
ferocity  of  his  intentions.  "  15\it  you  are  hurt,  my  dear  sir^you  are 
hurt,"  continued  the  old  gentleman  as  Tom'ti  bleeding  face  caught  his 
eye.  *'  Here,  Susan,  run  up  stairs  to  my  room  and  bring  down  tlic 
balsam  and  a  towel  and  water ;  don't  stand  staring,  but  make  liaiite." 
Susan,  who  was  still  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  too  much  bewildered  to 
make  anything  of  the  sudden  changes  which  liad  taken  place,  started 
off  by  the  force  of  discipline  to  obey  her  ^Ma-ster's  behest,  and  pre- 
sently returned  with  the  articles  in  question — except  the  balsam. 

"Caunot  find  the  balsam,  sir,"  said  Susan  addressing  her  Master, 
and  staring  with  all  her  eyes  at  Tom,  who  was  deliberately  shaking 
the  w^hitcwash  from  his  clothes. 

"  Why  it's  on  the  mantel-shelf  in  my  room  ; — no,  perhaps  it  is  in 
the  closet.  I'll  go  myself — hand  the  gentleman  the  water;"  and  away 
went  Old  Whittlcbury  in  search  of  the  missing  article,  leaving  Susan 
and  the  knight  of  the  knocker  confronted. 

"Don't  be  frightened,  my  good  girl,"  began  Tom  in  one  of  his 
most  insinuating  tones,  taking  Susan's  hand  and  dexterously  slipping 
half  a  sovereign  therein.  "  Don't  be  frightened  :  your  sw  eetheart  has 
escaped,  and  so  shall  I  if  you  remain  quiet — there's  nothing  to  fear; 
I  shall  not  rob  the  house  of  anything,  unless  it  be  your  own  pretty 
self." 

"  I'm  sure,  sir—if  I  thought,"  commenced  Susan — but  the  sound  of 
her  INIaster's  footsteps,  and  an  admonitory  'MVhishtl"  from  Tom 
settled  the  matter,  and  Susan  was  silent. 

Tom  was  balsamed,  and  brushed,  and  washed  ;  and  not  only  stayed 
there  to  supper  that  night,  but  became  a  regular  visiter  of  the  family 
in  less  than  a  month  after ;  and  what  was  very  remarkable  no  more 
knockers  were  stolen  in  the  neighbourhood — a  fact  which  was  attri- 
buted by  Tom  to  the  prowess  and  presence  of  mind  displayed  by  Mr. 
Whittlebury  in  giving  the  robber  such  an  uuexpectedlv  w  arm  recep- 
tion ;  and  by  Old  "Whittlebury  himself  to  the  severe  thrashing  he  had 
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Kccivt'il    fVoni  llie  haiuU   o(  Tuiu  beiuic  lie   toutriveil   to  elltLt   liis 
escape  iVoiii  tlic  kitclicii  Hiea. 

Upon  Tom's  iiitroduetion  to  Old  WhlttleburyVs  supper-table  siiortly 
after  all  this  bustle  aiul  excitement,  his  eyes  were  most  ajjjreeably  rcr 
freshed  by  the  sight  of  a  youn;;  lady,  '.vho,  Ixtween  her  blushing?  at 
him  and  her  trendjlin*;  for  the  safety  of  hi-r  I'apa,  presented  a  most 
delightful  picture  to  his  ardent  imagination.  The  tearful  anxiety  she 
evinced  aA  she  brushed  some  ol'  the  nnirks  of  the  recent  conflict  from 
the  old  gentleman's  coat,  and  (he  May  in  which  she  threw  her  adec- 
tionate  arms  round  his  neck  and  gave  him  a  warm-hearted  little  kiss, 
were  perfectly  irresistible  and  exceedingly  tantalizing.  Tom  quite 
envied  the  old  gentleman,  and  felt  more  than  half  inclined  to  defy 
him  to  mortal  cond)at  upon  the  sjxit  ;  but  renuMnbcring  that  it  would 
not  perhaps  be  quite  proper  under  the  circumstances,  turned  his 
head,  and  walked  towards  the  window  so  as  not  to  interfere  with  these 
little  family  lovings  any  more  than  he  could  help.  Tom  was  just 
thinking  what  a  pleasant  thing  it  would  be  to  have  a  dear  little  arm 
thrown  round  his  oirn  neck,  and  a  pair  of  beautiful  bright  eyes  beaming 
N\itli  allection,  looking  light  and  love  into  his  very  heart,  when  the 
re[)()rt  of  another  kiss  brought  hiui,  in  spite  of  himself,  to  (he  right- 
about-face all  in  a  hurry.  Tom  felt  irritated  again.  3Ir.  ^Vhittle- 
bury  had  returned  his  daughter's  salute  most  uproariously  loud,  and 
was  leading  her  to  her  seat,  but  the  feeling  of  irritation  lasted  not 
long.  The  sul)sequent  ceremony  of  introduction  to  the  young  lady, 
and  the  graceful  manner  in  which  she  performed  the  duties  of  the 
table,  soon  put  all  feelings,  except  admiration,  to  (light  ; — and  (hat  was 
the  way  Tom  Kacquet  becanu*  ac([«iainte(l  with  the  Whittlcluirys. 
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AiTKK  such  a  romantic  introduction  as  that  described  in  the  la&t 
rha[)ter,  nothing  less  of  course  was  to  be  expected,  (ban  that  Tom 
should  fall  most  irretrievably  in  love  wi(h  Miss  Caroline  Wliittlebury, 
(he  young  lady  of  (he  mansion,  and  that  the  young  lady  herself,  finding 
such  a  hamlsome  young  fellow  such  a  decided  hero,  should  not  only 
allow  him  so  to  ilo,  but  should  return  the  compliment  with  all  that 
truth  and  fervour  which  belongs,  according  to  the  best  authorities, — 
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the  yoim^  ladies  ihemhclveH — extlu«ively  to  tlic  female  heart.  Thin 
was  all  \ery  proper,  ami  very  natural,  and  jiint  ax  it  »hould  liave  been, 
and  there  i«  not  a  word  to  he  Haid  agaiuHt  it :  in  fact,  after  very  mature 
and  RcriouB  consideration,  aided  by  weveral  young-lady  fricndu  of  our 
ae(iuaintancc,  we  have  arrived  at  the  conclusion,  that  thiH  world  would 
be  but  a  ver\'  stupid  w(n*ld  in<leed,  take  it  altogether,  were  it  not  for 
an  occasional  hero  or  heroine  (persecuted  of  courHeJ  ntarting  forth  to 
illumine  its  dreary  rounds  with  their  brilliant  achievcmentH,  and  melt 
its  flinty  nature  with  their  tears,  not  to  mention  the  decided  good 
that  always  necessarily  accrues  to  society  at  large  by  their  furniHhing 
us  "  wcs,"  or  editors,  with  so  many  subjects  for  our  true  love  talci 
and  romances.  Wc  therefore  take  upon  ourselves  to  say,  backed  by 
our  fair  friends  already  mentioned,  that  Tom  was  perfectly  right  in 
falling  in  love  with  Caroline  AVhittlebury,  although  all  three  of  his 
maiden  Aunts  decided  on  the  contrary  in  the  most  peremptory  and 
distressing  manner  possible,  and  that  Carohne,  despite  all  her  worthy 
Papa's  doubts  of  the  eligibility  of  the  match,  was  equally  justified  in 
accepting  Master  Thomas  Kacqnet's  vows  of  eternal  attachment  and 
affection,  instead  of  those  of  one  Mister  Horace  Chuck,  second  partner 
in  the  firm  of  ''  Whittlebury  and  Chuck." 

Mr.  Erasmus  Whittlebury,  the  only  exception  among  the  shy  papas 
of  Tom's  numerous  acquaintance,  w  as  a  widower,  and  a  smart  active 
old  gentleman,  with  just  that  degree  of  obesity  usually  classed  under 
the  somewhat  comical  title  of  '  punchy,'  that  is  to  say,  he  was  not 
decidedly  fat ;  we  verily  believe  that  he  would  have  quarrelled  with 
anybody  who  might  happen  to  have  the  misfortune  of  supposing  him 
to  be  so.  He  had  a  very  small,  vcrv  round,  very  fair  face,  in  which 
good  humour  reigned  predominant ;  he  had  also  lost  his  haii', — this, 
however,  was  considered  rather  as  an  improvement  than  otherwise  to 
his  general  appearance,  by  more  than  one  efficient  judge  of  such 
momentous  concerns.  And  to  let  our  readers  into  a  little  bit  of  a  secret, 
perhaps  the  smart  old  gentleman  was  just  in  a  slight  degree  proud 
of  his  *'  nice  little  round  white  pate,"  as  his  favourite  Caroline  would 
often  call  it — with  the  two  tufts  of  hair,  sUvery  white,  just  over  his 
ears,  and  the  two  little  w  ell-trimmed  cultivations,  yclept  whiskers, 
w4iieh  flourished  on  his  rosy  cheeks. 

Caroline,  the  daughter  of  the  above-mentioned  ^Ir.  ^^^littlebun', 
was  an  extremely  good-natured  little  personage,  and  '  beautiful  ex- 
ceedingly,' as  all  good-natured  people  invariably  are,  or  seem  to  be, 
after  a  few  hours'  acquaintauce.     She  loved  fun  with  all  her  little 
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Ik  art,  and  somehow  or  other  contri\ed  to  hiVC  Mr.  Thomas  Hacfiuct 
iiilo  the  bargain  :  at  least  we  take  it  for  granted  she  was  beautiful,  not 
only  from  Tom's  repeated  asseverations  to  the  faet,  but  from  the  report 
I  I  many  other  most  intelligent  witnesses — Old  Dame  Folkstone,  for 
iii>tanee,  of  the  Dairy,  for  one,  who  used  to  say,  *'  God  bless  her  dear 
little  soul  I  it's  always  peeping  out  of  her  eyes,  to  sec  what  good  it  can 
(1m" — and  then  there  was  Mr.  Drayton,  the  curate,  who  used  to  call 
lu  I-  the  "  llower  of  his  Hock,"  and  say  she  was  a  very  amiable  young 
lady — and  Old  Bob,  the  gardener  and  man-of-all-work,  who  did  not 
mince  the  matter  in  the  least,  but  swore  boldly,  "  that  Miss  Carry 
was  the  best  and  beautifullest  little  girl  in  the  whole  world,"  and 
very  handscmiely  cracked  the  crown  of  Bill  Stubbs,  the  ostler  at  the 
IMuc  Pig,  for  daring  to  insinuate  that  Nancy  Twcntynnin,  the  inn- 
keeper's daughter,  was  equally  as  amial)le  and  as  pretty. 

The  interior  of  the  little  cottage  at  Stamford  Hill  was  the  very 
picture  of  comfort  and  elegance,  under  the  tasteful  management  of  the 
young  lady  ;  and  the  garden  at  the  back,  under  the  control  of  Old  Hob, 
was  the  very  ve plus  idtiut  of  gardens ;  anil  there  Mas  a  tall  grey  horse 
who  rejoiced  in  the  name  of  'Stately,'  but  who  did  not  rejoice  in  the 
four-wheeled  chaise  notwithstanding,  and  who  was  under  the  survcil- 
lanrc  of  the  old  gentleman  himself;  and  doves  and  pigeons  innu- 
merable, besides  a  great  dog  for  the  stable,  and  a  peacock  for  the  lawn, 
under  the  care  of  everybody. 

Among  all  these  little  comforts  and  delights  had  Mr.  Tlionnis 
llacfpiet,  as  wc  have  already  related,  made  himself  perfectly  at  home, 
not,  however,  without  some  little  uneasiness  on  the  part  of  Mr. 
i'hasmus  Whittlebury,  who  soon  began  to  perceive  that  his  agreeable 
young  friend  cast  his  eyes  in  the  direction  of  Miss  Caroline  rather  more 
frequently  than  mere  acquaintance  warranted  ;  while  Caroline,  not  a 
little  to  his  dismay,  seemed  not  at  all  displeased  at  the  attentions  thus 
freely  bestowed.  But  then,  as  the  old  gentleman  would  say,  when 
commnning  with  himself  upon  the  subject,  •'  Suppose  Tom  has  but 
tMo  hundred  a  year — there's  Coddlethorpe,  it  must  eventually  be  his; 
the  old  ladies  cannot  live  forever  ;  and  I  know  there  is  a  pretty  little 
sum  in  the  Three-and-a-halves,  besides  Flower's  Farm,  and  the  houses 
in  Watling  Street;  so  that  after  all  Master  Thomas  would  be  as  good  a 
match  for  Carry  as  Horace  Chuck,  pronded  always  lie  contrives  to 
keep  friends  with  his  three  old  maids  of  .\unts,  and  also  leaves  off  a 
few  of  his  mad  pranks."  Consoling  himself  a  little  with  these  reflec- 
tions, the  old  gentleman  allowed  the  visits  of  Mr.  Thomas  Kacquet 
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iiiiliJ  lie  liimHclf  bicjimc  a  litth;  loud  of  hin  Hocicty :  not,  however,  all 
al  (UK  (• ;  Ik;  whh  as  wary  an  old  j^cnlicmen  uniially  arc,  and  extremely 
jialoiis  of  Iii.H  heart  lending  hin  head  ax  tray ;  however,  he  that  a^  it 
may,  kIx  months  after  Imh  firHt  introduction  Master  Tom  wan  a 
rc;:;iiiMr  and  ^vc'lc^)^le  visiter,  and  the  arrepted  Hiiilor  of  Caroline,  to 
whose  gentle  heart  did  he  at  Ia«t  confide  the  secret  of  hi«  fir^t  inlro- 
duction  to  her  father's  presence. 

**  Oh,  Tom  !  You  uiipw/rHl  fellow,"  naid  the  little  heauty,  "  how  could 
you?" — when  Tom  had  descrihed  the  whole  Hccne  in  the  kitchen,  to 
which  Tom  replied  in  due  course — **  that  he  could,  and  would,  again 
and  again,  if  it  were  only  to  catch  one  glance  from  thoHC  dear  lauL'hing 

eyes — whose  light  was  as  the  light  of  the "  something  or  other 

highly  poetic  we  dare  say,  hut  which  we  have  unfortunately  forgotten, 
not  hcing  used  to  such  high-flown  fantasies :  but  it  does  not  much 
matter ;  Tom  used  to  talk  a  great  deal  of  nonsenge,  we  dare  say,  like 
everybody  else  in  the  same  sublime  situation,  but  which  he  did  not 
intend  for  nonsense  nevertheless,  nor  did  Caroline  consider  it  so 
either ;  and  so  they  got  on  very  well  together,  until  at  last,  after  one 
very  delightful  moon-light  walk  in  the  garden,  they  found  themselves 
*  engaged,'  or  plighted,  or  by  whatever  other  term  it  is  called,  when 
two  young  people  promise  to  marry  one  another,  if  eveiybody  else 
will  let  them,  and  they  do  not  find  some  one  they  like  better  in  the 
meantime ;  and  the  union  of  Tom  and  Caroline  only  awaited  the 
removal  of  two  or  three  little  impediments,  which,  true  to  the  old 
adage — of  true  love  never  running  smooth — had  thrown  themselves  in 
the  way.  They  only  wanted  the  consent  of  Tom's  three  Aunts,  Emily, 
liucy,  and  Cecilia,  on  the  first'part,  of  Caroline's  papa  on  the  second,  and 
that  sufficient  increase  of  Tom's  annual  revenue,  which  wouldrender  such 
a  serious  step  as  matrimony  prudent,  on  the  third  part, — all  of  which 
impediments,  however,  occasioned  a  deal  of  trouble  and  anxiety  before 
they  were  got  over  :  not  that  they  were  got  over  at  last,  the  old  fellow 
with  the  wings,  and  the  hour-glass,  and  the  scythe  over  his  shoulder, 
managing  matters  for  them  as  coolly  as  if  they  had  never  plotted  any- 
thing for  themselves,  and  regularly  upsetting  all  their  manoeuvres,  and 
putting  others  of  his  own  concocting  in  their  places  as  fast  as  they 
were  formed,  without  the  least  consideration  for  the  feelings  of  the 
parties  most  interested — an  amusement  the  said  old  fellow  with  the 
wings,  and  the  scythe,  and  the  hour-glass,  is  most  preposterously  fond 
of,  and  for  which  impertinent  interference  we  advise  all  our  fi-iends 
who  may  happen  to  have  taken  him  by  the  forelock,  and  whom  he 
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may  happen  to  have  sorvcd  in  tlie  like  aggravating  manner,  not  to  let 
go  again  in  a  hnrrv,  i)ut  pull  the  old  seythe  fellow's  hair  till  his  eyes 
water  again,  hy  way  of  a  little  revenge. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is.  Carry,  darling,"  said  Tom  one  fine  evening, 
as  he  was  walking  very  lovingly  with  his  arm  round  the  young  lady's 
waist,  "it's  no  use  going  on  in  this  way  ;  we  must  pop  the  ([uestion  to 
the  old  folks,  and  get  married.  I'll  go  down  to  Coddlethorpe  to-mor- 
row, and  sound  my  Aunts  upon  the  suhjeet ;  they  are  capital  fillows, 
all  three  of  them  ;  and  hetween  you  and  me,  Carry,  arc  uncommonly 
fond  of  mo,  and  Aunt  Cecily  most  especially." 

"  Aunt  ("ccily  is  the  youngest,  is  she  not  .'"  saiil  Caroline,  aiming  at 
a  particular  pehhle  in  the  gravel  walk  with  her  parasol. 

'*  Yes,"  said  Tom,  *'sheis  not  nion-  than  forty-one  or  two.  I  must 
take  her  down  some  new  novel  or  other  though ;  she  is  a  terrible  novel 
reader,  and  delights  in  the  romantic.  I  really  think  she  intends 
getting  married  herself  some  day." 

"  Lor  I"  said  Caroline,  "  ridiculous  I  " — (Caroline  was  nineteen  last 
birth-day.)  "  But  suppose  they  should  refuse  you,  Tom,  and  withdraw 
their  assistance  ;"  and  Caroline  looked  a  little  serious. 

"  I  shall  scarcely  know  how  to  act  in  that  case,"  replied  Tom  ; 
"rather  awkward — I  must  set  fire  to  Coddlethorpe,  I  suppose,  and 
save  them  from  the  tlames  at  imminent  personal  risk,  and  so  lay  them 
under  an  obligation  ;  or  take  you  down  in  the  gig,  and  upset  you  at 
the  door,  ami  so  work  upon  their  sympathies;  or  swallow  a  little  cold 
gin  and  water,  marked  'oxalic  acid,'  in  their  i)resenee,  and  so  frighteu 
them  into  it.  I  must  manage  it  .somehow  ;  and  the  first  thing  to  i)e 
done  is  to  set  oil':  so  after  to-night,  good  bye  for  a  week,  dearest ;  the 
old  ladies  will  not  part  with  me  in  any  case  under  less  time  thau  that ; 
either  the  refusal  or  acceptance  will  occupy  the  whole  of  it,  allowing 
two  days  to  each  Aunt,  for  explanation  and  examination,  and  one  over, 
for  the  general  assembly  at  the  conclusion." 

And  so  it  was  agreed  between  the  high  contracting  parties  that  Tom 
should  take  his  departure  early  on  the  ensuing  morning,  and  get  the 
consent  of  his  three  Aunts  to  his  tying  the  indissoluble  knot  of  matri- 
mony. A  kiss,  and  an  affectionate  "Goodbye,"  and  half  an  hour 
afterwards  Tom  was  rattling  up  from  Stamford  Hill  to  the  *  Flower 
I'ot'  in  Rishopsgate  Street.  Another  hour,  and  he  had  dismounted  from 
the  coach,  and  was  elbowing  his  way  along  the  narrow  streets  leading 
into  ('iiea|)side,  on  connubial  thoughts  intent,  and  nu-aning  to  reach 
.h'rniyn  Street  in  tinu'   for  an    early  supper,    and    to    bed  •   but    good 
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intontionH  arc  prov(rl>ial  for  the  brittlrncHU  of  their  nature,  and  arc 
celebrated  alHO  oh  tlic  favourite  mnterial  with  wliieh  a  certain  ch\M 
ohl  gcntlcumn  of  colour  pavcH  a  certain  warm  quarter  of  Iuh  doim- 
uiouH.  Toiu  intended  \.o  liave  gone  home  (juietly  to  hed,  Ijut  Tom  did 
not,  go;  for  he  met  the  two  JtattletouH  and  Harry  I'hillpotH  hy  the 
church,  and  set  oil"  with  them  to  the  theatre  at  half  price,  and  from 
thence  accompanied  them  to  a  celebrated  tavern  in  the  neighbourhood, 
to  supper,  where  they  each  had  a  pint  of  ale,  and  ate  ho  rnanyoyHtenj, 
that  about  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  they  felt  it  absolutely  neceasary 
for  the  welfare  of  tlieir  constitutions  to  go  out  and  have  a  turn  up  with 
tlio  watchman,  and  after  that  exhilarating  proceeding,  to  puJl  all  the 
bells  in  the  street,  and  finally,  to  Ring  loudly  and  joyfully,  "  God  save 
the  King,"  thereby  rousing  the  slumbering  loyalty  of  the  inhabitants 
to  a  very  extraordinary  pitch  of  enthusiasm,  as  may  be  supposed, 
when  we  mention  that  one  old  gentleman  who  lived  at  No.  .">,  after 
having  (as  wc  opine,  in  a  fit  of  abstraction)  emptied  the  water  jug  out 
of  the  window,  plump  on  the  top  of  the  head  of  Mr.  Harry  Phillpots, 
who  w^as  performing  an  accompaniment  upon  the  knocker,  actually 
flung  his  white  nightcap  at  him  afterwards,  in  token  of  his  extreme 
satisfaction  at  the  serenade. 

Tom  Kacquct  and  his  three  friends  acknowledged  the  compliment,  by 
giving  the  old  gentleman  several  hearty  cheers,  and  then  proceeded  on 
tlieir  way  until  they  came  to  the  pump,  of  which  Tom  gravely  and 
with  the  utmost  politeness  and  urbanity,  inquired  the  time  of  night, 
remarking  that  he  had  forgotten  where  he  had  left  his  watch  ;  receiving, 
however,  no  answer  to  the  inquiry,  he  insisted  upon  shaking  hands, 
which  he  did,  with  the  handle,  and  then  went  gravely  forward  without 
the  desired  information. 

One  "  Thomas  Smith,"  one  Henry  Brown,  and  two  certain  Mr. 
Jenkinses,  to  their  great  scandal  be  it  spoken,  slept  in  the  watch- 
house  that  night,  and  the  next  morning  were  charged  five  shillings 
each  for  the  accommodation,  and  were  at  the  same  time  admonished 
by  the  gentleman  who  seemed  to  have  the  regulation  of  all  these 
matters,  in  answer  to  a  strenuous  argument  advanced  by  "  Mr.  Tom 
Smith,"  that  if  oysters  really  had  so  powerful  an  effect  upon  the 
animal  spirits,  as  well  nigh  to  cause  the  almost  total  though  tempo- 
rary overthrow  of  his  reason,  that  a  little  abstinence  for  the  future 
might  be  found  desirable,  especially  as  he  meant  that  his  lodgings  for 
the  night,  in  case  of  a  recurrence  of  the  accident,  would  be  considerably 
higher  than  the  terms  acceded  to  in  the  present  instance ;  for  which 
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i  information  and  ailmonition  Afr.  Tom  Smitli,  Mr.  Ilcnry  Brown,  and 
'  the  two  Mr.  Jenkinses,  thanked  the  worthy  gentleman,  and  politely 
withdrew. 

Now  it  so  happened,  that  npon  the  same  evening  during  wljich  Mr. 
Tom  Racquet  and  liis  friends  were  at  tlic  theatre,  young  Mr.  Horace 
Chuek,  Mr.  NViiittlebury's  partner,  while  upon  his  return  from  the 
city,  had  had  his  pocket  piekeil ;  and  in  the  irritation  of  the  moment, 
after  soundly  culling  the  little  urchin  who  hail  so  imperfectly  per- 
formed the  ceremony,  gave  him  in  charge  to  an  ollieer,  and  promised 
to  appear  at  the  olUce  against  him  the  next  day  ;  and  Mr.  Horace 
Chuck  did  nnike  his  appearance  at  the  ofliee  the  next  day,  just  as 
*'Mr.  Tom  JSmith  "  hail  concluded  the  argument  upon  the  oysters  ;  and 
from  what  the  young  gentleman  said  when  he  returned  to  Mr.  Whittle- 
hury'a  after  prosecuting  tlu'  juvenile  pickpocket,  it  was  evident  that 
he  thought  Mr.  Tom  Smith  and  Mr.  Tom  Kaccput  one  and  the  same 
person — a  conclusion  to  which  Caroline  could  by  no  manner  of  means 
he  brought  to  consent.  "  She  Xvie/^,"  she  said  with  great  energy 
when  she  had  returneil  to  her  own  room, — **  she  knew  that,  at  that 
time,  her  dear  Tom  was  at  least  nine  or  ten  miles  away  upon  his 
journey  to  Coddlethorpe,  and  that  it  must  be  some  mistake,  and  that 
Mr.  (^huck  nuist  have  seen  somebody  very  like  him."  The  old  gen- 
tleman's solenni  vow,  therefore,  "that  that  wild  young  rascal  should 
never  darken  his  doors  again,"  fell  with  less  force  u})on  her  warm 
little  heart  than  he  intended  that  it  sheuld.  Caroline  cried  a  little 
to  be  sure,  when  he  repeated  it  at  dinner-time;  but  her  faith  in  her 
"dear  Tom"  remained  unshaken,  and  she  cahuly  and  trustingly  went 
through  her  usual  occupation,  firnily  hoping  for  the  best. 

"  Confound  it  I  "  said  Tom  as  he  sat  at  breakfast  after  his  release, 
scratching  his  right  whisker  with  the  handle  af  the  paper-knife; 
"how  cursedly  unlucky!  I  have  missed  the  coach  now,  and  cannot 
get  to  Coddlethorpe  till  to-morrow  ;"  and  Tom  gave  his  whisker 
another  irritating  touch  with  the  paper-knife,  and  thought  of  what 
Can)liue  would  say  if  she  knew  of  his  accidental  detention;  and  then 
fell  into  a  musing  fit  until  the  coffee  was  cold,  and  then  suddenly 
waked  up  again  as  if  some  indistinct  image  of  the  by-gone  hour  had 
started  again  to  his  imagination  in  full  and  vivid  outline.  "That 
tall  fellow  at  the  back  of  the  oftice  was  very  like  Old  Harry's  Darning- 
needle,"  said  Tom;  "but  it  could  not  be  him  cither — too  early:" 
and  then   Tom   tell  to  musing  again.      This   somewhat   opprobrious 
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Irrni  wa^  tlio  ono  l)y  wliicli   Mr.  TliomaH   Uacquct  delighted  in  dit^ 
tin*^uishinp;  Mr.  Ilorftcc  Cliiiek. 

Tho  (luy  Mew  on,  and  'i'oni  made  \\\)  IiIh  mind  to  go  and  explain  to 
his  friends,  the  KattletonH,  that  oyMtern  and  ale  alwayn  did  dinagree 
Avith  him  most  particidarly  ;  hut  it  rained  hard,  ko  he  htayed  demurely 
at  liome  all  day,  and  went  early  to  lied.  The  next  morninj:,  how- 
ever,  saw  him  up  hetimes,  and  on  the  hox  of  the  Bedford  Kta^e,  en 
route  for  Coddlethorpe,  in  high  spiritK,  and  full  of  hope  for  a  Kucres»i 
fid  termination  of  his  journey.  As  coaehes  in  the  time  of  Mr.  Thomai 
Kacquet  did  not  travel  with  the  same  celerity  as  they  do  in  our  own 
more  favoured  period,  we  will  take  tlie  liherty  of  antieipating  a  little, 
and  take  a  peep  into  Coddlethorpe  Hall,  and  there  await  his  arrival. 


CHAPTER  III. 

CODDLETHORPE    HALL. 


The  three  Misses  Racquet,  the  inhabitants  and  freeholders  of  Cod- 
dlethorpe, were,  as  we  have  already  expressed  ourselves,  three  of  the 
nicest  little  bodies  in  existence.  They  very  much  resembled  each 
other  both  in  figure  and  features,  and  as  if  to  render  the  similarity 
still  more  remarkable,  persisted  in  invariably  dressing  alike,  so  that 
the  unwary  stranger  was  often  entrapped  into  mistaking  Miss  Emily, 
who  was  the  eldest,  for  Miss  Cecilia,  who  was  the  youngest,  an  error 
wliicli  always  called  forth  a  standing  set  of  jokes  from  either  party, 
the  elder  always  demanding  what  he  meant  by  taking  her  for  .such  a 
giddy  young  thing  as  her  sister  Cecily,  and  the  younger  requesting 
to  know  how  much  longer  he  would  require  to  discover  the  difference 
between  such  a  sprightly  damsel  as  herself  and  such  a  prim  old  dowager 
as  Emily.  Miss  Lucy,  who  always  wore  a  very  natty  little  pair  of  gold 
spectacles  upon  her  nose,  and  had  always  a  book  in  her  hand,  there  was 
no  mistaking  ;  she  Avas  a  great  reader,  and  would  sit  for  hours  together 
in  the  arbour  at  the  foot  of  the  lawn,  poreing  over  the  distresses  of 
absent  lovers  as  duly  set  forth  in  the  usual  three  volumes  from  the 
circulating  libraries ;  while  her  favourite  companion.  Lion,  a  magnifi- 
cent dog  of  the  Mount  St.  Bernard  breed,  would  gambol  about  her 
until  he  was  tired,  and  then  remain  at  her  side  with  his  huge  head 
resting  in  her  lap,  eyeing  her  sleepily  from  time  to  time,  and  winking 
as  she  turned  over  the  leaves  of  her  volume. 
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llow  it  liappencd  that  the  hulics  llacquct  hail  not,  tliiriug  the  Rpriii;^- 
tinic  of  (lieii*  charms,  HiiccceiU'il  in  nitcliini^  and  snl)ihiinj^  three  wiKl 
animals  of  the  ^^////.«  homoy  and  hiiulinj;  tliini  as  their  slaves  tor  evir, 
under  thf  title  and  denomination  of  "  hnshands,"  we  must  confess  our- 
selves at  a  loss  to  state,  'fhey  certainly  possessed  most  of  the  attri- 
hutes  to  which  are  ascriljeil  the  power  ot'  fascinating;  the  species  ;  they 
boasted  of  beauty  in  no  inconsiderable  degree;  and  to  those  to  whom 
beauty  is  but  as  the  rainl)ow — 

**  A  iiioini'iit  li«'i«',  tli«'ii  lost  for  ever — " 
tlu'V  offered  a  golden  store  most  undeniably  temptinu;;  and,  lastly, 
they  were  of  a  temperament  sullieiently  amiable  to  have  compensated 
entirely  lor  the  abseuce  of  all  other  i-harms  whatsoever.  Their  ages 
were,  respectively,  (and  we  give  them  witb  the  full  concurrence  of  the 
parties,)  forty,  forty-two,  and  ftirty-three. 

Coddlethorpe  Ilall  was  tbe  very  beau  ideal  of  a  country  house:  a 
cond)ination  of  tall  battlemented  towers,  and  ji;able  ends  without 
number,  and  huge  stacks  of  twisted  chimiu'ys  all  liuddled  together  in 
wild  cont'usion, — it  had  the  appearance  of  having  built  itself  wbile  the 
architect's  back  was  turned,  so  completely  was  all  onler  anrl  regularity 
set  at  deliancc.  Tbe  nuud)er  of  small  latticed  windows  scattered  up 
and  down,  just  as  couvenieiu'c  or  \\liini  Iiad  dictated,  would  perba})s 
liave  imparted  an  appearance  of  poverty  to  the  building,  but  for  the 
rich  dark  ivyj^bicb  wreathed  its  green  drapery  around  them,  and  tbeu 
roanu'd  stealthily  away  across  the  roof,  giving  that  idea  of  warmth  and 
snugness  to  the  whole,  which  makes  the  wayfarer  picture  to  himself 
all  the  comforts  of  the  lirc^ide  witliiii,  and  sends  bim  wandering  in 
imagimition  through  tbose  long  lines  of  corridors  and  galleries,  and 
olil  tapestried  chaud)ers  witb  which  bis  ideas  of  an  ancient  country 
'hall,'  or  nuuiNion,  may  be  more  or  less  imbued;  but  old  tapestried 
ebaudu'rs  within  Coddlethorpe  Ilall,  there  were  none,  the  said  chambers 
ba\iug  been  lung  since  modernized,  notorioiis  as  they  were  for  those 
wily  little  currents  of  tin*  atnu)spbere  vulgarly  denominated  '  drafts,' 
ami  to  tbe  baneful  inlluence  of  which  said  'drafts'  no  mortals  on  earth 
were  more  fidly  alive  than  tbe  three  Misses  Hacquet,  an<l  Miss  I.ucy 
in  parlicidar:  to  sit  near  the  window  was  arbcumatisui  in  pi-rspective, 
and  the  **  crack  of  the  door"  was  an  inlet  for  a  catarrh,  or  a  stifl'neck 
at  least,  (bspite  the  xand-bags  wliicb  defendi'd  tbe  one,  an«l  the  gilt 
leatber  and  green  baize  wbich  pn)tected  the  other. 

In  one  of  the  air-tight,  sung  little  rooms  of  this  comtortabb- 
v'«ji»leuce,  who've  windows  looked  (Ui  to  tbe  well  gravelled  and    neatly 
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kept  lorc-courl,  ."^al  two  of  ihc  MiHucH  ItAcr{iict, — Mibh  Kmily,  rjr  Aunt  * 
I'lmily,  ns  Tom  alwnyn  cnllcjl  licr,  nt  her  work  near   the  wiiulou,  and 
Aiinl  Lucy  with   Iicr  hook;  over  the   rnuntel-pieee  hung  a  portrait  (*f 
their  dearly  h)ved  brother,  Master  Torn  Kacquet'M  pajja. 

"Well,"  said  Aunt  Lucy,  shiittiu;^  her  l)ook,  *'  I  wixh  Tom  would 
send  thoHo  three  voliimcH  lie  so  Rtron^ly  recommended  me  to  read,  and 
HO  rMithfnlly  promised  not  toforget,  when  lie  wom  down  here  laitt  ;  hut 
I  suppose  they  have  slipt  his  memory  an  UBual.  Ah  I  a  very  Had 
memory  has  Master  Tom,  eRpecially  for  his  AuntM,  until  Kome  '  rascally 
tailor  comes  to  dun/  as  one  of  his  funny  songs  says,  and  then,  lo 
and  heliold!  it  serves  him  rif^ht  lovinr^ly,  and  we  get  a  long  and  dutiful 
epistle,  with  all  our  commissions  executed,  and  brim  full  of  hopes  and 
fears  for  our  health  and  spirits,  with  a  sly  coda  of  a  requent  for  a 
small  advance  of  cash  as  a  wind  up." 

"My  snufT-hox  too,  made  of  a  Kerry  cow's  hoof,  and  all  tlie  way 
from  Killarney,"  said  Aunt  Emily,  coaxing  an  obstinate  thread 
through  the  eye  of  her  needle. 

"Yes,  and  my  little  Blenheim,"  continued  Aunt  Lucy,  "all  for- 
gotten— all  forgotten  :  but  never  mind,  we  shall  hear  of  the  young 
gentleman  soon  enough,  I  dare  say  ;  the  first  of  September  is  at  hand, 
and  then  wc  are  sure  to  have  him,  with  that  abominable  gnn  of  his  into 
the  bargain." 

"  He  is  an  incorrigible  and  an  ungrateful  young  fellpy,"  said  Aunt 
Emily,  "and  1  really  think  I  shall  make  up  my  mind  not  to  speak  to 
him  again  :  but  bless  me,  how  it  rains  I — only  listen.  How  it  does 
rain  to  be  sure !  and  I  declare  if  that  foolish  little  kitten  has  not  run 
out  in  the  midst  of  it." 

"The  'Regulator'  has  not  passed  yet,  has  it?"  said  Aunt  Lucy,  rising 
and  approaching  the  window.  "  I  am  almost  ready  for  my  luncheon 
— dear  me,  it  does  rain  indeed  !  how  the  drops  beat  against  the  glass, 
and  run  from  the  window-frames  :  the  old  shrubbery  too  seems  quite 
in  a  taking,  the  wind  blows  it  about  so — and  poTir  dear  old  Lion  there 
pokes  his  great  disconsolate  head  out  of  his  kennel,  as  if  he  anticipated 
a  general  deluge  at  least." 

"  There's  the  coach,  Lucy,  ring  for  the  luncheon,"  cried  Aunt 
Emily;  "and  I  do  declare  if  there  is  not  Master  Tom  sitting  with  the 
coachman,  without  an  umbrella,  or  a  great  coat,  or  any  thing  else  on." 

This  speech  of  Aunt  Lucy's  was  not  intended  to  be  taken  exactly 
in  a  literal  sense.     Tom  certainly  was  without  a  great  coat, 

"Tom!  no  surely?"  said  Aunt  Emily,  "  why  the  foolish  fellow,  he 
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will  ])C  wet  tlirough  and  throuf^h.  llorc,  Uobin  ! — Poplgyl — some  of 
you  run  to  tho  conch  and  take  an  nmbrclla  to  Mr.  Thomas,'*  and  Aunl 
Emily  ran  out  of  tlie  room  and  screamed  down  the  stairs  with  all  lier 
might,  and  then  ran  back  again  and  rang  the  bell  very  earnestly,  as 
the  coach  crashed  through  the  wet  gra\el  at  the  road  side,  and  pulled 
up  oj)posite  the  gate  of  the  fore-court.  "  Talk  of  the  Deuce,"  con- 
tinued the  good-natured  old  maid,  as  she  put  on  her  bonnet  preparatory 
to  facing  the  drafts  which  were  known  to  be  wickedly  disporting 
themselves  in  the  hall, — "talk  of  the  Deuce,  and — umph — ahem." 

Ihit  talking  of  the  Deuce  in  the  i)resent  instance,  in  spite  of  the 
iiiith  of  the  well  known  adage,  could  not  have  been  the  means  of 
protluciiig  him,  even  supposing  that  Mr.  Thomas  HacfjUCt  had  been 
his  aecreditetl  representative;  for  we  have  been  well  and  duly  informed, 
nl( hough  for  our  own  private  and  peculiar  reasons  wc  decline  stating 
tlirough  whom,  the  why,  or  the  how,  that  the  Deuce  at  the  time  he 
was  t\\pn  spoken  of  was  so  fully  and  laboriously  employed  in  laying 
down  upon  his  own  particular  '  trottoire,'  or  pavement,  such  an 
unevpected  and  enormously  large  batch  of  those  good  resolutions  or 
intentions  mentioned  some  little  time  back  as  forming  a  principal 
com])onent  part  of  the  highways  of  his  dominion,  that  his  appearance 
at  this  juncture  was  a  total  impossibility,  seeing  that  Tom  iluring  the 
whole  of  the  last  ten  or  a  dozen  miles  had  been  busy  in  seriously 
resolving  and  inteniling  to  reform — to  cut  all  his  rackety  acfpiaintance 
— to  forbear  billiards — to  leave  off  smoking — to  sell  his  share  in  the 
'Sylph'  yacht — to  forget  that  he  was  chairman  of  the  *  Glow-worms,' 
and  the  *  Peep-o'-day  Boys' — never  to  take  more  than  one  glass  of 
'  frigidum  sine,'  or  '  carridum  cum' — and  finally,  to  leave  off  rowing 
to  Kichmond  on  a  Sunday,  but  go  regularly  and  steadily  to  church 
instead.  Now  some  people  may  grumble  at  the  Deuce  seizing  upon  all 
these  good  resolutions  before  Tom  had  had  tinu'  to  break  them  up  ready 
for  his  use — but  the  Deuce  is  a  bit  of  a  judge  in  these  matters.  He 
saw  plainly  enough  that  Tom  renounced  all  these  habits  and  pleasures, 
not  because  he  knew  that  they  were  idle,  but  because  he  found  that 
he  could  not  get  something  else  that  he  particulaily  wanted,  without 
so  doing;  therefore,  although  they  looked  and  soimdcd  to  Tom's 
miml  very  like  good  resolutions,  they  were  in  fact  little  better  than 
forgeries,  and  as  such  did  the  Deuce  seize  upon  them  whole,  and  lay 
them  down  all  in  a])ple-i)ie  order  upon  that  particular  line  of  road, 
wbieh  he  (tl»e  Deuce)  had  some  vague  idea  that  Mr.  Thomas  Racfput, 
unle^'>»  he  altered  «nnie  one  or  tvo  of  hi"  rotir*'es  materially,  woubl  in 
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Jill  probability  have  to  trend  ;  so  that  upon  the  good  old  «y»tcm  of  *hl> 
who  rims  may  read,'  Mr.  Tom  mij;ht  have  the  hencfit  of  walking  over, 
and  Hpelling  as  lie  went,  through  the  whole  catalogue  of  hi«  fractured; 
and  forgotten  good  intentiouR. 

Uiil  again  to  our  tale.  AnntH  Emily  and  Luey  disappeared  from  the 
window  as  the  roaeh  drew^  up,  an<l  ap])eared  again  at  the  front  door^ 
ench  in  a  straw  bonnet,  with  a  long  white  veil  attached,  and  holding 
their  baiidkerchiefs  round  their  necks.  Ilobin  ran  out  to  the  coach, 
trying  in  vain  to  keep  an  umbrella  in  the  face  of  the  wind,  while 
Peggy,  the  housemaid,  stood  upon  the  steps  under  the  portico,  holding 
a  fly-away  sort  of  rap  upon  lierliead,  by  means  of  two  smart  carnation 
coloured  ribbons. 

The  back  door  shut  itself  with  a  slam,  and  shattered  a  pane  of  glass 
in  the  evolution,  and  the  study  door  opened  itself  with  another,  and 
allowed  the  wind  free  leave  and  license  to  disport  itself  among  the  , 
loose  papers,  and  et  catera,  which  littered  the  table,  all  of  which  it 
whisked  into  the  air,  and  then  deposited  in  different  quarters  of  the 
apartment,  and  all  was  bustle  and  confusion. 

Aunt  Cecilia  meanwhile,  who  was  most  particular  about  damps  and 
drafts,  and  other  atmospheric  atrocities,  cuddled  herself  up,  in  the 
corner  of  the  room  furthest  removed  from  the  influence  of  the  open 
air,  and  called  to  her  sisters  repeatedly,  that  they  would  catch  their 
deaths  of  cold,  ''standing  at  that  nasty  door,"  and  that  they  had 
better  come  in  and  put  on  their  cloaks. 

Among  all  this  spattering  of  rain,  banging  of  doors,  breaking  of 
glass,  and  rustling  of  papers  and  dresses,  did  Mr.  Tom  alight  from 
the  box  of  the  Bedford  "  Regulator,"  wet  through  outside  with  water, 
and  correspondingly  damp  inside  with  brandy. 

*'  Portmanteau  is  in  the  hind  boot,"  said  Tom,  addressing  the 
guard,  and  shaking  the  wet  out  of  his  coat  sleeves.  "Ah  I  Robin, 
old  fellow,  how  are  you?  Rather  a  damp  day  this." 

''Well  it  just  do  rain  a  little  loike.  Master  Thomas,"  rej^lied  Robin, 
with  a  hroad  grin  at  the  young  gentleman's  shining  appearance,  and 
Robin  put  the  umbrella  down  into  the  shrubbery  to  prevent  its 
levanting  with  the  next  gust  of  wind,  and  bustled  away  to  help  the 
suard,  who  was  mutterina:  away  famouslv  at  the  hind  boot. 

"  Dear  me,  how  wet  they  will  get,"  said  Aunt  Emily,  quite  in  a 
flutter;  "run,  Peggy,  do,  and  hold  the  umbrella  over  their  heads." 
And  away  ran  Peggy  to  fulfil  her  mistress's  behest;  but  scarcely  had 
she  opened  the  umbrella,  and  faced  about,   ere  the  wind  playfully 
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tiinit'd  Ijotli  lur  and  it  iii.>idc  out  ;  m)  I'e^gv  screamud,  ami  ri'tnated 
\\  itli  gicat  piTcipitation,  abandoning  tin*  und»rella  to  its  late.  Tiie 
ime  gallant  gust  of  wind  whith  had  put  Peggy  so  wickedly  to  the 
lout,  then  took  to  gainboliug  so  maliciously  about  the  ankles  of  Toni'9 
inxious  Aunts,  that  they  judged  it  more  decorous  and  safe  to  retire 
within  the  Ilall,  which  they  did,  in  a  very  orderly  manner;  and  there 
tliey  stood,  arm-in-arm,  watching  Tom  auii  llobin,  and  the  guaril, 
ainl  wondering  what  on  earth  all  the  delay  and  trouble  could  beal)out. 

**  No  portmanteau  here,  Sir,"  said  the  guard  at  la«t,  in  no  very 
'•a>ant  tone  of  voice,  as  he  closed  iUc  door  of  tin*  receptacle  with  a 
Iigid  bang,   and  pocketed  the  little  key. 

"Why,  l)less  me!  Boots  told  me  he  put  it  in  himself,"  ^aid  Tom, 
iu  evident  dismay,  for  the  idea  of  being  wet  through,  with  nothing 
to  change  within  reach,  troubled  him. 

"  Perhaps  it's  iu  the  fore-boot,"  suggested  Mr.  Barnes,  the  coach- 
man.     "Come,  look  alive,  will  you?" 

"  Look  alive,  yes,"  grund)led  the  guard,  whose  cigar  had  just  gone 
out,  "  if  we  was  a  lot  o'  tittlebats  p'r'aps  we  shoidd  lo(»k  alive  in  all 
this  water.  Here,  just  catch  hold  of  this  hat,  will  you?"  and  the 
guard  jianded  a  shining  broad  brim  over  to  Kobin,  and  tucked  his 
head  uiuler  the  legs  of  the  coachman,  and  instituted  another  unavailing 
search  for  the  missing  wardrobe  of  Mr.  Thomas  Racquet.  "  Not 
there,  Sir,  it  mn«/  have  been  left  behind,"  concluded  the  guard,  jump- 
ing olf  the  wheel  in  a  pet,  and  snatching  the  hat  out  of  K()i)in's  hand, 
"  It  must  have  been  left  behind.  People  bhould  look  after  their 
lui'jjri^ji'e." 

"  I  low  extremely  provoking,"  said  Tom,  giving  himself  a  shake 
like  a  water  spaniel,  "  biit  it  cannot  be  helped  now  ;  bring  it  dow n 
with  you  to-morrow,  will  you,  Mr.  Barnes?" 

"  ril  take  care  of  you.  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Barnes. 

During  the  search  and  the  collotpiy  which  attended  it,  a  little 
withered  old  woman  scantily  clothed,  with  a  sickly  looking  girl  by 
her  side,  was  endeavouring  by  various  violent  efforts  to  disengage 
herself  and  companion  from  the  ample  fohls  of  a  haiulsome  doth 
cloak,  with  a  smart  fur  collar,  which  enveloped  them  both. 

•'  Never  mind  the  cloak,  old  lady,"  shouted  Tom,  as  soon  a.-^  the 
movement  caught  liis  eye,  **  give  it  to  the  coachman  when  you  get  to 
Bedford,  and  he  will  bring  it  ))ack  for  me;  you  will  never  keep  the 
child  dry  without  it." 

The  old  woman  murmured  her  thanks,  and  again  adjusted  the  cloak 
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anccUuii.iicly  I  omul  In  r  liiilc  cliurgr  an   t|jc  coach  laovcil  on,  ka>iii^; 
Kohiii  und  Tuiii  Htaiidiiig  in  tiic  road. 

"Conic  in,  you  IronhlcKornc  fellow,  do,**  Raid  MaBter  Tom'n  t^o 
anxiouH  aunts,  both  in  a  Ijrcath,  an  he  walked  lci«urcly  throufili  tin 
rain  to  the  hall-door.     •*  You  arc  an  wet  a«  a  Hponge,  I  declare" 

'•  How  d'y'  do,  Aunt  Emily/ — How  arc  you.  Aunt  Cecily? — Aunt 
Lucy  afraid  of  tjic  damp,  I  .su})i)0Ke.** 

**  Shut  the  front  door,  do,  Homc  of  you,  and  come  in.  I  am  Hure 
you  will  all  be  laid  up  with  bad  colds  from  that  na«ty  door,"  naid  a 
voice  from  the  sitting-room,  which  Tom  immediately  recognized  as 
belonging  to  the  lady  last  mentioned. 

**  \Vc  will  be  in  in  a  moment,  dear  Aunt,"  shouted  Tom  in  reply, 
smiling  as  composedly  a<?  if  he  were  as  dry  and  as  comfortable  a«  a 
mouse  in  a  corn-bin,  while  Kobin  put  the  door  to  with  sudden  and 
elaborate  care,  and  disappeared  across  the  hall. 

"  I  am  rather  wet,  as  you  say.  Aunt,"  said  Tom,  bestowing  a  stamp 
or  two  upon  the  tessellated  pavement  of  the  hall,  and  giving  unde- 
niable proofs  of  the  quantity  of  rain  he  had  absorbed,  " and  what 
is  more,  I  have  lost  my  portmanteau,  and  have  not  a  change  of  any- 
thing within  reach,  so  what  I  am  to  do " 

"  Get  up  stairs  with  you,  do,  you  will  catch  your  death  in  those 
wet  things,"  said  Aunt  Lucy,  coming  out  of  the  room  with  spectacles 
on  nose,  and  book  in  hand.  '*  No,  stay,  come  in  here  first,  and  take 
a  glass  of  brandy,  and  tell  us  how  you  are,  and  what  you  have  been 
about  all  this  time,  while  Peggy  gets  your  room  ready  for  you."  So 
Tom  was  taken  into  the  little  room,  and  brandicd  and  scolded  for 
getting  wet,  and  kissed  and  praised  for  his  good-nature  in  lending  hi> 
cloak  to  the  poor  old  woman  on  the  top  of  the  coach,  and  finally  sent 
up  stairs  to  his  apartment,  where  he  found  Peggy  with  the  waiining- 
pan  preparing  a  bed  for  his  reception. 

''  \f[\y  "what  are  you  at  with  a  warming-pan  at  this  time  of  day," 
said  Tom,  as  soon  as  the  occupation  of  the  damsel  became  manifest  to 
his  eyes. 

"  Miss  Lucy  said  you  were  to  go  to  bed  dh'ectly,  Sir,"  said  Peggy, 
smiling, — (Tom  was  a  favourite  of  Peggy^'s) — *'  or  you  will  take  a  cold, 
she  say's.  She  ran  down  stairs  just  now,  and  she  is  making  something 
warm  for  you  to  take."  And  Peggy  withdi-ew  the  household  imple- 
ment from  its  place,  popt  it  outside  the  room  door,  and  closed  the 
foot  of  the  bed  again  with  great  bustle  and  dispatch. 

'*  Go  to  bed!"  said  Tom,  in  amazement ;  ** nonsense.   Go  to  bed  !  I 
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hall  not  go  to   l)fil  I      You  must    kiul  inv  om-  ol"  your  lircbjics,  P«.g;gy, 
I  lid  give  inc  a  kiss  into   tin-  haigain,  ami   I  .shall  ilo  well   iiiough  ;  «io 

it  along  with  you,   and   tell   Aunt  Lucy  not  to  trouble  iieibcir  about 
that  *  something  warm,'  as  you  call  it." 

What  immediately  sueceedetl  this  sally  of  Tom's  we  have  not  the 
means  of  relating  ;  judging,  however,  by  an  exceeding  scuUle,  which 
hi.sted  lor  about  a  minute  and  a  hall',  and  an  exclamation  of  'M)one, 
\lr.  Thoma«!   Don't,"  together  with  a  half  suppresned  giggle,  and  tin- 

idden  closing  of  a  room  door,  wc  should  feel  inclined  to  8up})o8c 
iliat  Mr.  Thomas  Kacquct  must  have  kissed  Peggy  upon  the  landing- 
place,  nolens  rofens  on  the  part  of  that  young  lady,  and  that  the 
Miilllinii;  and  ;;ii;irlin;r,  and  Done-Mr. -Thomas-do'irt-iii";  must  have 
iiad  some  reference  thereunto,  inasmuch  as  people  do  not  usually  nuike 
a  seullle,  and  giggle,  and  exclaim  when  alone,  but  only  when  some- 
body is  addressing  them  in  some  very  forcible  manner ;  however,  as 
the  kissing  was  merely  hypothetical,  founded  upon  the  premises 
aforesaid,  we  of  course  do  not  take  upon  ourselves  the  responsibility 
of  avouching  it  as  a  verital)le  fact,  the  matter  resting  as  a  secret  solely 
l)etween  Mr.  Thomas  Hacquet,  Peggy,  and  that  exceedingly  discreet 
and  oft  ([uoted  authority,  the  "door  post." 

"  Mr.  Thomas  says  he  had  rather  not  go  to  bed.  Ma'am,"  said 
Peggy,  as  she  entered  the  kitchen,  where  Aunt  Lucy  was  concocting 
some  mysterious  eompound  at  the  lire,  with  a  shawl  thrown  over  her 
shoulders  to  prevent  taking  cold  in  her  transit  from  the  parlour. 

'•  Dear  me! — how  obstinate  these  menkind  are!  Cecily,  dear,"  said 
Aunt  Lucy,  in  great  trepidation,  **  do  run  up  stairs,  and  make  that 
poor  fellow  get  into  bed,  lie  will  catch  his  death." 

**  l)less  us  I"  replied  Aunt  Cecily,  who  was  bustling  out  of  a  little 
store-room  with  a  large  roll  of  llannel,  "  foolish  boy,  so  he  will."  JSo 
Aunt  Cecily  gave  the  llannel  a  hasty  push  on  to  the  nearest  table, 
and  hastened  up  stairs  forthvrith,  and  decorously  tapi)ed  at  Tom's 
door. 

**  Come  in,"  said  Tom,  who  was  standing  without  his  coat  and 
b«)ots,  and  wondering  very  much  what  he  was  to  do  for  dry  linen  , 
and  thinking  ever  and  anon  how  particularly  provoking  it  was  that 
he  should  be  putting  his  dear  aunt><  to  all  this  trouble  and  incou- 
venience  just  at  the  very  time  ai)ovc  all  others  he  wished  to  make 
himsi'lf  most  agreeable.  After  a  small  argument  between  Tom  luid  his 
aunt — Tom  was  a  terrible  lellow  for  nn  nrgunu'iit,  and  never  omitted  an 
opportunity  of  displaying  his  rlieti»rieal  powers — it  was  decided  at  once 
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(Iiat  in  ,s|ioiil«i  iiiakr  I  lit  \ni\  liin  |»lar<-  of  refuge  at  any  rate,  until  tin- 
su|)(-iai)iiiMlaiit  iniii.-ture  wan  expelled  (111111  liin  varioun  liabiliiiieiit'-  liy 
the  iiistniiiiciitalit y  ol'tlic  kitelieu  lire 

"  llcre'H  a  prrlty  iuckk,"  haid  'I'tdn  a-^  lie  tiiiuMed  into  IhmI,  and 
jxdlcd  I  lie  ('(iiiiitcipaiie  ii|)  to  liin  iiOHC.  *' I  uihIi  tlie  liilJH  had  been 
al  Jeri<'li(»  Ix  Inrc  (licy  had  knuekerl  the  hdttoni  of  that  stM|iid  eloiid 
out,  ju>t  at  this  time  too  oi'  ail  otliers  :  hut  it'h  always  the  \*ay  in  tin 
coufouiidediy  eross-grained  world  ;  if  a  man  watitK  to  <io  aiiythin;; 
reri/  pai  ( icidarls ,  llicrc  is  sure  to  l>e  a  shjrm  of  Komc  kind  hrcwed  in 
his  very  tcclii  to  upset  it,  I  shall  not  he  ahle  to  say  anytliing  about 
Caroline  now  until  to-morrow,  if  even  then,  for  these  good-natured 
souls  of  Aunts  of  mine  w  ill " 

A  gentle  tu})  at  the  room  door  arrested  Tom's  senteuce.  "  Come  in," 
said  Tom,  in  a  desponding  tone  of  voice,  and  keeping  his  eycR  in  the 
direction  of  the  door,  as  if  apprehensive  of  the  entrance  of  the  "  some- 
thing warm"  promised  by  Peggy. 

"  Arc  you  in  bed,  my  dear  Tom,"  was  the  reply,  and  in  walked 
Aunt  Lucy  with  a  small  antique  silver  tankard  tilled  with  some  curious 
hot  spicy  beverage,  whereof  the  steam  was  right  pleasant  to  the 
olfactories  ;  against  the  antique  silver  tjinkard,  on  either  side,  leaned  a 
thin  slice  of  toast  ;  the  w  hole  being  duly  set  forth  upon  a  small  salver 
of  the  same  precious  metal  as  the  tankard,  and  covered  with  a  lily 
"white  napkin  all  fringed  round  about. 

Tom  w  as  invited  to  sit  up  and  imbibe  the  contents  of  the  antique 
silver  tankard,  and  to  demolish  the  toast ;  but  Tom  did  not  sit  up,  for 
it  occurred  to  him  that  when  his  aflectionate  aunts  had  ordered  him 
to  bed  in  such  a  hurry,  they  had  forgotten  to  provide  certain  vest- 
ments without  which  it  is  not  usual  for  gentlemen  to  seek  their 
repose. 

*'  You  could  not  borrow  a  night-shiit  for  me,  could  you,  Auui  !" 
said  Tom,  with  the  bed-clothes  drawn  tightly  under  his  chin. 

"Bless  my  heart!"  ejaculated  Aunt  Lucy,  in  some  surprise,  and 
without  another  word  she  placed  the  tankard  upon  the  table  and 
vanished  down  stairs,  presently  returning  with  a  neatly-folded  parcel 
of  fine  linen,  which  had  evidently  been  just  submitted  to  the  fire,  and 
which  she  laid  upon  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  again  disappeared, 
thereby  giving  Tom  an  opportunity  to  invest  himself  therewith. 

Tom  took  the  *  fine  linen,'  and  finding  sundiy  strings,  and  lace- 
frills,  and  other  unaccountable  appendages  attached  thereunto,  tumbled 
and  tossed  it  about  a  great  decil,  ''pished,"  and  '•pshawed,"  and 
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lau^ln.Ml,  and  cM-iitiially   put    it    on,  and  aniioauciMl   liiniM-lt'  nady  lor 
company. 

Aunt  Liu'y  iiiimediatily  i  iitorcd,  accompanifd  by  Aunts  Kiiiily  and 
Cecily,  and  all  thret'  rcnnplinn-ntcd  tlnir  ncplnw  most  lii;::hly  upon 
his  captivating  appiarance  in  the  lace  iVills,  and  thi  ii  insisted  upon 
Ins  (hinkini!;  the  contents  of  the  little  tankard,  and  t;oing  to  sleep 
rortiiwitii,  Tom  swallowed  the  mixture,  and  thin  commeneed  arguing 
(he  point,  as  was  his  wont,  ahout  going  to  sleep,  and  taxed  his  powers 
to  tin*  n(nu)sl  in  end»a\onring  to  p<'rsua(le  his  three  kind  aunts  (hat 
hi-  niNer  caught  cold — that  nothing  ever  hurt  him — that  he  hated  to 
l)e  fussed  and  botheri'd — and  much  mmv  to  the  same  purpose,  the 
which  oration  was  however  pnnuiturely  and  suddenly  cut  short.  Tom 
^^as  (juietly  and  gently  pushed  down  upon  his  pillow  hy  the  atiec- 
tionate  hands  of  Aunt  Lucy,  with  a  serious  admonition  to  be  a  good 
hoy,  and  not  In-  ohstimite. 

T(MU  stretched  himscll"  out  in  de>p!iir,  for  In  plaiidy  saw  that  his 
aunts  were  determined  to  eonsidrr  him  as  an  invalid  in  [)erspective, 
and  to  submit  him  to  the  recpiisite  (piantity  ol  nursing. 

"Dear  me  I"  said  Aunt  (.'ecily,  with  so  sudden  a  start  that  (he 
paiirnl  thought  something  material  must  have  happened  to  her  at  any 
rate,  "  the  pillow-case  I"  and  she  Hew  out  of  the  room  in  much  ha.ste, 
and  as  cpiiekly  flew  in  again,  and  walking  briskly  ii[)  to  the  >iile  of 
Tom's  bed,  dexterously  twitched  his  head  up  from  the  pillow,  and 
hefori'  he  was  half  aware  of  her  intention,  invested  him  with  all  the 
glories  of  a  magnificent  '■  Inmnet  dc  /nnf,"  with  a  smart  l)ow  on  one 
ide,  and  three  luxuriant  rows  of  lace  round  the  iVont  ;  this  she 
tied  securely  on,  despite  Tom's  struggles  ami  remonstrances,  alluding 
idl  the  while  to  sundry  and  divers  unctuous  preparations  used  by 
young  gentlemen  in  the  cultivation  of  their  hair  and  whiskers,  and 
then  diverging  suddenly  and  expatiating  upon  the  well  known  purity 
of  her  bed  linen. 

"  There  I"  said  Aunt  Cecily,  (piite  <lated  at  her  success  in  con- 
(pu'ring  her  nephew,  "  I  do  declare  you  look  e.xceedingly  handsome, 
Tom  ;  the  smart  bow,  and  the  lace,  and  my  cap,  altogether,  svl  otf  your 
whiskers  very  murh — I  wish  you  would  not  ha\e  them  (juite  so  large 
hy-the-by — and  give  those  two  little  moustaches,  or  whatever  you  eall 
them,  close  under  your  nose,  (piite  a  unicpie  appearance.'* 

Tom  had  just  concluded  the  la.st  grumbling  rcmonHtrance  at  this 
new  infliction  of  arbitrary  power,  and  was  gradually  getting  liimsclf 
into  temper  to  joiii  in  the  smiles  of  hia  surrounding  nurses,  for  they 
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Nvcnall  lliiff — or  rallur  ull  lour,  lor  IVggy  liud  juHt  eutcrcd  Ujc  n/nm 
wilh  Hoini'  liottlcKor  hot  wutcr, — they  were  ull  four  a*  buHy  a^  be<rt 
alxttil  liiiM,  when  to  his  diHiuay  the  curtaiiiH  at  the  foot  of  the  IrmI 
were  Heeii  to  open  hlowly  and  niyhterioUMly,  and  the  hcd-clothen  at  the 
foot  were  gradually  raiwed.  No  80oncr  had  tliiw  romantie  movement 
taken  plaec,  than  Tom  Huddenly  started  up  in  bed  and  Huytre  ! 

Ye« — and  we  are  sorry  to  have  to  elironieie  Hueii  a  deed — hut  Tom 
did  swear  and  that  right  roundly  too,  and  in  no  very  measured  terms 
either,  and  looked  excessively  astonished  and  exasperated  to  hoot. 

''  D n  I"  said  Tom,  in  a  very  loud  key,  "what's  tliat?" 

"  Now,  do  lie  still,  Tom,"  said  Aunt  Lucy,  the  only  one  of  his  four 
nurses  who  had  withstood  the  shock  of  this  sudden  explosion.  Aunts 
Emily  and  Cecily  having  jumped  some  yards  away  from  the  hed-side 
in  the  extremity  of  their  surprise  and  horror.  "  Do  lie  still,  Tom,  it'g 
only  the  water-bottle  for  your  feet." 

*'  Yes,  but  it's  cursed  hot,"  continued  Tom,  in  the  same  loud  and 
irrasciblc  tone,  "and  the  cork  has  come  out  besides." 

"  Oh  !  Eless  me,  so  it  has  !"  said  Aunt  Cecily.  *' Well,  well ;  don't 
swear  so,  there's  a  good  boy,  Tom,  it  frightens  me  so,  and  besides  it's — 
well !  well !  dear  me — we'll  put  a  blanket  over  the  foot  of  the  bed  just 
where  the  water  is,  and  all  will  be  right  again." 

So  the  blanket  was  placed,  but  nothing  could  induce  Tom  to  put 
his  feet  down  and  lie  straight.  Tom  detested  tlannel,  as  he  called  it, 
with  all  his  might,  and  stormed  away  right  lustily,  but  all  to  no 
purpose ;  his  protestation  that  flannel  and  worsted,  and  aU  such  vil- 
lanous  stuffs,  were  enough  to  kill  him,  fell  to  the  winds ;  he  was 
uightcapped  and  bound,  and  in  a  bed,  and  a  prisoner,  and  his  custo- 
diers were  in  high  feather  and  bustle  ;  they  had  got  something  larger 
than  the  kitten  this  time  to  nurse,  and  seemed  determined  to  enjoy 
the  opportunity  to  the  utmost.  To  all  poor  Tom's  imploring  looks  for 
mercy  from  among  the  plaited  borders  of  the  nightcap,  as  the  fire 
received  a  fresh  poke,  and  the  room  became  warmer  and  warmer, 
nothing  was  returned  but  portentous  and  grave  looks ;  and  then  the 
aunts  would  move  stealthily  about,  and  suddenly  take  to  speaking  in 
whispers,  as  if  Tom  were  in  a  most  mortal  strait,  and  half  dead  at 
the  least,  and  never  expected  to  recover  ;  and  so  Tom  remained  curled 
np  in  bed  like  some  pet  lap-dog,  except  perhaps  that  he  was  a  size  or 
two  too  large,  and  had  not  a  tail  to  put  over  his  nose. 

For  the  whole  of  that  long — long  afternoon  did  Tom  remain  in  his 
feathery  nest,   listening  to  the  roaring  of  the  fire  and  the  pattering 
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'il'  llif  ruin,  ami  not  ilarin^^  to  vontuiL'  out,  k.st  Aunt  Lucy,  or  Aui»t 
t  Cfily,  or  Aunt  Emily  slioukl  happen  to  come  in  and  catch  him  in  the 
I  n.'a8onuhle  act.  '*  1  am  sure  they  ought  not  to  rclusc  me  anything, 
alter  such  a  nuirtyrdom  as  this  at  any  rate,"  thouglitTom. 

Towards  evening,  I'cgjiry  cU)8cd  tlie  curtains  of  his  bed  all  round, 
and  had  anolher  good  poke  at  the  red  hot  and  glowing  lire  ;  and  then, 
a^  night  time  approached,  one  or  other  of  his  dear  Aunts  came  softly 
Ml  and  peeped  at  him,  and  then  just  tucked  liim  up  a  little,  and  then 
retreated  with  noiseless  footstep,  all  of  which  Tom  bore  at  last  with 
becoming  philosophy,  having  l)ecome  sleepy  with  the  heat  and  the 
silence,  not  howexer  before  he  had  several  times  attempted  to  renew 
the  argument  with  his  anxious  nurses,  and  had  i>een  as  often  admo- 
nished in  a  serious  whisper,  *'  not  to  be  obstinate  and  wilful,"  and 
to  bear  in  mind  the  baneful  elfects  of  a  cold  caught  from  getting  wet 
through  ;  so  that  poor  Tom  at  last  was  fairly  defeated  and  run  down, 
and  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  (urn  himself  over  and  patiently  await 
the  nu)rning  light,  and  his  dry  wardrobe. 

A  few  hours  after,  and  another  dose  from  the  silver  tankard,  and 
shortly  again  a  large  basin  of  gruel,  with  plenty  of  brandy,  and  nut- 
meg and  sugar,  made  its  appearance,  and  then  his  three  Aunts,  to 
his  unspeakable  joy,  bade  him  an  alfectionatc  good  night,  and  left  him 
to  his  repose. 

*'  Confound  the  ilear  good  old  souls,  what  a  fuss  they  have  made 
about  a  bit  of  a  wetting,"  said  Tom,  as  the  door  closed  gently  after 
the  retreating  ligures  of  the  three  Misses  Uac(pict ;  •*  and  I  wonder 
what  they  will  say  to-morrow,  when  1  tell  them  1  want  to  get  married.'* 

What  the  three  ladies  in  ([uestion  did  say,  and  how  they  received 
the  intelligence,  together  with  how  their  ne])hcw  put  the  question  to 
(hem,  will  be  found  iji  the  following  Chapter. 


CHAITEK  iV. 

THE     SUCCESS     AITENnVNT     I  TON     TUM's     VISIT     HI 
COUULETUOIirE. 

As  Mr.  Barnes,  the  coachman,  had  stopped  one  of  his  compeers  upon 
the  road  up,  ami  had  by  his  means  telegra[)hod  tiie  loss  of  the  port- 
manteau to  the  Loudon  ollicc,  and  as  Mr.  Thomas  Kacquet  was  very 
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well  iiiiil  vory  I'avoiiiahly  known  ninoiip;  the  fraternity  of  the  nhip, 
tin  re  Nvas  littlt-  dilliciilty  in  the  niishing  article  finding  ith  way  to  ii-^ 
riglitl'ul  owner,  Ity  tlicfirHt  conveyance  npon  the  following  morning. 
Tom,  thcrciorc,  wnK  enabled  to  rise  early,  which  he  did,  none  the 
worse  for  the  rain,  and  perfectly  recovered  from  the  etfects  of  the 
nursing  of  llie  [)revioiis  day;  and,  aceoinpaniefl  hy  IJon,  Btrolled  into 
the  ground.s  to  await  the  breakfast-hour,  and  lay  the  plan  of  hih 
fortheomiiig  campaign  with  his  auntK.  It  being  Sunday,  however, 
Tom  took  into  iiis  serious  consideratioji  the  adviHability  of  deferring 
the  interesting  o)>jcct  of  his  visit  until  the  day  following.  Aware  of 
the  strictness  with  "wliieh  liis  aunts  were  always  in  the  habit  of 
observing  the  day  of  rest,  he  soon  decided  npon  allowing  his  proj)o«i- 
tioii  to  stand  over,  iirstly,  in  deference  to  their  habits  of  reserve 
upon  that  day ;  and  secondly,  because,  somehow  or  other,  it  did  not 
seem  quite  so  easy  a  thing  to  talk  about  noWy  as  it  had  done  while  he 
was  ou  the  coach  arguing  the  case  with  the  Aunts  of  his  mind's  eye. 
The  same  aunts,  in  real  bodily  presence,  somehow  or  other  appeared 
alarmingly  different ;  there  was  something  formidable  in  the  arch  of 
their  eyebrow  s,  which  had  escaped  his  attention  during  the  argument 
he  had  held  with  them  in  his  fancy,  and  in  w  hich  of  course  they  were 
most  signally  defeated — something  which  set  Tom  tliinkiug  that  it 
was  just  possible  they  might  not  answer  exactly  as  he  had  an.swered 
for  them,  and  so  put  him  out  a  little.  The  very  spirited  and  uncon- 
trollable style  in  which  they  had  carried  their  successful  nursing 
manoeuvres,  despite  his  most  strenuous  and  determined  opposition, 
also  unnerved  him ;  and  he  felt  rather  chilly  and  anxious,  and,  for 
the  first  time  in  his  life,  more  than  half  afraid  of  his  dear  aunts  ;  and 
thought  to  himself,  *'  how  very  odd  it  was  that  the  consciousness 
attendant  upon  these  little  love  secrets — though  not  a  guilty  con- 
sciousness cither — should  make  such  cowards  of  us  all." 

Breakfast-time  arrived,  and  Tom  ate  in  silence,  after  ha\ing  fully 
satisfied  his  kind-hearted  nurses  that  he  had  caught  no  cold,  and  then 
prepared  to  accompany  them  to  church  with  a  gravity  and  decorum 
which  quite  won  the  three  ladies'  good  graces,  and  immediately  con- 
vinced them  that  Tom  had  at  last  done  w  ith  his  wild  oats,  and  was 
becoming  a  serious,  good,  and  very  prudent  young  fellow ;  and  so  the 
aunts  attired  themselves  in  their  usual  plain  straw  bonnets,  with  the 
white  veils,  the  dove-coloured  silk  dresses,  and  the  white  shawls,  and, 
escorted  by  Tom,  sallied  forth  to  church — a  little  quaint  old-fashioned 
building,  in  quite  an  out-of-the-way  nook  among  the  tall  trees,  just  at 
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the  end  of  the  village.  Here  np;fiiii  .1  little  i)eculiarity  of  the  f^ood  ladies 
hecame  manifest  ;  not  the  slightest  notiee  was  taken  of  them  l)y  the 
variouH  Sunday  groups  of  villagers  which  were  collected  at  the  many 
cottage-doors  preparatoiy  to  going  to  church;  not  a  how,  or  a  scrape  or 
a  curtesy,  proclaimed  to  the  visiter  who  might  happen  to  he  sojourn- 
ing at  the  Hall,  that  its  amiahle  owners  were  the  ladies  in  ascen- 
dant, and  that  from  them  flowed  the  charital)le  stream  of  the  place. 
This  coldness  an<l  inattention  upon  the  j)arts  of  their  poor  neighhours 
mit;ht  have  seemed  strange  to  those  \niac(iuaintcd  with  the  tem- 
jxrament  of  the  three  Misses  Uaccpiet,  who  were  of  that  class — which 
<Iocs  good  silently  and  hy  stealth,  and  for  the  sake  of  doing  good,  and 
not  for  the  sake  of  having  it  looked  at  and  commented  upon  hy  the 
world — nay,  not  even  hy  the  worhl  of  a  little  village.  They  detested 
all  the  howing  and  scraping,  and  pulling  of  forelocks,  and  curtesying, 
which  usually  attends  the  steps  of  the  rich  squire  or  charitahle  lady  of 
a  place;  and  had  l)eggcd  it  oftheir  hundjle  ncighhours,  as  a  favour,  to 
allow  them  to  })ass  ann)ng  them  with  no  more  notice  than  they  wouhl 
ill  all  common  courtesy  oiler  to  each  other.  They  could  not,  however, 
entirely  control  their  village  popularity;  some  little  maiden,  upon 
whom  they  would  unexi)ectedly  come  in  their  Malks,  would,  all  of  a 
sudden,  and  as  if  she  could  not  help  it,  drop  a  hurried  curtesy;  and 
old  Will  (Jardener's  hand  would  always  find  its  way  to  his  hat  hefore 
lu' could  recollect  himself;  while  the  young  fellows,  forhidden  to  how, 
would  grill  knowingly,  hang  their  heads  sheepishly,  and  steal  a  pleasant 
look  at  the  i)ale  faces  of  the  wanderers  as  they  passed,  and  take  a 
tighter  grip  of  their  stout  ash-sticks,  as  if  they  woidd  like  to  be  laying 
them  lustily  about  the  heails  and  ears  of  anybody  and  everybody  who 
might  work  their  favourites  any  harm  ;  in  short,  the  three  Misses 
IJacquet  were  the  idols  of  C*oddletlior]ip  village — and  very  de«:ervedh' 
they  were  so  too. 

How  brilliantly  and  joyfully  doth  the  sun  break  forth  upon  a  country 
Sunday  morning!  tinging  the  tall  old  trj'cs  with  his  golden  beams, 
and  making  them  greener  and  freslnr  than  ever.  Never  does  week- 
day sun  shine  half  so  serenely.  The  breeze  which  comes  sweeping 
over  the  corn-fields  seems  more  gentle  and  scent-laden  as  it  bends 
the  tall  grass,  and  whistles  away  in  the  distance.  The  birds,  whose 
song  of  yestenlay  was  shrill  and  noisy,  seem  filled  with  the  spirit  of 
the  liny,  and  become  more  subdued  in  their  merry  strains.  The  bee, 
whiih  has  been  buzzing  round  you  all  along  by  the  old  sunny  wall, 
and  has  only  left  when  you  arrived  at  the  little  swing-gate  leadinc:  to 
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tho  clinnli-ynrd,  lins  «nnf,'  n  more  joyful  nnd  n.  mcllowor  note  ;  And 
the  mmiljcrlcHH  snmll  wild  tloworh  wljicli  adorn  the  hcd^e-rowH  mi  iii 
to  Imvc  wailed  lor  IIiih  day  to  biirnt  their  tender  BheathH,  and  lift 
tluir  l)eautiful  heads  to  heaven.  The  continuoun  ringing  of  the  two 
liells  from  tlic  little  chiircli-tower,  sending  their  holy  KummonK  far  and 
wide  over  (he  eoiintry — tho  slow  and  steady  step  of  the  lahoiirer,  m  he 
saunters  np  the  road  with  his  hnnds  in  his  poekets,  and  a  smile  on 
his  faee,  for  he  is  not  in  a  hurry  to  day — the  gaily  painte<l  eart  v^hieh 
rests  fpiietly  beneath  tlie  old  shed,  with  the  loose  straw  all  swept 
into  a  eorncr ; — nay,  even  the  old  flint  and  whitewashed  walls,  and 
half-dceayed  and  moss-grown  park-palings,  seem  to  feel  the  influenee 
of  the  time,  and  tell  sweetly  and  silently  of  the  hallowed  day  of  rest. 
The  same  calm  and  holy  rpiiet  which  sheds  its  serene  influence  upon 
outward  objects  penetrates  the  old  church,  and  gives  to  its  bare 
walls  and  poor  furniture  that  appearance  of  cheerful  sanctity  which 
may  he  often  looked  for  in  vain  among  the  costly  fittings  of  more 
fashionable  places,  where  the  trimly-lined  pew  and  well-cushioned 
seat  announce  the  opulence  of  the  parish,  and  almost  seem  to  inti- 
mate that  the  worthy  parishioners,  rustling  in  silks  and  satins,  and 
redolent  of  perfume,  would  even  decline  the  path  to  heaven  unless  it 
were  made  comfortable,  and  sufficiently  select  for  people  of  condition, 
and  kept  uncontaminated  by  the  low  and  the  vulgar.  All  the  fittings 
of  the  little  church  at  Coddletliorpe  were  alike  of  common  unpainted 
deal;  and  many  have  been  the  times  that  old  Will  Gardener,  or  his  son, 
or  old  Dolly  Stubbs,  have  sat  in  the  same  pew,  and  side  by  side,  with 
the  rich  ladies  of  the  Hall,  and  read  from  the  same  book,  when  their 
accustomed  places  had  been  previously  occupied,  or  the  little  church 
more  than  ordinarily  full. 

The  Sunday  passed  quietly  and  serenely  with  the  three  old  ladies, 
and  their  somewhat  volatile  nephew ;  and  when  evening  threw  her 
warm  and  sunny  light  over  the  lawn  and  in  at  the  painted  windows  of 
the  drawing-room,  and  they  had  all  four  sat  gazing  upon  the  land- 
scape for  some  time  in  silence,  the  aunts  made  up  their  minds  entirely 
that  their  darling  Tom  was  very  much  improved,  and  decidedly  a 
great  deal  more  seriously  disposed  than  ever  they  had  seen  him 
before  ;  while  Tom,  for  his  part,  was  again  arguing  w4th  the  aunts  of 
his  mental  fancy,  and  lapng  down  all  sorts  of  plans  for  introducing 
the  ohjcct  of  his  visit  in  a  fit  and  becoming  manner  on  the  following 
morning — for  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  break  the  subject  to  them 
during  the  hour  of  breakfast.     On  the  Monday  morning,  however,  the 
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nonror  the  l)rcakfa.^t-hour  approaclied,  tlio  more  Tom  fill  inclined  to 
defer  lii.s  intention  nntil  the  lionr  of  dinner  ;  and  when  it  did  at  last 
arrive,  Tom  almost  wished  it  away  altogether,  there  were  so  many 
little  ridicnlous  interrnptions — nothing  in  themselves,  certainly — 
hnt  it  is  astonishing  what  a  little  will  do  sometimes  in  npsetting  a 
man's  determination,  especially  in  eases  where  he  does  not  feel  fully 
confident  of  a  favonrahle  reception  for  the  eominnnication  he  wishes 
to  make.  The  nervons  degree  of  excitement  with  which  he  watches 
every  little  incident,  and  catches  at  every  little  word,  and  fancies  tli.it 
tiiey  all  more  or  less  hear  njjDn  the  secret  snhject  of  his  thoughts, 
renders  him  uncommonly  fidgetty  in  his  behaviour,  and  discursive  in 
his  conversation  on  these  occasions — laughing  twice  as  much  as  any 
iiody  else,  at  a  joke — moving  about  a  great  deal  nmrc  rapidly  than 
there  is  any  occasion  for,  and  being  so  overweeningly  polite  and  at- 
tentive to  the  person  or  persons  to  whom  the  mighty  matter  is  to  be 
addressed,  that  they  more  than  half  guess  the  poor  fellow  is  out  of 
his  wits,  and  stare  at  him  vei*y  fearfully  in  conse(picnce,  which  last 
operation  docs  not  by  any  means  add  to  his  ))resence  of  mind  or  bodily 
comfort. 

First  of  all,  and  just  as  Tom  had  comfortably  arranged  how  he 
should  commence  his  interesting  business,  and  had  contrived  to  mar- 
shal the  reluctant  first  sentence  into  battle  array,  did  Aunt  Emily  put 
the  whole  battalion  of  thought  to  flight,  by  suddenly  insisting  upon 
his   moving    "out  of  the  way  of  the  crack   of  the  door,"   and   then 
treating  him  to  a  somewhat  elongated  dissertation  upon  rheumatism 
and  catarrh — the  certain  consequences  of  his  exposing  himself  in  so 
dangerous  a  position.     In   a   little  while,   however,  Tom   rallied   his 
forces,  and  made  up  his  courage  to  the  attack,  and  was  again  defeated 
and  totally  put  to  the  ront,   by  Aunt  liUcy  unfortunately  discovering 
that  he  was  sitting  immediately  in  the  draft   from  the  window.     The 
consequent  movement  of  his  chair,  of  course  rendered  another  arrange- 
ment of  his  ideas  necessary,  before  he  considered  it  advisable  to  open 
the  ball;  and  then  the  "confounded  tea-kettle,"  as  Tom  very  irreve- 
rently called  it,   took  it  into  its  head  to  boil   over,  and  cost  him  a 
scalding  in  the  removing,  and  a  scolding  when  he  had  done — tlie  said 
tea-kettle  being   the  most    esjiccial  "little  brass  tea-kettle;"   and  Tom 
had   inadvertently  popt   its  polislied  sides  down   all   amid  the  smoke, 
attending  more  to  his  own  burnt   fingers   than  to  tlie  welfare  of  the 
little  household  pet  ;  and   then  Tom  gave  the  kitten  a  piece  of  bread 
and  butter,  who,  of  course,  ate  it  buttercd-side  downwards  upon  the 
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carpel,  and  ljroii;;lii  liim  info  din^raco  n^ain.  In  nhort,  C'ndW'MR 
Hocrncd  tin*  ntrin;^  ofpclty  nuHfortmu'M  under  wliicli  he  wa.H  doomed  to 
snUcr  (hiring  tliut  eventful  hreakfuMt.  At  laxt,  Tom  jp"fw  outra^eouH 
and  (lojxialc,  and  vowed  to  liiniHelf,  tliat,  roiite  (jni  coiitf,  the  murder 
should  out  ;  and  ho  out  he  tuuihh'd  it,  hut  in  a  very  difFerent  Htvh* 
indcecl  lo  wliat  lie  had  |)ietured  to  himself.  None  of  the  line  Hp<eelieK 
he  jiad  })repared  for  the  oceasion — none  of  the  ali-hut-unanswerahJe 
reasons  wliicdi  were  to  annihilate  the  argumentH  he  felt  convineed  hiM 
Aunts  would  advance — nothing  took  place  a«  lie  had  |)lanned  it,  and 
everything  was  very  provoking  and  disagreeahle. 

Tom  soon  hrought  his  true  love-tale  to  a  clone,  for  the  >-eriou» 
countenances  of  his  listeners  alarmed  him  ;  hringing  in  as  many  of 
the  fine  sayings  he  had  prepared  for  the  occasion  as  he  could  recover 
from  tlie  confusion,  l)ut  all  to  little  purpose.  Aunt  Emily  put  down 
her  half-raised  cup  without  tasting  its  contents,  perfectly  petrified  at 
the  communication,  and  looked  at  him  over  her  gohl  spectacles  ;  Aunt 
Lucy  stayed  her  hand  in  the  middle  of  huttering  her  toast,  and 
looked  at  liim  likewise  ;  Aunt  Cecily  sighed,  and  forgot  the  urn,  and 
so  flooded  the  tea-pot,  and  looked  at  him  also  :  and  a  sudden  and  an 
awful  calm  settled  upon  the  hrcakfast  tahle. 

When  the  three  ladies  had  finished  looking  at  Tom,  they  commenced 
looking  at  each  other;  and  "svlien  they  were  satisfied  with  that,  took 
to  looking  at  Tom  again — hut  words  spake  they  none. 

Now  it  is  a  very  awkward  and  unpleasant  thing,  when  a  man  expects 
to  be  argued  with,  and  has  been  at  some  pains  to  con  over  all  the 
positions  likely  to  occur  during  the  encounter,  and  has  got  all  his 
reasons  and  fine  phrases  into  excellent  order — we  say,  it  is  a  yerj' 
awkward  and  uncomfortable  thing  to  be  met  with  nothing  but  silence, 
and  so  felt  Tom.  He  had  never  taken  into  consideration  the  likeli- 
hood of  having  all  his  arguments  demolished  after  this  fasliion ;  and 
began,  like  a  prudent  general  when  anticipating  a  defeat,  to  bring 
up  what  he  considered  his  reserve  ;  so  after  having  endured  the 
oppressive  stillness  for  some  few  minutes,  Tom  ticked  ofl^  a  long  cata- 
logue of  Caroline's  manifold  virtues  and  accomplishments,  and  wound 
the  whole  handsomely  up  with  a  statement  of  the  immutability  of  his 
own  affections,  and  the  impossibility  of  his  being  able  to  exist  without 
her, — and  waited  for  the  effect. 

But  there  was  no  effect.  The  pumng  of  the  kitten,  and  the  ticking 
of  his  own  watch,  were  the  only  sounds  which  fell  upon  poor  Tom's 
anxious  ear,  so  intense  was  the  silence  which  reigned  around. 
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CHAPTKR  V. 

THE    AUNTS*    DFXISION. TOM*S    RETURN    TO    JKUMYN    STRF.ET,    AND 

AN    ACCIDENT    AT    MUGGINS*    (;A1'. 

TiiF  suspcnso  at  tho  breakfn.st-tal)lo  was  of  some  duration  :  matters 
grow  serious,  and  Tom  grew  nervous,  and  Muslied  with  disappoint- 
ment to  his  very  linger  ends.  The  liot  water,  liowever, — whieh  had 
cseaped  from  tlie  urn,  and  whieh,  after  overflowing  the  tea-pot,  had 
heen  for  some  litth^  time  rpiietly  triekling  into  Aunt  Cecily's  lap, — 
brought  matters  to  a  crisis,  hy  gradually  penetrating  that  lady's  dress, 
and  recalling  her  to  the  use  of  her  tongue.  "  Tom,"  said  Aunt  Cecily 
severely,  *'  I  do  not  know  what  to  think  of  you  ;  you  are  always  doing 
something  dreadful." 

This  little  speech  was  the  spark  which  fired  the  mine.  The  Aunts, 
recalled  to  themselves  hy  the  sound  of  a  female  voice,  all  at  once  and 
together  recovered  from  the  silent  surprise  into  which  Tom's  announce- 
ment had  thrown  them,  and  instantly  plunged  into  a  most  lively  and 
animated  fit  of  talking:  their  eyes,  no  longer  directed  towards  each 
other,  were  all  intensely  centred  in  one  focus,  and  that  focus  was 
their  luckless  Nephew.  The  business  of  the  table  was  renewed  with  a 
tenfold  vigour.  Aunt  Emily  buttered  away  at  her  toast  very  fiercely, 
and  talked  incessantly;  while  Aunt  Ijiicy's  cup  was  in  an  endless  state 
of  ups  and  downs, — 

"  Like  koys  of  Hroathvootls'  in  a  lonp  concerto," — 

as  she  alternately  sipped  its  contents,  and  snatched  it  from  her  lips  in 
order  to  get  in  a  word  or  two  upon  the  topic  in  question.  Aunt 
Cecily, between  rid)l)ingherdress  and  rattling  the  breakfast  things,  woke 
the  Canary,  who,  lending  his  shrill  pipe  to  the  general  voice,  added 
greatly  to  the  confusion.  Poor  Tom  was  as  much  beaten  by  the  pre- 
sent hid)bub  as  he  was  by  the  previoiis  silence;  there  was  no  answering 
one  position  before  half  a  dozen  new  ones  were  poured  upon  him  with 
the  rapidity  of  lightning,  all  tending  to  the  same  melancholy  con- 
clusion— that  his  marriage  was  preposterous,  ami  not  to  be  tliouirht 
of  for  an  instant,  and  must  not  be. 

"  You  are  oidy  one-and-twenty,  Thomas!"  saiil  Aunt  Lucy  as  suon 
as  this  smlden  storm  had  in  some  measure  abated  ;   "  and,  besides " 

**  No  one  should  marry  until  after  thirty,  at  any  rate,"  broke  in 
Aunt  Cecily. 

"  You  must  give  up  all  thoughts  of  any  such  mad  scheme,  Thoma.'s," 
said  Aunt  Kmily  ;   "  we  cannot  entertain  the  idea  for  a  moment  ;  and 
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do  most  Ktrictly,  nml  once  for  all,  foiliid  nny  fnrtlicr  mention  of  the 
Hiil)jcct ;  at  any  rate,  until  you  arc  four-ainl-twciity,  wlic-n  your  poor 
faliicr'H  property  \mII  oI"  coiirsr  l)ccomr  your«;  tliat  in, — and  you  will 
rciiicinlx  r  lliat  I  am  liirlil  in  my  Ktatcuicnt, — uuIphu  you  innrry  without 
our  coiiHcnt  hc'lore  that  time,  in  wliich  cai<c  tlic  property  ik  forfeited 
to  US,  merely  leaving  yon  a  Innuh-ed  and  fifty  pf)nndH  a  year,  nhouiJ 
you  ])lay  Hueli  a  foolish  j)rauk,  as  uniting  yourHclf  to  .^neh  a  friddy 
yonn«;  thing  aH  a  girl  of  nineteen  must  neeesKarily  be." 

Tom's  courage  had  hy  this  time  a  little  revived,  and  he  attempted 
to  open  the  phadingn  again,  but  his  Aunts  were  inexorable;  all  Tom'* 
endeavours  were  tlirown  away,  and  his  unanswerable  arguments  finally 
and  for  ever  extinguished  by  a  strict  injunction,  under  all  sorts  of 
tremendous  penalties,  never  to  renew  the  subject. 

As  Tom's  speeches  waxed  shorter,  did  his  face  wax  longer;  until, 
at  the  close  of  the  sitting,  any  diminution  of  the  one  or  elongation  of 
the  other  became  an  impossibility. 

The  rest  of  the  morning  wore  on  heavily  enough,  but  little  was  said 
by  either  party;  and  Tom  was  heartily  glad  when  the  up-coaeh  gave 
him  the  opportunity  of  leaving  Coddlethorpe,  and  again  joining  in  the 
busy  throng  of  London.  He  felt,  as  he  expressed  himself  some  little 
time  afterwards,  as  queer  as  a  celebrated  hat-band  known  to  the 
classical  student  as  'Dick's:'  the  said  hat-band  having  been,  from 
time  immemorial,  the  type  and  symbol  of  every  thing  from  which 
the  original  splendour  hath  for  ever  departed. 

Mr.  Barnes,  too,  had  not  been  able  to  recover  the  cloak.  The  old 
woman  to  whom  Tom  had  so  kindly  lent  it  on  his  journey  down  had 
forgotten  to  return  it,  and  had  taken  the  opportunity,  while  'Sir. 
Barnes'  back  was  turned  during  the  bustle  of  the  arrival  at  Bedford,  to 
decamp  with  the  same,  leaving  Tom  the  consciousness  of  having  done 
a  good-natured  action,  as  his  only  reward  and  consolation  :  a  reward 
and  consolation,  we  scarcely  need  say,  Tom  did  not  think  by  any 
means  adequate  to  the  extent  of  the  favour  he  had  conferred. 

Tom  smoked  fourteen  cigars,  and  imbibed  two  glasses  of  brandy 
and  water  and  one  of  ale,  between  Coddlethorpe  and  London,  from 
which  it  may  very  safely  be  inferred  that  he  was  a  little  out  of  spirits, 
and,  also,  that  he  had,  in  some  measure,  forgotten  his  last  new  batch 
of  good  resolutions,  more  especially  those  immediately  referring  to 
the  exciseable  articles  in  question.  Tom  certainly  7vas  out  of  spirits, 
in  short,  quite  Mn  the  dumps.'  He  scarcely  said  a  word  to  Mr. 
Barnes,  after  handing  him  a  cigar,  and  calling  him  a  fool  for  losing 
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tlio  clouk  ;  never  oneo  tliou'^ht  of  l)()ir(i\vin<>  the  guaid's  l>u^le  to 
astonish  the  natives  witlial ;  never  even  Hniiled  at  Mr.  JJarnes'  re|K'atiil 
enquiries  ol'  the  countrymen  he  met — Nvluther  tliey  hjul  not  seen  a 
httle  hrass  do'^  witli  a  l)r()wn  etjlhir  ;  forgot  to  take  a  peep  at  the  in- 
si»U's,  although  a  very  })retty  girl  was  of  the  numher  ;  l)Ut  sat  upon 
tlie  hox  tlie  whole  time,  silent  and  moody,  gazing  down  npon  the 
wheel  as  it  trundled  merrily  round  heneath  him.  He  varied  the  seene 
a  little,  however,  at  the  changing  of  the  horses,  hy  storming  at  the 
people  of  the  inn  if  they  did  not  hring  him  his  hrandy  and  water  with 
all  due  celerity,  and  otherwise  so  comported  himself,  that  hoth  Mr. 
l^arnes  and  the  guard  agreed  that  **  the  old  ladies  must  ha'  hecn  down 
lipon  his  tihhy  nneommon  hard  this  time,  and  no  mistake." 

At  the  *  Magpie,'  the  last  stage  but  one,  four  beautiful  and  high- 
spirited  bays  were  put  to  the  coach.  Tom,  being  a  judge  of  horseflesh, 
or  fancying  himself  so,  awoke  a  little  from  his  melancholy,  and 
watched  them  with  some  delight  as  they  all  four  stood  pawing  the 
ground,  and  rattling  their  brilliant  harness  in  impatience  to  be  oil". 
Mr.  IJarnes  and  the  guard  were  in  the  bar  of  the  inn  inspecting  a 
splendid  new  four-in-hand  whip,  mounted  with  silver,  a  present  from 
young  Lord  Dashwood  to  the  said  Mr.  Barnes,  and  which  had  only 
just  arrived.  The  horse-keeper  stood  at  the  heads  of  the  leaders, 
soothing  them  with  his  rough  tones,  and  allectionatcly  stroking  their 
noses,  while  '  Jioots  '  held  the  reins,  and  endeavoured  to  restrain  the 
impetuosity  of  the  wheelers  by  coaxing  them  and  patting  their  finely 
arching  necks,  when  suildenly  there  broke  upon  the  ear  a  terrific 
yelping  and  barking,  and  other  signs  of  canine  distress,  intermingled 
with  the  usual  oaths  and  exeerationswithwhieh  occasionally  man  asserts 
his  supremacy  over  the  brute  creation.  The  next  minute,  there  came 
in  sight  a  small  dog  harnessed  to  a  lumbering  cart,  filled  with  brushes 
and  tin-ware, — (for,  however  strictly  dog-carts  may  be  forbidden  in 
Loudon,  they  still  occasionally  make  their  ap])earanee  in  the  country,) 
— the  animal  was  bring  submitted  to  a  slight  castigation  by  means  of  a 
thick  stick  wielded  by  the  brawny  arm  of  some  ini))erfectly  constituted 
specimen  of  {\\v  r/rnKs  homo,  who  was  sitting  upon  the  front  of  fhc 
Tehicle,  with  his  legs  dangling  on  either  side. 

As  the  panting  animal  and  its  afl'ectionate  master  turned  the  corner 
of  the  rond,  which  brought  them  within  view  of  the  coach,  the  gen- 
tleman was  \inseated  and  rolled  into  the  ditch  by  the  road->idi',  while 
the  dog  llew  ^^ith  additional  sjxed  to  the  first  shelter  which  presented 
itself,   and  which,   unfortunately  for   Mr.  Thomas  Racfpu^t   and   his 
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l'i'll()\v-|)»-^><  utters,  Hicimil  to  !.<•  tlic  roftcli  upon  uhich  they  wpr< 
»itlin«^.  Tin  liorHc-kcopcr,  Rcpin^  tlic  dr*^  nmkc  diroctly  for  the  roach, 
slioiittd  aihl  tiiiii((l  liiiii  ns'uh'  ;  l)»it  tlie  evil  wftM  Heareely  (hlaye<l;  th'- 
iic\t  luoiiiciit  |)(Mir  '  (lo;_'-L'i(','  Nvitli  tlie  (h)Oiiie<l  cart  at  hiM  hetU, 
rushed  madly  hctwccii  the  liorscH,  (linpui;  his  eunihrouK  a'ljtiuet 
ft'^iiiiiKt  tlic  h'U's  of  all  four,  and  scatterint'  tlie  eoiitentM  iu  everv  direc- 
tioii.  The  hi<:;li-spirited  aiiiiiialM,  not  reliHliing  this  treatment,  imme- 
diately reKcntfd  it  hy  rearing  and  kiekiuf^  most  furiously;  the  cart 
was  dcinoliwhed  in  an  instant,  uliccls  and  splinterK  flying  into  all 
parts  of  the  road,  Mhile  the  unl»apj)y  cause  of  the  mischief  lay  nprawl- 
ino-  and  vnoaninc:  under  the  eoaeh,  from  which  his  master  drafrL'cd 
hini  hy  the  leg  just  in  time  to  receive  one  last  lick  of  the  hand  hefore 
he  died. 

The  horses  plunged  and  reared  fearfully.  Tlie  liorse-keeper  an«l 
Boots  shouted  to  the  coachman,  and  endeavoured  to  pacify  them;  and 
Mr.  Barnes  and  the  guard  just  answered  the  call  in  time  to  see  the 
horse-keeper  thrown  violently  down,  and  Boots  dragged  off,  holding 
manfully  on  hy  the  reins — another  minute,  and  Boots  was  pulled  down 
upon  his  face,  and  the  four  frightened  horses  were  flying  madly  away. 
They  turned  the  corner  with  a  terrific  swing,  nearly  throwing  Tom  off 
the  hox  Avith  the  suddenness  of  the  lurch,  and  in  two  more  minutes 
had  placed  a  good  mile  hetween  themselves  and  all  pursuit.  The  pas- 
sengers held  their  breaths  and  their  hats,  and  clung  to  each  other  as 
the  rapidly  whirled  vehicle  rolled  from  side  to  side;  ever  and  anon 
passing  within  a  foot  of  a  large  pile  of  stones  or  a  deep  ditch,  and 
miraculously  escaping  both  :  onward  tore  the  horses,  making  the  pole 
spring  again  with  their  impetuous  jerks,  until  they  met  the  '  down 
coach,'  the  driver  of  which  cautiously  gave  them  a  wide  berth  by 
draw  ing  his  own  cattle  almost  into  the  hedge,  and  holding  them  firmly 
iu  hand,  while  all  the  outside  passengers  stood  up  to  see  them  pass. 

"  The  reins !"  shouted  the  coachman,  the  instant  Tom  and  his 
affrighted  fellow-travellers  came  alongside  of  him.  Tom  chd  not  hear 
the  voice  among  the  clashing  of  the  gravel,  the  clanking  of  the  splin- 
ter-bars and  harness ;  but  following  with  his  eye  the  directing  finger 
of  the  coachman,  he  saw  the  reins  dragging  along  the  road. 

"  If  I  had  a  stick,  I  might  recover  them,  and  stop  the  horses,"  said 
Tom,  turning  round  to  one  of  his  white-faced  fellow-travellers. 

''  Here — here — here's  a  stick!"  said  two  or  three  half-suppressed 
voices  ;  and  several  sticks,  with  hooked  handles,  were  hastily  handed 
to  Tom,  who  deUberately  joined  two  together  by  means  of  his  hand- 
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kerchief,  and  llicii  laid  hiinselt'  duwii  Hat  along  the  l\)ot-boanl, 
cliiij^inj;  >vith  one  hand  a8  he  best  coidd,  and  eonnnenccd  li.><hinj;  for 
the  reins,  every  sndden  ami  ^iolent  swinj^  threateniiii;  to  throw  him 
bodily  into  the  road. 

"  Mind  the  child  1  mind  the  child!"  shouted  half-a-dozen  voices, 
as  a  little  totterin;:;  'wee  thinj^'  ran  playfully  out  of  a  cottage,  fol- 
lowed rapidly  l)y  its  motlnr.  'J"om  turned  his  heail  as  he  lay,  and 
aw  the  little  innocent  lift  its  tiny  arms  in  affright,  ami  the  next 
instant  beheld  it  propelleil  forwaid  a  \anl  or  1  nn  o  by  a  blow  from  one 
of  the  horses.  Tom's  luail  sickened  at  the  sight,  ami  he  turned  his 
face  and  looked  down  at  the  wheel  over  which  he  \Nas  hanging;  he 
had  scarcely  done  so,  ere  the  coach  gave  a  slight  but  sudden  lift,  and 
a  pale  small  face  glanced  rapidly  under  him,  the  wheel  crushing  it 
bideously  as  it  [)a<si'd  ;  IJie  next  instant,  the  prostrate  body  of  the 
mother  followed:  one  short  shrill  piercing  scream,  and  all  was  over; 
and  the  maddened  horses  were  tearing  onward  as  rapidly  as  ever. 

Tom  was  roused  from  the  momentary  stupor  into  which  this  sad 
>ight  had  thrown  him  by  the  voice  of  a  traveller  behind,  urging  him 
for  God's  sake  to  emlcavour  to  get  hold  of  the  reins.  Tom  again 
essayed,  ami  after  a  minute's  careful  tishing  recovered  them  om'  by 
one,  and  then  regained  his  position  upon  the  box,  and  tried  eiilu  r  to 
control  or  ])ull  up  the  horses. 

"  We  shall  be  over  now  I"  said  an  old  gentleman,  clinging  with  a 
nervous  tenacity  to  the  iron  haudhs  by  his  side,  as  the  coach  I'om- 
menced  a  series  of  swings  and  lurches  from  sitU'  to  >ide,  occasioned 
l)ossibly  by  Tom's  pulling  the  horses  out  of  a  straight  line,  each  swing 
umre  sweeping  than  the  former,  as  if  it  were  gathering  strength  for 
one  timd  and  tremendous  etlort. 

"  Tidl  them  up  hard,  sirl — I'ull  with  all  your  might!  "  said  the  (dd 
gentleman;  while  the  other  passengers  clung  to  each  other  in  dismay; 
and  one  jumped  down,  and  was  kilUd  on  the  N^iwt,  ju>t  as  tiie  coach 
had  again  recovered  its  balance. 

Tom  redoubled  his  efforts,  and,  with  one  siiarp  and  desperate  tug 
broke  the  short  reins  olf  by  the  buckles,  and  very  nearly  fell  back- 
wards into  the  road. 

**  It's  all  over  now,  h(»wiNer,"  said  Tom,  ciisting  the  remaining 
reins  from  him.  *'  We  must  take  our  chance — they  cannot  keep  on 
much  longer  at  this  pace  ;"  and  Tom  Hung  the  apron  from  the  box, 
and  matle  all  clear  for  a  fail. 

*'  This  will  do   the   business,   il"  anythmg  dtu-s  '    tuntmucil  Tom, 
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a(l(lr('hsin«r  Inn  palf  aiul  trcmlilin;^  rrllow-lravtllrrH,  a*  tlicy  a«cfinl«<! 
ugciillf  rise  in  (lie  Ktad.  "  'I'liere'H  a  (Mir«i-d  ugly  hill  (jh  tin-  (jtln  i 
side,  witli  a  \(ry  hliar|)  tiiiii  ;il  llic  h()tt«jfn." 

'roin's  knowledge  of  (lie  road  had  not  dfcrivcd  him.  Then-  ira*  a 
very  ugly  hill  after  gaining  the  top  of  the  rlMC,  and  a  very  dangerouhly 
nharj)  turn  at  the  bottotn  ;  with  the  road  r<jnMtrutled,  ism  roadw  Uftually 
arc  at  the  bottoms  of  hills,  with  sharp  turns,  inclining  in  Huch  a  direc- 
tion as  to  aid  rallicr  tiiP.n  correct  any  dangerous  inclination  giveu  to  a 
rapidly  descending  vehicle. 

•'  Hold  on  to  your  seats,  and  fall  with  the  coach!"  nhoutcd  Tom, 
as  the  ditHcult  spot  presented  itself.  Round  swung  the  coach,  run- 
ning upon  its  two  side-wheels  for  some  yards,  while  tlic  horses,  re- 
freshed l)y  the  temporary  relief  of  the  descent,  dashed  on  more  madly 
than  ever.  Once  again,  all  four  wheels  touched  the  ground,  but  only 
for  an  instant  ;  a  sudden  lurch  to  the  off-side,  which  loosened  all  the 
luggage  on  the  roof,  and  flung  some  of  the  uppermost  into  the  road, 
immediately  followed  ;  and  then  another  prolonged  series  of  swings 
commenced,  heavy,  violent,  and  sickening,  until,  at  last,  with  one 
tremendous  heave,  the  vehicle  balanced  itself  for  an  instant  upon  the 
two  near-wheels,  and  then  fell  crashing  upon  its  side,  bun-ing  under 
it  a  passenger,  who,  forgetful  of  Tom's  caution,  had  jumped  from  his 
seat  as  it  fell. 

For  five  long  minutes  all  was  as  silent  as  the  grave  on  that  seques- 
tered part  of  the  road.  The  sun  shone  merrily  over  the  w  reck,  and 
on  the  lifeless  forms  which  lay  scattered  about  it.  The  birds  withheld 
their  little  songs  for  awhile,  half  scared  by  the  sudden  crash,  and 
waited  until  reassured  of  safety,  when  their  cheerful  twitter  was  again 
heard  from  the  waving  trees;  and  they  hopped  into  the  road,  and 
through  the  hedcies,  as  if  death  and  dau2;er  had  not  been  busv  around 
them. 

Tom  was  the  first  to  recover  from  the  shock,  and  started  to  his 
feet,  disturbing  half  a  dozen  little  flatterers  who  had  just  settled  near 
him.  The  coach  lay  upon  its  side  some  distance  in  advance,  having 
been  drawn  on  by  the  horses  before  the  traces  gave  way — one  of  the 
hinder  wheels  still  sluggishly  turning  in  the  air.  The  horses  were 
gone;  human  beings  and  boxes  were  scattered  in  confusion  around 
iiim,  and  a  faint  moaning  reached  his  ear,  seemingly  from  under  the 
coach.  Tom  turned  to  offer  his  aid,  but  the  effort  was  too  much;  his 
heart  ceased  beating — suiTounding  objects  became  of  a  dull  and  leaden 
colour  to  his  eyes — a  feeling  of  faintuess  came  upon  him,  and  he 
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reded  ami  IVIl  heavily  to  tin-  <j;rouiul,  stiimud  and  inotioiiktss.  In  a 
little  while,  however,  Mr.  IJarnes  and  the  j^uard  eaine  ii[),  their  liorses 
at  full  gnlloi),  and  were  jjii'siiitl y  followed  Ity  a  li^ht  cart  and  a  post 
chaise,  despatched  iVoni  the  '  Ma-rpie,'  as  80011  after  the  disai)i)caraiice 
of  the  coaeh  as  hiiinan  hands  eonld  get  them  ready;  hoth  Mr.  Barnes 
ftnd  (hei::nard  ha\inj;  \ery  positively  a.««si'rte(l  that  "Mug<;iiis' (Jai)would 
hesureto  hrinp;  them  up  ifthey  kept  on  at  that  pace" — meaning  therehy, 
of  course,  that  Muggins'  (laj)  would  he  sure  to  throw  tlieiu  down. 
Muggins'  Gap  was  that  part  «il'  the  road  where  the  '  lietaliator'  oppo- 
sition coaeh,  driven  hy  one  Mr.  John  Muggins,  wius  overturned  some 
ten  days  hel'ore,  and  which,  hy  falling  into  and  crushing  the  he«lgc,  had 
not  oidy  christened  the  spot,  hut  had  also  immortalized  Mr.  Muggins, 
l>y  handing  Ids  name  down  to  posterity.  The  hreak  made  in  the  hedge, 
therefore,  in  the  present  instance,  would  of  course  have  heen  called 
after  Mr.  Barnes,  although  that  gentleman  was  not  on  duty  at  the 
time,  had  he  not  pleaded  very  hard  that  the  suhjcct  might  h<'  for- 
gotten, jis  he  was  not  hy  any  means  so  andjitious  as  Mr.  Muggins. 
Tlu're  were  some  few,  however,  who  always  rememhered  it,  and  among 
them  the  driver  of  the  '  lietaliator,'  vho  never  passed  the  spot  without 
shaking  Ids  head,  and  pointing  out  to  the  passengers  "Joe  liarncs' 
dap,"  and  telling  the  whole  story  of  the  runaway  of  the  '  lU'gulator.' 

The  'Dreadful  Coach  Accident '  of  course  appeared  in  the  ])aperK 
next  day.  Child  run  over,  and  killed  on  the  spot  I  The  mother  hoth 
legs  hroken.  One  passenger  died  from  injuries  conse(pient  upon 
jumping  ofl";  another  not  expected  to  survive,  in  consecpunce  of  tin- 
coach  falling  upon  him;  Thomas  l\ac(piet,  Esq.,  of  Jermyn  Street, 
hndven  arm  and  concussion  of  the  hrain,  in  imnnnent  danger,  lying  at 
the  Magpie  Inn;  the  rest  of  the  passengers  all  nuue  or  less  hurt. 
Coroner's  inquest  ;  deodand  upon  the  coach — (which  was  never  en- 
forced) ;  rei)rimand  to  the  coachman — (which  was).  Ai)pli(ation 
respecting  dog-carts;  and  the  last  new  American  joke  in  the  next 
paragraph;  and  the  events  of  the  times  rolled  011  their  cea>eless  course, 
and,  in  a  little  while,  the  '  Dreatlful  Coach  Accident'  wn.s  as  little 
rememhered  hy  the  puhlic  as  if  it  had  never  occurred. 

Mr.  Barnes,  however,  and  the  guard  for  ever  afterwards  nuule  it  a 
|)»Mnt,  xshen  they  drew  up  at  the  Magpie,  and  ])roceedcd  into  the  har 
for  their  glasses  of  ale,  to  lecture  the  horse-keeper  and  his  helps 
ahout  looking  well  after  the  cattle  ;  and  as  the  horsis  have  not  run 
away  with  the  coach  siucc,  they  are  perfectly  satisiicd  that  they  hnw 
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(Iuih:  all  lliiil  Iks  m  tiinr  pourr  to  tt\oi(i  u  itcuiitiice  ol' the  dii*aiitr«»iiK 
event. 

NMicii  loin  rc;;aiii((l  jjis  coiiHcioiifincKK,  he  foiiiid  liiniMclf  in  a  Ktranp< 
bed,  with  the  (lean  wliilc  ciirtains  all  drawn  rloHelv  round  hini:  aiirl, 
upon  ciidcaNoiirini;  to  move,  hecanjc  painfidly  HniMihle  tliat  hin  arm 
^\l\H  iVacturcd  Ixtwrcn  tlic  wrist  and  the  clhow,  and  that,  moreover, 
he  Mas  Rorely  l)niiH<'d  and  nhaken.  Tor  home  lime  the  wliole  Ktrin^ 
of  passed  incidents  seemed  hkc  a  trou})lcd  and  misty  dream,  until  at 
last  Memory  awoke  from  her  trance,  and  presented  to  his  imagination, 
in  full  and  vivid  colours,  the  little  upturned  face,  crushed  out  of  all 
form  by  the  grinding  ^^heel,  and  the  low  moaning  of  the  man  as  he 
lay  dying  under  the  weight  of  the  coach,  and  all  the  clanking  of  the 
harness  and  furious  galloping  of  the  horses  ;  and  then  poor  Tom 
would  faint  from  very  horror  at  the  picture,  and  only  recover  to  see 
the  same  scene,  and  faint  again. 

Every  day  a  tall  gentlemanly  man  in  black  called  several  times,  and 
administered  some  soothing  compound,  from  the  effects  of  w  hich  Tom 
at  last  fell  into  a  deep  and  refreshing  sleep.  In  about  five  days  after 
the  accident,  although  excessively  Aveak  and  exhausted,  he  began  to 
get  anxious  about  home ;  and,  with  his  usual  impetuosity,  after  out- 
arguing  the  doctor,  against  whose  most  positive  orders  he  wished  to 
act,  he  announced  his  intention  of  being  removed  to  Jermyn  Street 
forthwith:  and  to  Jermvn  k<trcet  therefore  was  he  removed  with  all 
due  care  and  celerity. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

MR.    HORACE    CHUCK. 


Mention  has  been  made  in  the  course  of  these  pages  of  one  Mr. 
Horatio  Chuck,  partner  in  the  firm  of  "Wliittlebury  and  Chuck,"  and 
the  course  of  our  history  must  now  tend  in  his  dii'ection  and  meddle 
a  little  with  his  affaii's.  Mr.  Horatio — or  as  he  was  more  generally 
termed  Horace — was  a  very  tall,  thin  individual,  with  a  very  sharp 
nose,  and  a  very  capacious  mouth,  and  a  correspondingly  broad  face. 
He  had  also  a  very  stiff  and  formal  method  of  comporting  himself;  so 
much  so  indeed  as  to  have  acquired  the  somewhat  unique  soubriquet 
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of  tlie  'Clock  Case' — his  sinxTlativcly  soli'iuii  liiliiivioiir,  \vc  sup- 
pose, reniiiulin^  pcrsuns  stronj;!}'  ol'  that  scihiti'  piece  ol'  furniture; 
to  wliieh  may  he  alx)  a(hled  tlie  more  ilhistrious  tith*  of  '  Old 
Harry's  Darning  Needle,*  hestoNved  upon  liim  hy  Mr.  Thomas  Hacquet, 
in  consequence,  as  that  genthinan  alleged,  of  his  predilection  for 
stitching  together  any  little  pieces  of  mischief  which  Ohl  Time  had 
contrived  either  to  >\ear  out,  or  cause  to  l)e  forgotten,  in  the  course  of 
Ids  flight.  We  will  not  say  that  Mr.  Thomas  Uaccjuct  was  wrong  in 
his  estimation  of  the  characti  r  of  this  worthy  ;  if  the  (ruth  were  told, 
])crlK4)s  he  did  rather  delight  in  laking  up  ohl  hostilities;  l)u(  wlietiier 
under  the  idea,  that  as  '  the  remend»rancc  of  past  dangers  is  sweet,' 
so  must  the  '  rememhrance  of  past  heart  hurnings'  he  also,  wcare  not 
in  a  position  to  determine.  In  .Mr.  Thomas  Haccpiet's  peculiar  case,  he 
certainly  made  it  liis  most  especial  care  that  none  of  the  little  peccadil- 
loes (or  large  either  lor  tliat  matter)  of  which  that  young  gentleman 
had  heen  convicted,  should  he  forgotten, — however  long  ago  they  ndglit 
have  taken  place  and  heen  forgiven.  Tuder  these  circumstances,  it  is 
not  to  he  supposed  that  Mr.  Thomas  Uaccpiet  felt  much  allection  for 
'Old  Harry's  Darning  Needle,'  or  that  the  Needle  itself — (so  to  speak) 
—  cared  much  ahout  Tom.  In  thefir^t  ami  foremost  place,  Mr,  Horace 
('huck  was  not  hy  any  manner  of  means  pleased  to  lind — as  find  he 
did  all  in  a  hurry — that  that  which  he  had  heen  in  the  hahit  of  con- 
sidering as  his  moiety  of  the  heart  of  Caroliiu'  Wliitt  lehury,  should 
have  heen  long  since  secretly  monopolized  hy  Mr.  Thoma-s  Kaccpiet. 
It  was  rather  aggravating  to  his  mercantile  feelings  to  be  secretly  ont- 
hiil,  and  as  it  were  forestalled  by  a  youngster,  comparatively  a  stranger 
in  the  market,  especially  after  having  so  long  accustomed  himself  to 
consider  the  prize  as  his  own. 

Every  Sunday  had  Mr.  Horace  Chuck  dmcd  at  Stamfoi-d  Hill,  ami 
every  evening,  after  the  supper  consequent  thereupon,  had  he  requested 
the  favour  of  Miss  Caroline's  tasting  his  glass  of  grog  for  him.  Uc- 
gularly,  upon  her  last  four  birth-days,  had  he  presented  her  either 
with  a  Forgot-Me-Not,  a  Book  of  Beauty,  or  a  Musical  Hijou  ;  and, 
upon  the  last  six  Lord  Mayor's  days,  had  he  escorted  her  through  the 
perils  of  Cheapside,  to  see  the  grand  civic  procession.  He  had  heen  in 
partnership  w  ith  her  father  for  some  years,  having  succeeded  his  own 
father,  a  very  dear  friend  of  old  .Mr.NVhittlebury's;  moreover,  he  remem- 
bered the  young  lady  when  she  wore  pinafores,  and,  as  Lord  Byron 
somewhat  irreverently  expresses  it,  'smelt  of  breail  and  butter;'  had 
taken  her  upon  his  knee  many  a  time;  had  fetched  her  home  for  the 
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liul)(layK  JKHii  MiH.^  liaiiCTHca  LiUlccliajih  Altaiuoiit  lloiine  Acadcjny 
for  Yomii^  liudics;  and,  in  Mli(jrt,  iiaii  (1<iih-  all  horlH  of  acU  and  deedi* 
upon  winch  tn  (uund  cluiniH  npon  licr  Ju-art  and  aHcctiotiH. 

it  N\as  an  nnlncky  circuinKtancc  for  Mr.  Ilf»racc*  Chuck  tliat  lin  was 
a  ^nal  Jiill-;,Mu\vn  Inng-lcjjged  fillow,  MJnn  Caroline  Mai*  but  a  chiM ; 
and  tlni(,  when  hIic  had  jjro^rcsscd  and  iinprove<I,  and  at  la^t  jnit 
forth  her  roses  ami  hurst  into  womanhood,  that  he  lould  not  find  a 
young  head  or  two  for  hiH  own  thi8tlc«,  and  ko  bloMHom  over  again 
likewise,  just  hy  way  of  keeping  lier  company  :  not  tliat  lie  ima- 
gined such  an  horticultural  step  necessary;  he  Ma«  perfectly  j-atift- 
fied  with  tilings  as  they  were,  so  coni)>Ietely  had  he  forgotten  that  the 
handsome  and  lively  young  damsel  hefoie  him  was  anything  more 
than  the  little  girl  of  his  acquaintance  six  years  ago,  until  he  msls 
startled  from  his  dream  by  Mr.  Thomas  Racquet's  most  unmihtaJLcablc 
attentions. 

It  is  a  very  dangerous  matter  for  a  young  gentleman  of  three  or  four- 
and-t"\vcnty  to  become  intimatelyacquainted  with  a  smart  little  lady,  over 
whose  curly  head  but  eleven  or  twelve  summers  have  rolled  their  How  erv 
way,  especially^  if  he  be  somewhat  of  a  funny  fellow,  and  living  in  the 
same  house — playing  with  edged  tools  is  nothing  to  it :  firstly  and  fore- 
mostly  he  is  perhaps  teased  .lud  tem2)ted  into  a  romp  now  and  then, 
— and  that  too  without  even  the  sanction  of  the  misletoe;  calls  the 
little  damsel  *My  dear;'  presents  her  with  a  doll's  house  complete  ; 
and  gets  christened  some  little  affectionate  by-name  for  his  pains, 
and  innocently  enough  thinks  her  a  pretty  little  girl  for  her  age.  The 
'  pretty  little  girl  for  her  age,'  however,  gradually,  and  slyly,  and  co- 
vertly, and  with  slaughterous  thoughts  intent,  keeps  stealing  on  im- 
perceptibly towards  woman's  estate,  without  his  dreaming  of  such  a 
catastrophe,  until,  all  of  a  sudden,  and  long  before  any  one  is  at  all  pre- 
pared for  such  an  astonishmeut,  she  bursts  forth  with  a  rapidity  and 
brilliancy  quite  alarming,  and  the  poor  wight  who  has  innocently  gone 
on  admiring  the  little  girl  of  his  early  years,  almost  at  a  day's  notice, 
finds  himself  obliged  to  capitulate  to  the  beammg  beauty  of  eighteen, 
and  thus  loses  his  heart,  and  his  senses  too,  perhaps,  with  a  sudden- 
ness which  almost  takes  away  his  breath,  and  certainly  long  before  he 
has  the  slightest  notion  that  either  the  one  or  the  other  are  in  the 
smallest  possible  jeopardy.  The  Humane  Society  should  look  to  this. 
When  they  have  finished  their  Christmas  business  of  fishing  the 
fellows  out  of  cold  water,  if  they  would,  as  the  summer  advances,  and 
the  '  Love  laues,'  '  Lovers'  walks/  and  other  such  places  get  green, 
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allfjw  some  of  tluir  orticirs  to  kit  j)  a  '^ood  luuk-uul  i'or  those 
poor  tV'llowK  wlio  are  liktly  l«»  i'all  into  hot  water,  we  have  no  (loul)t 
I  hey  woiihl  he  huileil  ns  a  still  greater  national  henelit  tliaii  they  are; 
— espeeially  if,  in  addition,  tluy  would  undertake  to  lahtl  all  those 
'  pretty  little  girls  of  their  ages'  who  are  ahout  to  exploile  into  irre- 
.  tihle  young  ladies,  '  Daii'/f^roias,'  if  it  Nsere  only  for  the  safety  of 
Mieh  [)urhlind  niiildle-agcd  haehelors  as  Horace  Chuek  ;  leaving  the 
younger  ones,  whose  temerity  may  tempt  tlu  ni  to  venture  nciu*  the 
spot  after  the  notice,  to  fall  in  and  he  done  for,  as  the  rewiud  of  their 
fnolhardiness  and  ohstinacy. 

Now  your  little  geiitlenian  of  twelve, — or  hoy,  or  hy  whatever  name 
you  may  he  pleased  to  call  him, — is  far  more  considerate  in  his  pro- 
ceedings towards  the  opposite  sex.  Nohody  in  their  senses  ever  thinks 
of  playing  too  long  with  him;  he  is  always  considered  Dangerous;  he 
gives  such  manifest  proofs  of  his  intentions  of  growing  up  as  soon  as 
possihle,  that  nohody  is  taken  in  and  deceived;  he  does  not,  as  it  were, 
l)()ttle  himself  up  until  ho  sees  an  opportunity  of  alarming  his  fellows 
hy  cx[)l()tling  all  of  a  sudden,  hut  progresses  gradually  and  openly  ; 
gives  Marning,  for  instance,  hy  cocking  liis  hat,  and  insisting  upon 
having  straps  to  his  trowsers  ;  hy  throwing  off  his  jacket  and  sporting 
a  tail,  an  appendage  which  no  animal  in  creation  hut  man  ia  without, 
and  which  unaeconntahle  omission  he  always  rectifies  as  soon  as  pos- 
sihle;  shortly  after  this,  he  takes  to  torturing  his  hair,  and  coaxing  it 
to  hang  gracefully  down  on  either  side  of  his  face,  so  as,  at  a  distance, 
to  look  as  much  like  whiskers  as  possihle,  and  then  sets  up  a  dazzling 
satin  stock,  with  a  pin,  like  a  headle's  staff,  sticking  out  of  it,  and  a 
smart  walking  cane,  with  a  gilt  knoh;  and  evinces  an  evident  propen- 
sity to  pee})  under  all  the  honnets  he  may  meet,  provided  the  owners 
do  not  catch  him  at  it.  Slioultl  such  an  unfortunate  occurrence  take 
place,  he  hlushes  innncnsely,  turns  away  his  head,  and  stutters  hack 
in  great  confusion.  Lastly,  comes  the  downy  hloom  upon  the  chin, 
and  the  incipient  whisker,  and  father's  present  of  a  case  of  razors — for 
"he  is  just  eijfhtecn,  and  quite  a  man;'* — and  now,  "  'fore  George,''  let 
the  ladies  look  to  themselves;  it  will  not  have  hcen  his  fault  if  they  were 
unaware  of  his  intentions  from  the  first :  all  of  which  we  consider  a 
much  more  fair  method  of  proceeding  than  that  which  we  have  de- 
Bcrihed  as  adopted  hy  the  ladies. 

Mr.  Horace  Chuck  was,  as  we  have  already  intimated,  very  much 
astoumled  and  taken  ahack,  and  most  enormously  wiilely  awakened, 
firstly,  hy  finding  out  all  of  a  sudden  that  Misb  Caroline  woa  no  longer 
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.'ilillk'  K'''i  ^'"'1.  ^»<<Hi(lly,  liy  .Ml . 'llioin:i>  Har  (juel'M,  an  he  callrd  lli4 m, 
audacioiiH  and  prcpoHtcrouH  preteiiHioiiH  :  if  any  one  hud  told  hiiu,  aii<l 
(•\|)((t((l  liiiii  to  Ixlicve  it,  that  flic  liotlihchihU  had  hcconic  iiiHulvcnt, 
liis  siirj)riHf  would  ncarcely  lia\c  hcfii  gn-ater,  N\  hni  Master  Tom  • 
visits  to  Stamford  Hill  lirKt  hecame  a  little  fre([uciit,  and  Mr.  Horace  had 
in  conseciucMce  often  met  him  at  the  ilinner  tahle,  certainly  teelin;:- 
of  suspicion  did  hegin  to  f^eiininate  in  his  heart;  liut  they  Mere  almort 
immediately  smothered  hy  the  thou;;ht  of  the  extreme  iniprohahility  of 
such  a  state  of  things  as  they  pointed  at :  hut  not  even  a  suspiciou  e>cr 
entered  Horace's  head  that  he  himself  was  in  love,  a«  the  j)hra>»e  ^'f  •-, 
with  the  little  girl  he  had  once  dandled  upon  hisknee,  and  that  all  Mr. 
Thomas's  cloakiuj^s,  and  shawlings,  and  walkings  ahciUt  the  garden, 
were  likely  to  interfere  with  his  own  long  delayed  matrimonial  felicity. 

We  have  said  that  Mv.  Horace  considered  oue  moiety  of  the  young 
lady's  affections  as  his  own  ;  and  so  he  did,  hut  it  was  with  no  thoughts 
connuhial.  He  hked  the  young  lady  as  well  as  such  a  cucund>er  of  a 
heart  as  his  would  allow  him  to  like  anyhody,  and  never  dreamed 
of  any  one  liking  her  any  hetter;  it  was,  therefore,  with  no  very 
pleasant  feelings  that,  on  one  fine  summer  evening,  as  he  walked  into 
the  garden  at  Stamford  Hill,  with  his  hands  thrust  down  to  the  hot- 
toms  of  his  coat-tail  pockets,  a  favourite  attitude  of  his,  and  the  last 
inch  of  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  and  his  hroad  face  turned  upwards  as  he 
walked,  not  for  the  contemplation  of  the  glowing  beauty  of  the  evening 
clouds,  as  they  stole  over  the  calm  summer  sky,  or  to  watch  the 
pigeons  as  they  described  their  aerial  circles  in  the  sun-beams,  but  for 
the  more  sublunary  and  practical  purpose  of  preventing  the  last  red- 
hot  half-inch  of  cigar  from  burning  the  tip  of  his  cliubby  and  fat  little 
nose ;  it  was  with  no  very  pleasant  feelings  that  he  came,  just  at  the 
end  of  the  long  walk,  plump,  and  all  of  a  heap  as  it  were,  upon  Mr. 
Thomas  Racquet  and  Miss  Caroline  ^Vhittlebuly,  not  arm-in-arm,  a^ 
a  serious  young  lady  and  gentleman  should  be,  but  after  far  more 
loving  fashion  ;  to  wit — Mr.  Thomas  Racquet  was  leisurely  strolling 
with  his  arm  round  the  waist  of  the  pretty  Caroline; — a  freedom  which 
she  did  not  seem  at  all  to  resent,  but,  on  the  contrary,  walked  as 
peaceably  through  the  old  shrubbery,  (as  nice  a  cool,  shady,  bowery, 
little  spot  as  any  in  Christendom,)  as  if  it  were  just  the  very  thing  of 
all  others  she  liked  best  upon  earth,  with  a  little  light  gauze  scarf 
thrown  carelessly  over  her  head,  and  her  bonnet  hanging  from  her  arm. 

Horace  brought  his  eyes  to  bear  in  a  horizontal  direction  imme- 
diately, and  calcined  the  tip  of  his  nose  with  the  glowing  end  of  the 
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(•i;^ar  in  Ji  nionu'iit  ;  a  littli'  cniliii<^  Nvrcathof  sniokr  at  tlu*  Ramo  tinus 
mistaking  his  nostrils  for  natural  chimneys,  very  uncfri'moniouKly 
attonipteil  an  ascent,  and  p:rcatly  ndtlcd  to  the  disromliture  of  the  sur- 
prised and  luckless  smoker.  With  streamini;  eyes  and  a  half  choked 
expression  of  countenance,  partly  occasioned  hy  the  smoke,  and  partly 
hy  this  unlooked-for  \ision,  he  stund>le(l  l)ack\vards  into  a  holly  husli, 
to  allow  the  lovers  room  to  pass,  treadinu;  down  the  hox  edging,  and 
murdering  halt' a  dozen  haehelors'  buttons  in  his  confusion;  and  there 
he  stood,  the  very  statue  of  Dismay,  until  (he  loving  pair  had  saun- 
tered (piietly  by  :  Tom  merely  giving  him  n  nod  as  he  passed,  hut 
without  removing  his  arm  from  the  young  lady's  waist,  or  seeming  in 
any  way  put  out  hy  the  rencontre;  and  Caroline,  her  colour  i)erhaps 
a  little  heightened,  carelessly  lo<d<ing  at  the  llowera  in  the  other  direc- 
tion, as  coolly  and  uneonci'rnedly  as  if  lie  iiad  nothing  at  all  to  do 
with  the  matter. 

Mr.  Horace  stood  for  a  minute  or  two  thoroughly  paralyzed,  lifting 
fn'st  one  foot  and  then  the  other,  and  driving  the  heels  of  his  hoots 
\iciously  deep  into  tlie  bed  uj)on  which  he  stood,  and  watching  the 
pair  up  the  Aval k.  IIow  long  lu-  might  have  remained  in  the  sanii- 
employment  seems  almost  uncertain.  A  sharp  little  twig  of  the  holly 
hush,  against  Mhich  he  had  j)laceil  himself,  however,  decided  the 
(pu'stion,  hy  thrusting  a  hunch  of  its  prickly  leaves  into  his  car,  and 
thus  recalling  him  to  himself:  he  jumpeil  from  his  thorny  bed  in  haste, 
whipped  himself  round  in  the  opposite  direction  chosen  by  the  lovers, 
thrust  his  hands  as  usual  to  the  very  bottoms  of  liis  coat-tails,  and 
commenced  Hogging  himself  therewith  with  great  zeal  and  assiduity 
as  he  walked  towards  the  house — the  bunch  of  otlice  keys  in  one 
pocket,  and  four-pence  halfpenny  in  the  other,  keeping  up  a  most 
exhilarating  jingle  the  whole  way. 

Back  to  his  lodgings  in  Nelson  Srpiare  hied  Horace,  without  even 
BO  much  as  saying  adieu  to  his  partner,  who  was  (piietly  injoying  his 
nap  upon  a  garden-seat,  with  his  handkerchief  thrown  o\er  his  head 
to  keep  the  flies  off,  and  little  dreaming  of  the  love-making  and  jealousy 
gt)ing  on  about  him. 

With  all  the  speed  tliat  a  pair  of  long  legs  could  muster  di»l  Horace 
devour  the  way.  The  distance  wa«  accomj)lished  in  no  time;  the 
house-door  was  gained,  and  the  panel  there<if  almost  sniaslicd  in  by 
the  nervous  autl  rattling  shower  (»f  knocks  poured  upon  it  by  the 
exeiteil  Horace.  His  landlady,  good  Mrs.  IU)blodgcr,  m  ho  had  just 
that  moment  taken  in  the  mangling,  dropt  it  in  the  extremity  (»f  her 
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Hiirpriso,  nn(\  oprncd  tho  door  to  itK  full  width  in  order  to  admit  him, 
fully  pcrHuadcd  lluil  In  r  •' I'irMt  Floor,"  aw  nhc  called  Mr.  Clnick,  miiMt 
cillicr  lijivc  micxpcctedly  lost  hi.s  "  Hcventeeii  uenHeH," — (the  nundier 
kIic  was  ill  the  hal)it  of  reckoning  as  iiHiudly  pOHHeMsed  hy  mortalx,) — or 
that  he  iniiHt  have  suddenly  come  into  Meventeen  thousand  a  year: 
nothinp;  less  than  cither  one  or  the  other  catastrophe  would,  in  her 
estinwition,  in  any  way  excuse  sucli  a  dignified  and  fiery  api>licatioii 
of  her  knocker. 

Mr.  Horace  took  no  notice  of  his  gaping  landlady,  hut  holted  up  to 
liis  sitting-room  three  steps  at  a  time,  wheeled  the  easy  chair  with 
such  a  sudden  fling  directly  opposite  the  ornamentally  filled  fire-grate, 
and  flung  himself  into  it  with  such  terrific  energ)-,  that  poor  Tohy, 
Mrs.  l^oblodgcr's  favourite  cat,  scoured  round  the  room  and  flew  up 
the  window  curtains  in  dismay.  Mr.  Horace  flung  his  slippers  one 
after  the  otlier  at  puss ;  and  then  elevated  his  heels  one  upon  each 
liob,  and  stared  as  hard  at  the  paper  sliavings  as  if  they  had  l>een  fierce 
and  burning  Walls  Ends,  and  Mr.  Thomas  Racquet  were  in  the  middle 
of  them. 

Suddenly  rising  and  snatching  off  the  hat  of  a  little  China  Buona- 
parte, which  ornamented  the  mantel-shelf,  he  extracted  from  the 
body  thereof  a  lucifer,  and  giving  it  a  vicious  scratch  down  the  back 
of  the  figure,  lit  a  cigar,  and  threw  the  match  into  the  fire-grate, 
w^hicli  of  course  immediately  set  fire  to  the  beautifully  curled  and 
flowing  paper  of  various  colours  with  which  Mrs.  Boblodger  had  deco- 
rated that  part  of  his  apartment. 

Now,  a  comparison  might  have  been  drawn  by  the  wickedly  disposed 
between  the  passion  of  Mr.  Horace  Chuck  and  that  little  brimstone- 
tipped  parallelogram  of  timber;  they  might  have  insinuated,  that  the 
fervour  of  the  one,  like  the  fire  of  the  other,  would  have  remained  for 
ever  in  themselves  concealed,  but  for  the  fortuitous  circumstances  which 
had  just  brought  them  both  to  light.  To  a  certain  degree,  such 
comparison,  however  odious,  might  be  correct ;  as,  supposing  Mr.  Horace 
to  be  the  timber  or  stick,  and  that  curious  little  blue-looking  substance 
his  long  concealed  love,  the  scratch  or  rub  administered  to  the  com- 
pound, by  his  falling  in  with  Tom,  had  certainly  caused  it  to  explode 
and  burn  with  all  that  intensity  and  smoke  for  which  those  little 
'  Lucifers'  are  so  pleasantly  notorious. 

jMr.  Chuck  threw  the  burning  papers  together  under  the  grate  by 
means  of  the  bright  steel  summer  poker, — the  polished  surface  of  which 
had  never  been  soiled  by  smoke  before,  and  which  was  never  intended  to 
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l)P  SO  soiloil  nt  all,  haviiip;  heon  ki'pt  all  tho  winter  oarot'iilly  rollctl  up 
ill  wash-leather  and  pomatum, — aiul  ordered  the  shutters  to  he  shut 
and  tlic  candles  hrous;ht,  and  his  supper  i)repared — all  within  an  hour  ; 
iilthonghthc  '*  ruddy  kinp;  of  day,"  as  Tom  used,  in  complimentary 
-I  rain,  to  call  the  sun,  had  scarcely  drawn  the  la^^t  of  his  clowiuG;  train 
Ix-ncath  the  horizon. 

All  was  done  as  the  gentleman  desired.  The  **  ruddy  king  of  day"  had 
t  ho  shutters  despitefully  shut  almost  in  the  face  of  his  train,  and  Gloom, 
with  a  couple  of  sulkily  hurning  candles  to  light  him,  took  possession 
of  the  chamher.     And  dingy,  and  dreary  enough  thechamhcr  looked. 

Horace  gazed  sternly  at  the  walls  of  his  apartment,  hut  found  no 
olace  therefrom.    The  twining  ])attern  of  the  paper  twisted  itself  into 
all  sorts  of  fantastic  faces, — grinning,  jeering,  and  triumphant,  and  all 
hearing  most   exasperating  likenesses  of  .Mr.  Thomas  Kacquet.      He 
stared  at  the  ceiling, — hut  a  hlank  is  never  consoling  under  any  circum- 
stances; at  the  rings  upon  the  curtain  rods, — hut,  alasl  they  were  hut 
as  so  many  wedding-rings  hung  high  and  far  heyond  his  reach;  at  the 
golden  eagle  perched   on  the  top  of  the  anti(iuated  mirror,  h(»lding 
a    little  golden  hall,   suspended  hy  a  chain,   ready  to  drop    it    upon 
his  devoted   head   for   (juestioning  the   truth   of  the  reflections  over 
which  it  presided,  reducing  liim,  as  they  did,  to  a  size  less  tlian  he 
had  ever  ohserved  them  to  do  heforc;  at  the  hurned  paper  in  the  grate, 
emhlem,  alasl  of  the  ruin  of  his  once  gay  hopes  :   hut  nothing  com- 
forted  him.     All — all  to  his  eyes   seemed  to  wear  a   wish-you-may- 
get-it  kind  of  look;  all — all  seemed  to  remind  him  that  he  had  heen 
most   certainly  and   unequivocally   'cut  out.'      lie    folded  his  arms 
and   frowned  upon  the   little   figure  of  Napoleon,   which   stood  very 
respectfully  with  its  hat  off  gazing  hlnndly  uyum  him,  and  seemingly 
full  of  pity  for  his  defeat.      Horace  immediately  put  its  hat  on  again, 
wrong-side  foremost,  and  pushcil  it  indignantly  hack  to  its  j)lace;  the 
calm  gloom  of  its  countenance  disturhetl  him.     At   last,  the  servant, 
all  smiles  as  usual,  hrought   i)i  Ins  supper,  hut  was  soon  glad  to  make 
a  precipitate  retreat   again,  ]>rotesting  to  her  mistress,  as  she  passed 
her  on  the  to[)  of  the  stairs,  that  Mr.  Chuck  "had  a'most  snapped  her 
head  off." 

Horace  sat  down  to  his  supper  :  the  mirror,  although  it  liad,  when 
consulted,  diminished  his  image,  had  not  diminished  his  appetite.  The 
hroiled  hone  and  hottled  porter  soon  hegan  to  feel  the  force  of  his 
sentimental  attacks.  He  ate  for  some  time  in  silence;  staring  at  the 
uusnulfed  candles,  anil  pondering  deeply.   JSuddenly,  however,  hehroke 
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lorlli  :    "  I  do  not  cvarlly  wish  tliat  Tom  Kacfjiift  any  liami,"  haid  Mi 
Cliiick,  tclliii;^  a   li<   to  l)c;;in  with,  and  Hpr-ukiiig  very  nlowly,  driving 
tliowordH  out   iVoni   Ixtwccn  hJH  tcctii,  and   making  them  Winn  aff^ain 
as  thoy  escaped  one  hy  one.      "  I  do  not  w  i>h  tliat  Tom  Ilaequet  exactly 
any  very  f^reat  harm,  ])ut " 

'^I'he  extent  of  Ills  {^ood  wishcH  woro  not,  liowevcr,  dcHtined  for  the 
public  ear.  Tlie  Hcntence  Mas  Rtayed  in  the  michlle,  and  the  warm- 
liearted  Mislier  drew  tlie  edj^e  of  his  knife  backwards  and  forwards 
across  the  splintered  and  jap:;^ed  end  of  the  marrow-bone,  thereby 
creatine;  a  sound  which  seemed  to  afford  him  peculiar  plea.sure.  Having 
done  this  in  a  particularly  slow  and  solemn  manner  several  times,  he 
set  to  work  again  in  right  down  savage  earnest,  and  hacked,  and  cut, 
and  tugged  at  the  bone  until  he  was  fairly  out  of  breath,  and  wa«  con- 
strained to  rest  awhile. 

'*  I  do  not  wish  him  any  great  harm,"  said  Horace,  resuming  after 
one  or  two  long  respirations,  and  leaning  back  in  his  chair  for  a  few- 
minutes  ;   "  but " 

The  unhicky  bone  was  again  seized  and  knocked  about  most  fu- 
riously; and  a  snug  little  piece,  which  had  hitherto  escaped  his  notice, 
dug  at  and  wrenched  off  with  tremendous  ferocity;  but  still  the  sen- 
tence remained  unfinished :  it  was  evidently  quite  a  mystery  what 
Mr.  Chuck  ^7?V/ wish  Mr.  Racquet,  if  he  did  not  wish  him  any  harm. 
He,  however,  paused  for  a  while,  keeping  his  eye  upon  the  bone  in 
wolfish  meditation. 

"  I  wish  I  had  him  here,"  said  Horace,  with  a  sudden  start  as  the 
idea  of  the  man'ow^  presented  itself;  and  again  was  the  attack  made 
with  redoubled  vigour.  The  spoon  was  seized,  and  the  bone  knocked 
into  an  upright  position,  and  emptied  of  its  contents,  with  the  same 
hurried  and  North  American  Indian  fashion  which  had  charactemed 
the  rest  of  his  supper  proceedings.  At  last,  giving  the  thrice-sacked 
dainty  a  finishing  tap,  after  peeping  into  it  like  an  old  magpie,  he 
pushed  it  from  him,  and  concluded  his  supper,  leaving  the  amount  of 
good  he  had  been  wishing  to  Mr.  Thomas  Kacquet  during  its  progi-ess 
a  mere  matter  of  speculation.  A  glass  of  brandy  and  water  culd,  with 
which  he  finished  his  repast,  failed  to  restore  his  equanimity,  and  Mr. 
Horace  Chuck  went  to  bed  in  immense  dudgeon  with  himself  and  all 
the  world. 

Day  after  day  did  this  amiable  fit  keep  possession  of  Mr.  Horace 
Chuck,  until  poor  ]\Irs.  Boblodger  was  almost  distracted  and  frightened 
out  of  her  wits.     Contrary  to  his  usual  wont,  would  he  come  home 
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early,  and  walk  about  his  npartmcut  with  heavy  footsteps;  contrary  to 
his  usual  wont,  wouhl  lie  snap  and  snarl  at  the  niaiil  until  >he  was, 
as  she  feelingly,  although,  perhaps,  sonu'what  ainhiij;uously,  expressed 
herself,  quite  "scarified"  at  going  near  him;  contrary  to  his  usual 
wont,  would  he  salute  '  Tohy '  with  a  furious  "Whisht,  (.'at! 
Whir-r-r-r — whisht!"  accompanied  by  a  stray  hoot  or  a  slipper  every 
time  his  furry  nose  peeped  round  the  corner  of  the  sitting-room  door. 
Nor  were  matters  at  the  olliee  niiieli  better  than  at  Ikuuc.  Poor  old 
Sanderson,  the  messenger,  despite  his  corns  and  his  rheumatism,  was 
hunted  about  to  all  sorts  of  places  at  all  sorts  of  distances;  while 
young  Sanderson,  who  was  esj)ecially  retaiiu'd  to  save  the  old  man  a 
little,  was  diseharged.  Atkins  autl  HroNvn,  the  clerks,  according  to  their 
own  accounts,  were  driven,  and  bullied,  and  i)i()w-beaten  in  true  slave- 
state  fashion,  and  came  to  the  determination  of  (putting  "Jamaica," 
as  they  called  the  counting-house,  as  soon  as  possible.  Nor  did  Mr. 
Whittlebury  himself  totally  escape  his  ])artner's  distemperament :  that 
geutleman  more  than  once  received  such  decided  rebull's  and  growls 
in  return  for  his  invitations  to  Stamford  Hill,  that  he  at  last  desisted 
from  more  communication  than  was  absolutely  necessary  for  carrying 
on  the  business.  Altogether,  Mr.  Horace  Chuck  had  ix'come  not 
exactly  the  sort  of  person  one  wouhl  like  to  be  up  in  a  ljall(H)n  \\\\\i  for 
any  length  of  time. 

'Slow  and  sure!'  is  a  very  excellent  maxim  in  its  way;  and,  doubt- 
less, very  a})plicable  to  many  occasions  in  life.  Mr.  Chuck,  indeed, 
felt  so  fully  confident  in  the  efiicacy  of  the  ])rinciple  it  inculcated, 
that  he  had  never  actetl  upon  any  other.  It  had  been  taught  him  by 
his  respected  grandmother,  of  hap)\v  memory,  and  he  had  had  her 
soh^nn  asseveration  for  its  intallibility. 

He  had,  of  late,  however,  discovered  that  this,  like  all  other  arbitrary 
rules,  had  its  exception.  He  had  found  out,  and  each  time  to  his 
cost,  that  both  in  the  cases  of  young  ladies  and  steanu-rs,  it  was  not, 
])erhaps,  the  most  eflicacious  mode  of  proceeding;  if  he  wanted  to 
catch  either  of  them,  he  must  make  haste,  run,  bolt,  tly,  go  like  a  sky- 
rocket. The  steamers,  j)erhaps,  if  amiable  steamers,  might  give  "half 
a  turn  a-starn"  in  his  favour,  and  take  him  in  after  they  had  started; 
but  the  young  ladies,  be  they  never  so  amiable,  invariably  decline. 
Ouce  behind  time  there,  and  the  chance  is  gone  forever. 

Hut,  luckily  for  this  many  |)hased  world,  and  the  little  forked  animals 
wlu)  so  resth'ssly  scramble  over  its  surface,  no  storm  lasts  tor  ever.  A 
commotion  iu  the  Atlantic — a  row  in  the  one  shilling  gallery — a  hurri- 
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cano,  and  n  waHlunp;-(lny,  nil  liavc  an  <iu\;  and  Mr.  Clnu-k'u  mental 
gloom,  liko  cfK  li  of  tIjrBc;  grnnd  plicnoniena,  had  an  end  aluo,  ^n*atiy 
to  the  dclii;lit  of  IiIk  landlady,  and  lier  rnt,  and  h«r  Mf-rvant,  and 
l^roNvn,  Alkins,  and  old  SandcrHon,  and  thrir  master  Mr.  Whilth-hnry. 
Willi  rc^^ard  lo  Tom  Kar(]iut,  however,  the  Htoriii  whieh  had  agitateci 
the  hreast  of  Mr.  Horace  Chnek  mrh  not  over;  a  temporary  lull  liail 
indeed  fak(  ii  place,  hut  that  was  all.  The  storm  itwelf,  metapliorically 
speaking,  was  in  hottles,  securely  corked,  and  waxed,  and  wired  d(iwn, 
and  stowed  away  in  the  deepest  and  darkest  reecHS  of  Mr.  Iloracf 
Chuck's  mental  cellar,  there  to  lie  until  a  proper  time  nhould  come  for 
disehari^in^  it  with  full  force  and  efiect. 

It  was  the  consciousness  of  heing  in  possession  of  this  rich  store, 
perhaps,  which  gave  Mr.  Chuck,  after  he  had  got  rid  of  his  gloom,  such 
a  self-satisfied  swagger,  which  added  a  little  more  to  the  heavenward 
inclination  in  the  tip  of  his  nose,  and  increased  in  a  considerahle  (h-grfc 
the  loudness  of  his  voice.  Like  a  man  with  a  well  filled-purse  or  a 
goodly  income,  he  felt  more  confidence  in  himself,  from  the  knowledge 
of  the  animating  fact,  and  laughed,  and  walked  fiercely,  and  at  last 
screwed  himself  up  to  the  point  of  ''  not  caring  a  fig  for  all  the  Carolines 
and  Toms  in  the  world,"  with  tremendous  energy  and  effect. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

JERMYN    STREET,    AND    THE    WHITTLEBURYS    AND    AUNT    LtCY. 

Tom  had  scarcely  arrived  in  Jcrmyn  Street,  and  taken  possession  of 
his  own  bed,  (for  the  journey  had  fatigued  him,  in  spite  of  all  his 
arguments  that  it  would  not,)  before  the  curtains  were  slightly  opened 
by  a  small  white  hand.  A  pale  sweet  face,  a  little  antique,  leaned 
gently  over  him,  and  a  pair  of  mild  blue  eyes  peeped  kindly  at  him 
over  a  pair  of  gold  spectacles,  and  from  under  a  straw  bonnet  with  a 
long  white  veil. 

"My  dear  Aunt  Lucy,  how  kind  of  you!"  said  Tom,  suddenly  get- 
ting up  on  his  elbow  in  agreeable  surprise,  and  as  suddenly  dropping 
down  again  from  excessive  pain. 

"  Do  not  talk  just  now,  there's  a  dear  boy,"  said  Aunt  Lucy,  in 
reply.  "  We  only  saw  the  account  by  accident  this  morning,  or  I 
should  have  been  with  you  sooner.  I  an-ived  at  the  *Mag}oie'  just  in 
time  to  learn  of  your  foolish  move  here;  if  you  had  moved  anywhere, 
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you  should  have  returnetl  to  Coddlethorpc:  however,  lie  still,  and  we'll 
0011  liavt*  you  to  rights  again — Old  Maids  are  capital  nurses,  you  know, 
Tom."  And  Aunt  Lucy  rattk-d  on  laniously  hy  way  of  raising  tin* 
patient's  spiriu  a  little,  and  hustled  ahout,  and  hep:an  to  make  her- 
self quite  at  home  in  the  sick  hachelor's  apartment.  Having  fully 
satislii'd  her  good-iiatureil  self  that  her  ntphew  was  not  likely  to  leave 
the  land  of  the  living  in  con8e([uence  of  his  accident,  she  set  to  work 
to  procure  alotlging,  in  \\lii(h  she  succeeiltd  Initli  to  Ikimjnsu  and  the 
landlady's  entire  satisfaction,  hy  engaging  the  ground-lloor  immediately 
under  her  nephew's  apartments. 

A  great  deal,  however,  retpiired  ti>  he  doiu'  hefore  Aunt  Lucy  could 
comfortahly  take  possession  of  her  ([uarters.  There  were  the  key-holes 
to  he  stulled  up,  ami  there  was  the  chimney-hoard  of  the  hed-room  to  he 
lill((l  nioi I' closely,  and  there  were  sand-hags  to  ho  made  for  the  win- 
dows, and  rollers  for  the  hottoms  of  the  doors;  hesides  the  many  yards  of 
gilt  leathiT  which  were  to  he  nailed  round  the  e<l2:es  and  along  the  tops 
of  the  said  doors,  and  in  the  nailing  of  which  Aunt  Lucy  made  herself 
very  hot — for  she  was  a  little  impatient  and  impetuous,  like  her  nephew, 
and  would  not  wait  for  the  carpenter,  and  so  hammered  away  with  a 
very  large  hammer  which  she  horrowed  from  the  landlady,  and  fixed 
the  leather  all  on  one  side,  and  so  had  to  take  it  all  off  again,  ami 
missed  the  nails  and  hit  her  fingers,  and  let  the  heavy  hammer  fall  nj)on 
her  toes,  and  did  all  sorts  of  things  not  at  all  calculated  to  cx])edite 
her  operations,  and  finally  consigned  hammer,  nails,  leather,  and  car- 
l)entor,  nil  to  her  favourite  city  of  "  Jericho,"  with  as  much  ill  temper 
as  she  was  eapahle  of,  which  was,  to  say  the  most  of  it,  hut  a  very  little 
after  all.  Leaving  the  good  lady,  however,  for  a  while  to  keep  sentinel 
over  her  dreaded  enemies — the  "drafts,"  we  will  take  a  peep  at  {Stam- 
ford Hill  and  the  Whittlehurys. 

Old  Mr.  WhittlehuiT  and  his  warm-hearted  little  daughter  were  sil- 
ting at  their  hreakfast  a  few  mornings  after  Tom's  return,  and  had 
evidently  heen  talking  over  that  young  gentleman's  many  eccentricities, 
more  e>^pecially  that  one  which  had  procured  him  the  distinguished 
honour  of  an  appearance  in  a  police  court. 

"  I  am  quite  sure  it  was  him,  my  dear  Carry,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man, as  he  leaned  over  the  tahle,  and  tapi>ed  his  empty  cup  gently  with 
the  spoon,  to  remind  his  fair  daughter  that  she  was  forgetting  him. 

"  Yes,  hut  I'a',  dear,  it  rnuld  not  he,"  replied  Caroline,  sweetening 
her  Papa's  coHee  twice  over,  and  with  a  very  emphatic  stress  upon  the 
verb ;  '*  because  1  know  he  would  he  at  his  Auiita  at  the  time,  orucarly 
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HO;  and,  hcHidcH,  lie  ncrer  ^cts  tijiHy,  I'ji',  «lcar — ho  ItRM  told  me  no 
many  a  tinu*  liimK(  If.  Oli!  I'm  Hurc — nay,  I'm  quite  ponitive  it  couhJ 
iiol  li.'ivc  Ix'cii  'I'om,  I'a',  dear." 

"  You  arc  a  little  fool,  (Jarry,"  was  her  Papa'H  no  very  complimentary 
reply.  "  I  fell  you  again  and  again  it  tnafs  Tom  ;  and,  what  is  more,  I 
tell  you  that  1  do  not  intend  his  vinitR  Iiere  to  eontinue.  I  will  not 
liave  a  common  Ktreet-hrawler  for  a  Hon-in-law;  and  you  will  do  well  to 
consider  how  you  will  like  such  a  character  for  a  hushand;  for  I  siij>- 
posc  that  is  what  all  this  walking,  and  talking,  and  viHiting  of  yours 
and  his  is  intended  to  conclude  with." 

Caroline  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  and  said  nothing;  while 
the  old  gentleman,  after  infusing  the  necessary  quantum  of  acid  into 
his  usually  good-natured  countenance,  deliherately  unfolded  the  mor- 
ning-paper, and  proceeded  to  read  the  list  of  hankrupts,  the  City 
article,  the  prices  of  stock,  the  state  of  the  markets,  and  other  husiness- 
like  scraps,  while  his  pretty  daughter  sat  weeping  silently  and  pain- 
fully, and  revolving  in  her  mind  numberless  schemes  for  softening  the 
lieart  of  her  obdurate  Papa,  and  reforming  the  somewhat  lax  moral 
code  of  her  dear  Tom,  in  case  the  odious  story  of  Mr.  Tliomas  Smith 
and  the  oyster  argument  at  the  Police  Office  should,  by  any  unhappy 
chance,  prove  to  be  true. 

Beauty  in  tears !  AMiat  can  she  not  effect?  Her  power  is  confessedly 
unlimited,  and  her  triumphs  are  not  to  be  told,  for  they  generally  happen 
in  secret;  and  far  be  it  from  us  to  withdraw  the  veil.  But  Beauty  in 
tears  very  naturally  reminds  us  of  Beauty  in  smiles — who  among  us  has 
not  marked  her  magic  influence  then  ?  ^  Place  aux  dameSy'  is  conceded 
with  the  greatest  alacrity,  as  she  proceeds  upon  her  walk.  The  dashing 
young  spark,  with  the  eye-glass  screwed  into  the  side  of  his  nose,  steps 
incontinently  to  the  swollen  and  dirty  gutter,  and  damages  the  splencUd 
polish  of  his  boots  beyond  all  redemption,  in  order  that  she  may  pass  on 
in  safety.  The  little  fat  old  gentleman  essays  to  pass  his  umbrella  di- 
rectly over  her  head,  although  she  is  at  least  by  a  good  twelve  inches  the 
taller,  wdthont  calculating  the  parasol — but  short  people  always  do  per- 
sist in  trying  to  lift  their  umbrellas  over  the  heads  of  all  the  tall  people 
they  meet,  so  that,  perhaps,  this  goes  for  nothing;  but  then  the  smile 
with  which  he  greets  her  as  the  parasol  and  the  umbrella  come  in  con- 
tact, and  which  not  even  the  sprinkling  of  the  wet,  caused  by  the 
collision,  can  totally  subdue,  that  certainly  must  pass  for  something. 
Barclay  and  Perkins'  sturdy  draymen,  too,  forget  their  independence  as 
she  approaches,  and  slacken  their  ropes  for  her  to  step  over,  and  trip 
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up  tlic  next  smartly  attired  young  gcutkiuan,  by  way  of  making  up  lor 
lost  time.     The  elderly  sweep  is  transfixed  with  admiration,  and  almost 
runs  against  her  in  his  anxious  endeavours  to  avoid  soiling  her  dress, 
as  they  each  make  several  inellectual  attempts  to  pass.     The  man  at 
the  crossing,  into  whose  hat  she  drops  a  penny,  forgets  for  a  moment 
to  dive  after  the  numismatic  specimen,  and  follows  her  with  his  eyes 
until  she  has  safely  arrived  on  the  opposite  pavement;  and  then  the 
smart  shopman,  at  whose  emporium  of  fashion  she  supplies  herself 
with  all   those  little  aggravating  llirtahles,  which   so  prettily  become 
her  estate, — polite  in  the  extreme  is  the  shopman;   he  bows  and  smiles, 
as  he  hands  her  the  reijuired   articles,   taking  every  opportunity,  be- 
tween whiles,  when  he  fancies  she  is  not  looking,  to  adjust  his  hair  by 
running  his  fingers  through  it — to  pull  up  his  shirt-collar,  whereof 
the  corners  are  sometimes  a  little  liiii[),  and  will  liaiig  down  in  spite  of 
him,  and   to  settle  his  coat,  and  pull  his  waistcoat  straight,  ami   lash 
the  dust  from  his  boots  with  his  handkerchief,  and  to  go  through  many 
other   manauivrcs,   all   tending  to   the   enhancement  of  his  personal 
ap[)earance   (in  his  own  conceit,  of  course).     The  very  scavenger,  as 
she  approaches,  turns  himself  half  round,  in  order  to  hide  an  unseemly 
patch  in  the  rear  of  his  red-plush  indispensables,  and  shovels  up  the 
mud  with  a  more  graceful  sweep;  in  short,  there  is  nothing  which 
either  looks  well  or  ai-ts  well,  in  ordinary  routine,  but  what  is  intended 
both  to  look  better  and  act  better  when  a  pretty  girl  is  by.     ^^'c  our- 
selves, despite   our  editorial  dignity,  once  felt   the  inlluence  we  arc 
describing,  and  we  are  proud  to  confess  it.   We  well  remember  meeting 
a  'certain  young  lady'   (now  our  lady  wife,)  when  we  unfortunately 
had  on  our  oldest  of  all  old  coats:   our  first  thought  was  to  remove  the 
iron  coal-plate  in  the  pavement,  and  vanish  instanter  down  the  aper- 
ture; but  we  were  in   fear,  lest  she  should  tumble  down  after,  and 
discover  us ;  and  so  we  looked  abroad  for  a  shop  or  a  turning,  but  there 
was  neither,  the  street  was  a  private  one — (llarlcy  Street);  it  would 
not  do  to  run  down  the  area  steps  of  one  of  the  houses,  and  get  into 
the  coal-scuttle — the  ladies'  maid  might  suspect  us  of  a  ilescent   \\\h)\\ 
her  mistress's  diamonds.     We  could  with  pleasure  have  jumped  into 
the  baker's  basket,   which  was  standing  at  a  door,  or  have  run  any 
where  or  done  anything  to  remler  our   confoundedly  shabby   bit   of 
*  invisible  green'  more  invisible  still.     'Tis  passing  strange! — the  in- 
fluence of  l)eauty — passing  strange!     But  we  must  get  back  to  the 
\Vhittlcburvs,  nevertheless. 
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Tlic  old  ^riilloDan  read  on,  haiiiii;^  )m(k  in  Iiin  r.i;»y  cliair  until  Iiik 
nriMH  aclicd  with  lioldin^  (lie  paixr.  He  then  Kprcftii  it  <iut  upon  the 
tal»le,  rcKtcd  Win  elhr)W>»,  and,  Incking  the  firMt  finder  of  hin  left  hand 
coinfortal)ly  Ixliind  his  car,  went  to  work  with  tin-  air  of  a  man  !)eut 
upon  Honie  HcriouK  nndcrtakiiif^,  hh  in  truth  he  wa>» — parliamen- 
tary spoeeheH  in  thone  days  hcinj^  no  more  celeljratcd  for  their  p«r- 
sj)i(uity  tiian  they  are  in  tlu-  ])reM('nt;  and  the  old  ;:entlenian  had 
coninieneed  upon  one  whieh  had  detained  an  honourahle  member  upon 
his  legs  for  three  mortal  hours — coughs,  and  a-heniH,  and  little  hesi- 
tating stuttcrings  included. 

Caroline  sipped  her  coffee  and  wept — while  her  papa  dipped  his  and 
read.  The  one,  although  she  really  did  feel  grieved  and  unhaj^py,  was 
not  able  totally  to  suppress  the  desire  of  watching  the  effect  her  tears 
were  making  upon  her  Papa,  so  she  peeped  with  one  little  watery  eye 
over  her  handkerchief ;  w  Idle  Papa,  who  set  himself  up  for  a  stoic, 
occasionally  fidgctted  a  great  deal  in  his  chair,  and  missed  a  line  every 
now  and  then  in  the  speech,  thereby  creating  a  desperate  confusion  in 
the  paragraphs  of  the  honourable  member's  oration. 

At  last,  Caroline  grew  tired  of  sobbing  and  peeping,  and  so  took  to 
sighing,  and  rolling  the  corners  of  her  handkerchief  up  into  tight  Uttle 
knots,  and  now  and  then  venturing  a  glance  upon  that  compartment  of 
the  widely  spread  paper,  which  lay  immediately  under  her  eye.  The 
*  Dreadful  Coach  Accident,'  as  the  stars  would  have  it,  met  her  gaze: 
to  read  it  carelessly  was  but  the  work  of  a  minute — and  to  give  one 
bitter  little  scream,  clasp  her  hands  convulsively,  and  fall  fainting  into 
her  chair,  was  but  the  work  of  another.  The  old  gentleman  started  to 
his  feet  in  surprise,  stared  for  an  instant  at  the  drooping  form  of  his 
daughter,  and  stuttered  forth  his  interrogatories  as  to  the  cause  of  her 
sudden  alarm;  but  receiving  no  answer,  and  not  being  by  any  means 
able  to  divine  the  cause  of  the  mischief,  he  seized  the  bell-pull  violently, 
and  pulled  it  as  it  had  never  been  pidled  before,  or  was  likely  to  be 
again  for  some  time  to  come — the  first  jerk  bringing  it  down  about  his 
ears. 

Maiy,  the  maid,  who  held  it  as  a  point  of  domestic  discipline  never 
to  answer  the  bell  until  its  tintinabularv^  clatter  had  ceased,  merely 
remarked  quietly  to  herself,  when  the  summons  reached  her,  "  that 
Master  was  in  one  of  his  'tantrums*  ag'in,"  and  continued  paring  the 
apples  for  dinner,  until  the  rattle  of  the  bell  had  gradually  died  away, 
when  she  condescended   to  move.     Just,  however,    as    this   period 
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arrived,  she  was  sorely  dismauil  b\  the  voice  of  her  master  storming 
over  the  banisters,  and  callinj^  histily  for  water.  Mary  instantly  seized 
a  pail,  and  sereaminp;,  "  Firel"  with  all  her  niii;ht,  ran  up  stairs. 

*•  You  consunmiate  fool,  hold  your  tongue,  do!"  said  her  Master,  as 
Ihc  haiulinaiden  rcaehcd  the  top  of  the  stairs.  •' AVherc  is  tlu*  water? 
V(jur  mistress  has  fainted." 

"  Lor,  sir!  I  thoiii^ht  (lie  parh)nr  was  a-fire,"  replied  Mary.  "  Hadn't 
I  better  come  in  and  help'"  and  she  followed  her  Master  into  the 
room;  \Nhen,  between  them,  Caroline's  wandering  senses  were  recalled. 
"  Poor— poor  Tom!"  said  she,  crying  bitterly,  and  this  time  Mithout 
the  slightest  disposition  to  peep  over  the  handkerchief.  *'  Poor — poor 
Tom,  to  be  killed  so!" 

"  Killed!  Tom  killed!  How? — when?"  exclaimed  old  Mr.  Whittlebury 
in  great  distress  and  amazement,  while  all  his  best  feelings  towards  Tom 
returned  with  tenfold  vigour,  and  instantly  dislodged  all  the  rancour 
which  had  been  accruing  in  his  heart  since  the  unfortunate  police 
business. 

**  Oh,  Pa',  dear,  he  has  been  killed  l)y  the  coach  upsetting!"  sobbed 
poor  Carolirje,  in  answer  to  her  father's  many  anxious  questions,  and 
she  pointed  out  the  paragraph  in  the  paper. 

**  Good  Heavens!"  said  the  old  gentleman,  after  having  read  it  in 
great  haste.  "  I  will  set  off  imnu'diately  to  Jerniyn  Street,  and  learn 
the  particulars  of  all  this  ;  these  newspapers  are  such  desperate  liars, 
especially  over  accidents  and  otlences,  that  tluTc  is  no  believing  half 
they  say  ;"  and  so  endeavouring  to  comfort  both  liis  daughter  and 
himself  by  vilifying  the  penny-a-liners  of  the  jiublie  press,  and  dis- 
patching Mary,  in  the  first  instance,  up-stairs  after  his  hat-brush, 
and,  secondly,  into  the  back  parlour  after  his  stick,  and  then  bustling 
himself  into  all  the  corners  of  the  room  after  his  snull-liox,  the  old 
gentleman  got  himself  ready  to  start  in  time  to  catch  Hendrick's  half- 
past  nine  o'clock  coach  at  the  Clapton  turnpike. 

"  Werry  sorry,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Hendrick,  as  the  old  gentleman 
scrambled  up  upon  the  wheel  prcjiaratory  to  mounting  the  roof,  "  no 
room,  sir;  this  here  place  is  Mr,  (Joodwin's,  sir,  a  reg'lar  customer — 
(with  a  stress  upon  the  reg'lar) ; — can't  disapi)oint  him  at  no  price,  sir." 

'*  My  good  fellow,"  began  Mr.  M'hittlebury,  *'  I  am  in  great  ha«tc, 
and  I  know  Mr.  (Joodwin  will  readily  excuse  you  in  the  present  in- 
stance." 

"Can't  help  it,  sir,"  said  the  knight  of  the  whip,  \\'\\\\  something 
like  a  malicious  grin  upon  his  cUrty  face.     **  Briar  will  be  up  directly, 
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and  yoii  MlwavH  goin  liy  him,  yon  know,  hir.  IJriar  aiiit  gone  up  yet, 
ImH  lir,  IJilir'  coiiliniicd  Mr.  1 1«  ndrick,  addre.HHing  the  niau  at  the  gale- 
houHC,  and  n»o\ing  Uih  horheM  on  f^cntly  at  tlie  Maine  time. 

•'  (Jonc  this  liv<;  niinits,"  ^rowh-d  he  of  tlie  gate,  i^ithout  eilluT 
turning  liis  heu<l,  or  tuking  lii.s  liandH  out  of  Iuh  apron  poeket«. 

"  In  couPHe  lie  hoH,"  muttered  Mr.  Ilcndriek  t(i  himnelf.  **  I  know'tl 
as  much  ;  l)ut  l)l()\v'(l  if  I  take  you,  tliongli,  for  all  that.  You're  ik) 
preeious  fond  o'  Briar,  y(Mi  sliould  look  out  for  him,  old  feller;"  and 
away  rattled  the  worthy,  jerking  np  his  elhow  and  elevating  hirf  %^hip 
at  every  })edestrian  upon  the  road,  until  he  pieked  up  two  Ktray  eun- 
toniers,  and  lillcd  up  the  vacant  places  just  within  sight  of  Mr.  Whittle- 
bury. 

The  old  gentleman  fretted  and  fumed  at  his  own  misfortune  in 
having  missed  his  regular  conveyance,  and  stormed  and  swore  famously 
at  the  impertinence  of  the  opposition;  and  then  rememhering  that 
there  was  nothing  "up  the  road"  for  a  good  half-hour  at  the  leaht, 
set  stoutly  forward,  determined  to  walk  the  distance,  which  he  in  due 
time  accomplished,  after  having  his  pocket  pieked  close  by  Shorediteh 
Church,  and  getting  tremendously  hustled  and  abused  for  stumbling 
against  an  apple-stall,  in  endeavouring  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  a  kick- 
ing horse  at  the  corner  of  Princes  Street.  Two  hours,  or  thereabout, 
after  he  started  from  Stamford  Hill,  he  found  him.«ielf  safely  seated  in 
Mr.  Thomas  Racquet's  apartments  in  Jermyn  Street,  very  hot  and 
very  dusty  from  his  walk,  and  most  superlatively  cross  at  the  loss  of 
his  pocket-handlcerchief. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

AUNT    LUCY    AND    MR.    WHITTLEBURY.  - 

As  soon  as  Mr.  "WTiittlebury  had  recovered  a  little  from  the  fatigue  of 
his  w^alk,  and  had  made  the  requisite  inquiries  of  the  attendant  hand- 
maiden touching  the  well-being  of  Mr.  Thomas,  and  had  also  received 
the  wTlcome  information  that  a  broken  arm  was  the  only  serious  result 
of  the  accident,  he  began  casting  his  eyes  round  the  apartment,  and 
curling  up  his  nose,  and  pishing  and  pshawing,  and  giving  forth  many 
symptoms  of  dissatisfaction, — in  the  first  place  at  a  pair  of  foils  and  a 
rifle,  and,  secondly,  at  a  broken  long-bow — for  Tom,  among  his  many 
accomplishments,  was  aToxopholite;  and  then  at  a  pile  of  newspapers 
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nnJ  Sporting  ^Magazint's,  with  a  very  dashing  looking  flute  lying  on  the 
lop  of  them,  and  then  at  a  lew  prints  and  a  pair  of  hoxing  gloves  lying 
on  one  of  the  chairs;  Init,  nio.^t  of  all,  at  two  full  It'iigth  })la.stcr 
figures  of  the  all-enehanting  Mademoiselles  Taglioni  and  Fanny  Elsler 
in  their  most  fascinating  altitudes,  which  were  staiuling  upon  the 
tahle  among  a  heterogeneous  mass  of  little  hits  of  sealing  wax,  old  pens, 
pieces  of  red  tape,  fish-hooks,  old  kid  gloves,  and  oil  sorts  of  et  caterOf 
of  the  like  ornamental  description.  The  two  prints  also  of  the  same 
ladies  in  highly  transparent  muslin,  which  decorated  the  walls,  seemed 
to  add  to  the  displeasure  which  the  other  contents  of  the  hachelor's 
apartment  had  conjured  up  in  the  old  gentleman's  mind  :  all  his  love 
for  Tom  was  fast  taking  flight  again,  if  Tom  had  heen  going  to  die 
forthwitii,  all  these  little  signs  of  his  taste  and  hahits  woultl  have 
passed  unnoticed,  and  a  large  amount  of  kindness  and  love  heen  at 
liis  service  immediately, — which,  in  that  event  occurring,  Tom  of  course 
could  very  well  have  dispensed  with;  hut  as  Tom  was  declared  out  of 
all  danger,  and  likely  to  get  well  very  soon,  all  these  little  signs  of  his 
taste  and  hahits  were  arrayed  against  him,  and  the  large  amount  of 
kindness  and  love  which  were  at  his  dis[)osal  at  ilrst,  gradually  dimi- 
nished as  the  chances  of  his  heing  ahle  to  appreciate  them  increased. 

\()w  the  oltl  gentlenum  was  rpiile  one  of  the  old  8cho«)l,  as  he  called 
himself;  and,  moreover,  one  of  those  who  would  have  all  their  juvenile 
ac([uaintances  helieve  that  they  never  had  been  young,  and  never  had 
played  cricket,  shot,  or  fished,  kisseil  a  pretty  girl,  or  had  done  anything 
else  hut  attend  to  business  tdl  day  long — and  all  night  too;  and  as  to 
plaster  casts  of  young  dancing  ladies  in  abbreviated  draperies  I — bless 
us!  no  such  matters  could  of  course  be  suspected  of  ever  entering 
their  thoughts  for  an  instant  I  Hence,  then,  the  horror  and  dismay 
with  which  old  Mr.  Whittlebury  glanced  at  these  little  ornaments  of 
Tom's  sanrtum. 

"  Confound  himl"  said  the  old  gentleman,  advancing  to  the  table, 
and  eyeing  the  figure  of  poor  Tagli«>ni  with  infinite  scorn.  '*  The 
young  dog — not  at  all  sorry  he's  a  little  hurt;  teach  him  to  be  steady 
— dare  say  he  was  driving  the  coacli  himself.  Must  keep  liim  from 
Caroline  though;  all  this  police-oflicing,  and  tom-foolery,  and  that 
trumpery  theatrical  nonsense, — (another  glance  at  poor  Mademoiselle,) 
— will  never  do.  Guns,  bows,  flutes,  boxing-gloves,  and  what-d'ye- 
caU'ums, — (nodding  significantly  at  Fanny  Elsler  on  the  table.) — 
enough  to  break  any  steady  girl's  heart  in  a  week  ;"  and  the  more  (he  old 
gentleman  looked  about  him,  the  firmer  he  made  up  his  mind  that  Tom 
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iiniMt  l)c  roil>Ml(icn  (he  iionHf;  und  tlic  more  (TOmm  and  ncandalouh  \n: 
Incline.  •'  IIo'h  too  much  of  a  t/pnth'nnin,''  Mai<l  the  ohl  iiiaii  hy  way 
())■  nniimI  ii|),  and  \\\{\\  a  very  vicioiiH  rnipliaHiM  upon  tlie  wonl — "  Too 
much  {)( \i  (/rntlt'iiKin  for  Hiich  ph-iiji  people  a-s  we  are;  and  thohc  three 
old  catK  of  AuntH  of  his  that  he's  always  talking  ahoiit,  I  dare  nay  are  no 
hcKer  tlian  ret;nlar  o|)era-goinf^,  si^ht-Keeinf;,  flimny,  fa>«hionahleroiif:in^ 
card-playin;;  old  tal)l>ies.  ('oddleHiorpe  liall,  too — allHtiilf!  half  hold, 
mortgaged  to  pay  dehts  of  hojioiir  and  villanouK  miilinorB'  hill«. 
AVon't  do:  must  put  a  stop  to  all  further  nonseuHe;"  and  the  old  gen- 
tleman put  on  liis  hroad-hiimmed  hat  with  a  very  fierce  and  reBolute 
air,  and  moved  towards  the  room-door,  casting  over  his  shoulder  one 
last  withering  look  at  the  uidiappy  Mademoiselle  Taglioni  as  he  went. 
Just  as  he  reached  w  ithin  a  foot  of  the  door,  and  hefore  he  had  rpiite 
finished  withering  Mademoiselle,  the  door  was  opened  from  the  out- 
side somewhat  suddenly  and  hriskly;  and  the  old  gentleman,  heing 
very  close  to  it,  and,  moreover,  looking  another  way,  received  a  rather 
smart  hlow  therewith  upon  the  tip  of  his  nose,  which  hrought  his 
hand  up  to  the  defence  of  that  organ,  and  his  eyes  iu  the  direction  of 
the  door-way  w  ith  marvellous  celerity. 

A  lady  of  "about-tliirty,"  which  of  course  means  any  age  between 
fifty  and  a  hundred,  entered,  who  seemed  a  little  surprised  at  finding 
a  gentleman  alone  in  the  apartment ;  but  gradually  recovering  herself, 
apologized  for  bringing  the  door  into  such  smai't  contact  with  his  face, 
professed  ignorance  of  his  presence,  and  begged  him  to  be  seated. 

•'  Mrs.  Martin,"  the  landlady  of  the  house,  thought  Mr.  M'hittlebury, 
as  he  took  his  hand  from  his  nose,  and  resumed  his  seat,  "  and  a  very 
good-looking  respectable  sort  of  woman  she  seems — one  who  has 
evidently  seen  better  times  ;"  acting  upon  this  idea,  the  old  gentleman 
was  Tcry  condescending  and  aftable,  and  received  the  lady's  circum- 
stantial account  of  Tom's  accident  with  great  suavity  of  demeanour, 
and  even  joined  her  at  last  in  a  wish  for  his  speedy  recovery. 

The  lady  of  "about  thirty"  and  old  Mr.  AVhittlebury  sat  chatting 
about  Tom,  and  upon  the  state  of  the  weather,  for  a  full  half  hour, 
at  the  expiration  of  Y>liich  time  the  old  gentleman  rose  to  depart, 
remarking  as  he  walked  towards  the  door,  in  a  tone  of  voice  rather 
admonitory  and  condescending  than  otherwise,  "  that  if  Mr.  Racquet 
did  not  speedily  get  better,  the  Old  Ladies  at  the  hall  must  be 
informed  of  his  state  of  health." 

*'  Sir  !"  replied  the  lady,  with  a  slight  appearance  of  surprise. 

•'  Oh !    I  was  merely  remarking,  Mrs.  31artin,"  continued  Mr.  W. 
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ill  the  same  hlaml  and  iiiiprL'ssive  inaniiLT,  "that  the  ohl  girls,  his 
Aunts,  Imtl  hcttor  ho  advised  of  liis  ronchtiun  ;  tlii-y  are  three  con- 
I'oundedly  quizzical  uld  tabhies,  hy  all  account,  aud  may  take  it  into 
their  heads '* 

Ml-.  ^Vhittlebury  stopped  short  in  the  middle  of  liis  sentence,  for 
I  very  curious  expression  ^hich  was  playinj;  about  the  mild  coun- 
lenanee  of  the  lady  arrested  his  attention,  and  somcNvhat  alarmed  him  ; 
a  sli«rht  blush  had  suddenly  sutlused  the  features  but  half  a  minute 
before  so  delicately  pale,  and  the  figure  of  the  lady  also  had  undergone 
a  slight  alteration  ;  it  N>as,  if  possible,  a  little  more  ui)right,  and  cer- 
tainly a  ieetie  more  dignified  and  stately  :  she  had  evidently  drawn 
herself  np  to  her  full  height,  and  just  a  shade  or  so  beyond  it, 

Mr.  Whittlebury  felt,  all  in  a  minute,  and  without  knowing  why  or 
wherefore,  exceedingly  uncomfortable  ;  the  lady's  look  completely  iced 
him,  and  ho  wished  himself  safe  outside  tlie  lioor,  ami  half  way  down 
Jermyn  Street  at  least.  Her  dignity,  however,  gradually  relaxed,  and 
Mr.  Whittlebury's  condescending  fit  as  gradually  evaporated.  She 
slightly  and  slowly  bent  forward,  and  cpiietly  remarked  that  she  feared 
he  was  mistaken;   her  name  was  ?iot  Martin. 

The  old  gentleman  had  stood  with  his  lips  apart,  and  his  eyes  fixed, 
and  had  mechanically  bent  forward  as  the  lady  bent,  in  some  wonder 
as  to  what  all  this  stiflhess  and  frigidity  could  possibly  mean  ;  it  wa.s 
uoir,  however,  his  turn  to  blush,  which  he  did  most  intensely;  an  idea 
suddenly  rushed  upon  his  mind — there  was  evidently  a  likeness  to 
Mr.  Thomas  Racquet  in  the  mild  and  delicate  looking  countenance 
before  him.  How  could  he  have  been  so  stupid  as  not  to  have  seen  it 
before.  IIow  vexatious,  and  annoying,  and  tiresome;  and  Mr.  Whit- 
tlebury bowed,  or  rather  bobbed,  in  a  veiy  hurried  and  perturbed 
manner,  and  with  none  of  his  usual  ease  and  grace,  and  dropped  his 
stick  and  picked  it  up  again,  and  then  dropped  his  hat,  and  then 
attempted  to  apologize,  and  commenced  retreating  backwards  towards 
the  passage,  bobbing  and  bowing  as  he  went,  and  altogether  evincing 
so  nniny  pitiable  symptoms  of  distress  at  his  unfortunate  allusion  to 
the  "three  quizzical  old  tabbies,"  that  Aunt  Lucy  (juite  felt  for  him, 
and  could  not  prevent  breaking  into  a  smile  ;  so  she  begged  in  most 
winning  tones  that  he  would  not  think  anything  more  of  the  matter, 
and  furthernu)re  informed  him  that  she  considered  herself  fortunate  in 
l)eingable  to  lay  claim  to  a  position  among  the  happy  sisterhood  of 
"  old  tabbies,"  provided  that  by  that  somewhat  eccentric  term  he 
meant  Old  Maids,  and  that  she  was  not  byanymcan^  ashamed  of  thetitlc, 
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With  unuli  iiioir  lo  ilic  huriu'  cllrct,  all  intt'iidcd  to  convince  licr  hearer 
that  Hhe  woiihl  nf)t  have  chan^'cd  lier  condition  if  whe  could,  and  waM 
very  much  inclined  to  inakc  a  vi;^oroiiM  rcMiKtance,  even  now  hhould 
any  person  have  the  temerity  to  attempt  to  perHuaile  her  otherwihe. 

While  the  maiden  of  the  house  wan  connidering  the  policy  of 
answering  the  hell,  Aunt  Lucy  walked  down  KtairH  with  Mr.  Whil- 
tlehury,  in  (jrcU'r  to  show  him  ])roperly  out,  and  hcc  that  he  did  not 
steal  the  great  coats,  for  she  had  heard  of  gentlemanly  men  calling  at 
liouscs,  and  in  fits  of  abstraction  encasing  themselves  in  other  people's 
garments,  and  walking  away  with  the  same.  Never  wa«  there  a  lohhy, 
for  a  short  one,  so  long  as  that  between  the  foot  of  the  stairs  and 
the  street-door,  and  never  was  there  a  street-door  so  dilficult  to 
open  as  that  one  particular  street-door  on  that  particular  morning. 
The  old  gentleman  laid  violent  hands  upon  tlie  rusty  old  iron  knob  of 
the  huge  door-lock,  and  attempted  to  draw  it  back,  but  it  moved  not, 
it  was  already  back  as  far  as  it  would  go,  and  was  held  in  that  posi- 
tion by  a  hook  ;  he  looked  at  the  tw  o  great  bolts,  and  half  suspected 
them  of  maliciously  wishing  to  keep  him  in  possession, — but  no,  they 
Avere  evidently  withdrawn ;  at  last  a  little  latch,  with  a  smart  well- 
polished  brass  knob,  just  under  the  great  lock,  and  almost  hidden  in 
its  shadoAV,  attracted  his  attention,  and  he  seized  it  with  avidity,  just 
at  the  very  moment  that  Aunt  Lucy,  seeing  him  at  fault,  seized  it  al.-o  ; 
their  hands  met  upon  the  little  brass  knob,  and  then  both  immediately 
relinquished  it  and  bowed,  and  then  both  again  made  another  attempt, 
and  as  suddenly  desisted  and  bowed  again  :  however,  the  door  was 
opened  at  last,  and  with  a  little  bit  of  a  stumble  consequent  upon 
getting  his  toe  into  a  hole  in  the  mat,  old  Mr.  AVhittlebury  emerged 
into  the  street,  heartily  glad  to  get  aw  ay,  and  very  unhappy  at  having 
committed  the  solecism  of  calling  an  interesting  lady  of  about  thirty 
by  so  opprobrious  an  epithet  as  "a  quizzical  old  tabby,"  and  that  to 
her  very  face  ; — and  a  "  very  good-looking,  mild,  gentle  face  it  is  too," 
thought  the  old  gentleman,  as  he  retraced  his  steps  down  Waterloo 
Place. 

It  was  not,  however,  until  he  had  got  quite  clear  of  town,  and  had 
once  again  breathed  the  pure  air  of  his  favourite  suburb,  that  he 
perfectly  recovered  his  usual  elasticity  of  spirits  :  the  thoughts  which 
chased  each  other  through  his  mind  during  the  ride  were  of  a  very 
mingled  and  desultory  description  ;  among  the  most  prominent,  how- 
ever, was  a  decided  admiration  of  the  "  quizzical  old  tabby"  whom  he 
had  just  left,  but  under  which  title  he  could  not  for  the  soul  of  him 
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now  bring  himself  to  class  her  :  Old  Maids  rose  in  his  estimation 
full  fifty  per  cent  upon  the  moment  ;  in  fact  the  matter  lias  not  hy 
any  means  heen  clearly  ascertained  whether  he  had  not,  in  his  mind'.s 
(  v<\  entirely  obliterated  the  term  from  his  V()ea))ulary,  as  well  as  extir- 
j)atid  the  race  from  the  face  of  the  earth,  nuhstitnting  **  nnmarricd 
lady"  for  the  rejected  title,  and  classinjj;  all  maids  et[nally  among  tlie 
most  blooming  of  the  yonth  of  the  age,  withont  reference  to  the 
number  of  summers  which  might  have  shed  their  sweetucss  round 
their  brows. 

Mr.  Whittlcbnry  communed  with  himself,  and  made  up  his  mind 
that  he  had  heen  very  stupid,  and  must  have  looked  particularly 
foolish,  and  that  it  was  due  to  liimself,  in  justice  to  his  character  as  a 
gentleman,  that  he  should  take  an  early  oi)portunity  of  revisiting 
.lermyn  Street,  and  explaining  more  at  length,  and  apologizing  more 
profoundly,  for  the  little  cnntre-tf»i}is  of  which  he  had  heen  guilty; — and 
so  he  comforted  himselt',  and  knocked  at  his  own  door  at  Stamfonl 
Hill.  Aunt  Lucy,  when  Mr.  Erasmus  \Vhittlebury  had  at  last  bowed 
and  stammered  himself  out  of  the  house,  walked  mechanically  to  tlic 
wimlow,  wondering  who  he  could  be  ;  and  then  began  to  feel  highly 
amused  at  his  evident  distress  and  total  loss  of  presence  of  mind  ; — she 
could  not,  she  confessed,  see  why  he  should  have  classed  her  and  her 
sisters  among  the  Old  Maids  of  the  realm,  and  had  rather  than  other- 
wise, perhaps,  that  he  had  not, — not  that  she  cared  about  it,  not  in  the 
least  ;  but  nevertheless,  she  did  not  see  any  business  he  had  to  make 
any  such  remark :  but  never  mind,  she  had  had  her  revenge  upon  him  ; 
he  certainly  had  looked  extrenu'ly  foolish  and  jierplexed,  and  it  served 
him  very  right  too  ;  and  so  she  wound  up  her  thoughts  by  looking  out 
at  the  window.  The  old  gentleman  was  proceeding  up  the  street,  and 
Aunt  liUcy's  looks  proceeded  in  that  direction  likewise.  The  old  gen- 
tleman was  a  good  figure,  and  walked  with  a  linn  and  manly  step  ; 
but  we  take  it  upon  our  veracity,  nevertheless,  to  state  that  she  saw 
him  not,  and  as  to  his  firm  and  manly  step,  that  it  dwidt  not  in  her 
memory  :  he  bowed  and  shook  hands  with  an  acquaintance  at  the  top 
of  the  street  ;  the  liow  xras  graceful,  and  tin*  cerenHuiy  of  parting 
evidently  comme  il  /nut  ; — but  we  again  say  the  circumstance  passed 
unnoticed  before  her  eyes,  although  they  were,  n.s  we  have  already 
intimated,  bent  upon  the  very  spot. 

We  have  nearly  made  up  our  minds  to  risk  our  sohnin  asseveration 
that  Aunt  Lucy  did  not  take  up  this  particular  iJO'^ifion,  (whieh 
commanded,   as  the  military  folks  have  it,   the  whole  line  of  street,) 
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lor  llio  H'dVo  of  wftUliIiig  licr  late  rornpanion  in  liij*  progrcM,  Our 
rejiHoiiH  aic  siron;;  lor  IwiMinf^  HiKrii  an  opinion,  and  arc  founded  of 
coui'Mc  up(m  our  lii^lily  lusonrcd  position  witli  tlic  fair  hcx,  and  the 
valiiHl)lo  Htorc  of  knoHlcd^c  tliat  proud  jionition  haa  enabled  um  to 
collcrl,  toiulnng  tlicir  iiahiral  liintory  and  lifd>ith  ;  in  fiu.t  our  htudieh 
go  fiu-  lo  prove  that  the  dear  ercatureH  never  do  enconce  tljem«elveB 
8nu{j;ly  just  heliiml  the  drawing-room  curtainK,  or  beliind  the  parlour 
blindH,  to  liave  a  Hly  prep  at  any  speeimen  of  the  t/mus  /lomo  whatHo- 
evor, — let  him  he  ever  ro  hnnrlsonie,  or  lii.s  whiskers  ever  ho  unexeep- 
tionahle.  If  hy  clianee  some  fair  form  may  oecasionahly  he  Keen  lialf 
envch)ped  in  tlie  muHlin  liangings  of  tlie  first  floor,  it  is  hut  for  the 
better  and  more  tasteful  arrangement  of  the  hovquet  wliich  graces 
the  little  table  by  the  window,  or  for  a  little  gentle  chat  with  the  pet 
canary  in  his  golden  cage  ;  and  should  again  by  any  rare,  we  may  say 
very  rare  occurrence,  a  flashing  beam  from  some  beauteous  eye,  like 
the  splendid  fire  of  a  transcendent  diamond,  dart  its  ray  through  the 
long  green  Venetian  laths  which  protect  the  basement  storj'  of  the 
mansion,  it  is  but  for  a  clearer  view,  and  a  more  intense  study  of 
the  half  dozen  ornithological  specimen.^,  in  the  forms  of  sparrows, 
which  may  happen  to  be  hopping  about  in  the  road — pity  it  should  be 
so  thrown  away,  by  the  by.  If,  however,  there  be  any  he-creature 
sufficiently  obtuse  as  to  be  unconvinced  of  these  tnithful  allegations, 
let  him  but  try  the  experiment  and  judge  for  himself;  let  him 
direct  his  eye  to  the  window,  if  he  be  passing  at  the  very  moment 
when  the  beautifully-rounded  arm  is  raised  to  the  cage,  in  the  one 
instance,  or  meet  the  glance  of  the  beaming  eye  through  the  blinds 
in  the  other,  and  the  chances  are,  that  he  will  be  forthw  ith  convinced, 
by  ocular  demonstration,  that  the  opposite  houses,  or  the  sky,  or 
the  paving-stones,  or  the  sparrows,  are  far  more  thought  of  than 
himself;  and  if  he  still  doubt  the  fact,  let  him  make  a  full  stop 
directly  opposite,  when  the  truth  of  our  deductions  will  be  finally 
impressed  upon  his  mind  by  the  closing  of  the  curtains,  the  turning 
of  the  blinds,  and  the  instant  vanishment  of  the  charmers  from  their 
immediate  vicinity. 

Aunt  Lucy,  after  she  had  sufficiently  examined  the  paving-stones 
in  the  middle  of  the  street, — (there  were  no  sparrows,) — and  reviewed 
the  pavement  on  both  sides  of  the  way,  gave  one  concluding  glance 
up  at  the  sky,  and  returned  to  Tom's  chamber,  where  she  related  how 
an  old  gentleman,  whose  name  she  had  not  learned,  had  called  to 
inquire  after  his  health,  and  made  himself  very  rude  and  ridiculous  ; 
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o^^vlli(•ll  Tom  took  but  slight  notice,  fancyinp:,  no  iloubt,  tliat  it  must 
have  lic't'u  old  Dunueli'V,  the  tailor,  come  aj^ain  after  his  lilth*  hill. 

Several  more  days  pasHed  heavily  over  the  sick  man's  chaniher ; 
Aunt  Lucy  reading  ami  nurHing,  and  Tom  grumhling  and  dozing, 
:ujd  getting  heartily  tired  of  the  nH)notonouK  aameneBS  of  tlu'  room. 
The  doctor  and  the  hairdrcsncr  came  and  went  with  the  regidarity  of 
clock-work,  and  totally  lost  their  interest;  continually  tracing  the 
same  pattern  upon  the  hed-curtain«,  and  the  walls,  and  the  carpet, 
with  his  eye,  afforded  Tom  no  amusement,  ami  yet  he  could  scarcely 
refrain  from  doing  so;  the  solo  performances  of  tlie  scruhhing-hrush 
upon  the  stairs  and  lamling-place  outside  his  room  door,  with  the 
sliarp  rattle  of  its  nose  when  drivi'u  desperately  into  all  scirts  of  imprac- 
ticahle  corners  failed  to  entertain  him;  the  testy  young  gentleman  who 
lived  in  the  'uppermost  room,'  and  who  always  went  out  early,  and 
invariably  contrived  to  stumble  ovi  r  a  large  superannuated  tin  dust- 
pan, and  a  picturesque  banister-brush,  which  were  always  left  ujjon 
the  middle  stair  of  his  particular  flight,  and  who  always  made  a  j)oint 
of  sending  them  flying  all  the  way  ilown  stairs  before  him,  with  a 
storm  of  kicks  and  execrations  at  their  careless  or  mischievous  owner; 
even  tliis  young  gentleman's  funny  irritability  at  last  failed  to  bring  a 
smile  upon  Tom's  countenance,  and  although  gradually  recovering 
tVom  the  effects  of  his  accident,  lie  was  getting  daily  and  hourly  more 
unhappy  and  dispirited,  and  at  last  fell  into  a  state  of  dozing  melan- 
choly. From  this,  however,  he  was  at  last  happily  roused  by  a 
mechanical  individual  sharpening  a  saw  just  beneath  his  bed-room 
w  indow.  All  at  once  Tom  bethought  him  that  he  had  been  laid  up  now 
nearly  a  month,  and  neither  old  Mr.  Whittlebury  nor  his  dear  Caroline 
had  been  near  him,  or  iufpiired  after  him,  or  written  to  him,  or  taken 
any  notice  of  him  whatever;  and  he  considered  this  conduct  "con- 
foundedly strange"  on  the  part  of  the  old  gentleman,  and  "  remark- 
ably unkiml"  on  the  ])art  of  the  young  lady,  and  began  puzzling  his 
brains  mightily  to  account  for  the  same,  but  to  nopuii^ose.  His  Aunt 
regidarly  informed  him  of  the  calls  made  by  Ins  friends,  the  Hattle- 
tons,  and  Hob  IMiilpotts,  and  of  their  repeated  struggles  to  reach  his 
bed-chamber;  ami  she  would  doubtless,  Tom  thought,  have  men- 
tioned the  name  of  Whittlebury,  had  that  gentleman  been  there, 
notwithstanding  the  decided  antipathy  slu'  had  expressed  at  his  form- 
ing any  close  connexion  with  the  family;  and  so  Tom  made  up  his 
mind  that  something  must  be  the  matter,  and  l»e  would  write  and 
inquire. 
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The  first  opportunity  wliicli  ocnirn-d,  tlMTfforf?,  occaj^ioiicd  hv  liin 
A  mil's  jihsciirc  upon  n  niorniu^  Malk,  Toni  got  out  of  Ix-cJ,  and  taking  a 
})(  II  in  his  l(  It  hand  (tlierchy  di.srovf^ring  for  the  fir«t  time  in  hi«  life  tlie 
inconvenience  of  liaving  Huch  an  nneducatod  member  of  Win  body  cor- 
porate), coiifrived  to  indite  two  epiHtlcH,  the  one  flowery  and  glowing, 
but  Hlightly  tinted  with  reproach  to  his  "dear  Carry,"  and  the  other 
sober,  and  «tai<l,  and  steady,  to  her  Papa  ; — his  Fapa-in-law,  as  he  htill 
hoped  he  wouhl  lie,  despite  the  opposition  of  his  Aunts;  and  having 
despatched  the  two  letters  per  post,  calmly  returned  to  his  quarters. 

The  next  morning,  Tom  was  more  fidgetty  and  anxious  than  ever. 
With  the  doctor  he  was  very  short,  and  with  tlie  barber  he  wa-s  Ycry 
crusty;  he  had  expected  an  answer  to  o/ie,  at  least,  of  his  letters  of 
yesterday,  and  the  postman  had  been,  and  he,  Thomas  Rarquet,  seemed 
to  be  the  only  individual  in  the  house  for  whom  there  wa.s  no  letter. 
Aunt  Lucy  had  received  her's  from  Coddlethorpe — the  irascible  young 
gentleman  had  received  one  from  somewliere,  for  which  there  waa  the 
sum  of  one  shilling  and  two-pence  to  pay,  and  he  had  nothing  but  a 
ten  pound  note  to  pay  it  with,  which  the  postman  declined  to  change, 
and  made  a  great  grumbling  in  doing  so,  and  kept  the  street-door 
open  so  long,  that  Aunt  Lucy  very  nearly  went  into  fits ;  and  there 
was  one  letter  for  Mrs.  Martin,  and  two  others  for  the  servant;  and 
Tom  felt  miserable,  and  solitary,  and  deserted,  and  vowed  that  as  soon 
as  he  got  better,  he  would  look  out  for  some  little  lonely  rock  in  the 
middle  of  the  sea,  and  go  and  take  up  his  abode  on  the  top  of  it  all  by 
himself,  and  cut  the  world  and  all  the  heartless  creatures  that  crawled 
upon  its  surface,  and  live  upon  oysters,  and  periwinkles,  and  sea-weed, 
and  drink  sea-water,  and  be  happy  all  by  himself. 

The  next  day,  however,  a  letter  arrived;  but  what  was  Tom's  con- 
sternation at  receiving  his  own  letter,  addressed  to  Caroline,  back 
again  unopened,  and  enclosed  in  another  from  her  father,  politely 
decUning  all  farther  correspondence,  and  peremptorily  and  firmly 
forbidding  him  again  visiting  Stamford  Hill.  Tom  sat  for  some  time 
stupified,  and  then  forthwith  set  to  work  to  get  himself  into  a  raging 
fever, — a  feat  which  he  accomplished  thoroughly  in  a  couple  of  days, 
when  the  doctor  ordered  him  again  to  his  bed,  and  moreover  insisted, 
in  very  severe  terms,  that  he  should  not  leave  it  without  his  profes- 
sional license  first  had  and  obtained :  and  so  Tom  buried  his  discon- 
solate nose  deep  in  the  pillow,  and  dreamed  of  a  solitary  rock 

"  In  some  blue  summer  ocean  far  off  and  alone." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

SOMTTHINf;    MVSTKIIIOUS. 

Now  Avlion  old  Mr.  MMiiitK-hury  mad**  up  liis  mind  to  return  the  note 
Nsliic'li   Tom   had  adch'cssi'd   to    his    daii^httr,   he   harboured  not   the 

lii^lilcst  wish  or  intention  of  working  that  young  gentleman  any 
li;inii,  especially  in  the  present  precarious  state  of  his  health.  He 
merely  intended  to  mark  the  displeasure  with  which  he  viewed 
some  of  Mr.  Tom's  rackety  ways,  and  lie  also  hoped  gradually  to 
•  hring  him  round  to  he  a  steady  young  fellow,  hy  thus  gently  slicwing 
him  how  much  such  proceedings  militatetl  against  his  wished-for  union 
with  Caroline;  and  tlie  old  gentleman  had  other  reasons,  scarcely  as 
yet  entirely  developed  even  to  himself,  for  not  wishing  to  kill  Mr. 
Thomas  outriglit, — which  reasons,  mc  dare  say,  will  gradually  unfold 
themselves  as  our  story  proceeds.  Therefore,  although  he  secretly  can- 
rolh'd  his  vow  of  parting  the  young  people,  he  determined  upon  ap- 
pearing exceedingly  distant  and  cold,  and  so  to  make  them  still  believe 
tliat  tlieir  eternal  separation  was  a  doom  as  unalterable  as  the  laws  of 
those  very  respectable  and  historically  obstinate  old  people — the  Medes 
and  Persians.  Acting  upon  this  decision,  he  kept  poor  Caroline  in 
total  ignorance  of  Tom's  rejected  epistle. 

Some  very  urgent  and  pressing  business  about  this  time,  according 
fo  the  old  gentleman's  account,  refjuired  his  presence  in  town  at  least 
three  times  a  week;  and  having,  upon  the  iirst  opportunity,  in  accord- 
ance with  his  promise  to  himself,  called,  and  explained,  and  apologized 
at  greater  length  to  Miss  JiUcy  liacrpiet — not  wishing  of  course  to  appear 
ehmli>h  to  her, — he  called  occasionally  afterwards  to  know  how  her 
pal  i(  lit  was  going  on.  Miss  Lucy  Hacquet,  however,  now  in  possession  of 
his  name,  received  him  but  coldly;  until,  one  morning,  she  took  courage 
and  mentioned  lier  Nephew's  atl'eetion  for  his  daughter,  and  her  un- 
ehangeable  determination  that  the  union  should  not  take  })lace;  ex- 
pecting that  the  old  gentleman,  after  his  pertinacity  in  cultivating  her 
ac(pmintance,  would  be  extremely  cut  up  and  angry  at  the  decision. 

To  her  great  surprise,  howevt'r.  h«'  not  only  j(»ined  her  in  considering 
it  most  expedient  that  the  young  folks  shouhl  forget  each  other  as  fast 
as  possible,  but  also  nettled  her  a  little  by  the  information  that  he  had 
liimself  some  time  before  positively  forbidden  all  lurthcr  intercourse. 

There  are  very  many  things  in  this  life  that  we  do  to  oiirselves, 
which  it'  anv  one  else  attempts  to  do  for  us,  annoy  us  exceedingly: 
thus  it  was  with  .Aunt  Lucy.      Her  Nephew — the  son  of  an  oHicer  and 

F 


CO  TOM    RACQUET. 

a  gentleman — refused!  forljidden  the  boiiHC  of  a  city  mcrcliant!  Slic 
waH  glad  of  the  termination  of  **  thin  fooliMh  affair,"  an  n\ie  called  it, 
certainly;  but  did  not  like  Mr.  Whittlcbiiry  an  iota  the  better  for 
bringing  the  information,  or  being,   liowevcr  remotely  or  innocently, 

the  root  of  all  the  mischief. 

This  explanation  having  been  given  and  received,  any  one  would 
have  thought  that  there  could  be  but  little  cImc  of  common  interest 
between  Mr.  Erasmus  Whittlebury  and  Aunt  Lucy ;  Btill,  to  the 
lady's  great  surprise,  did  the  old  gentleman  continue  bis  calls  and 
inquiries.  Every  few  days,  rain,  wind,  or  sunshine,  and  there  was 
Mister  Wliittlcbury — spruce  as  a  humming-bird  and  lively  a«  a  lark. 
Aunt  Lucy  thought  it  odd  at  first,  and  felt  half  inclined  to  submit 
him  to  the  painful  operation  of  *  snubbing.'  By  degrees,  however, 
that  feeling  wore  away,  and  the  old  gentleman  and  Aunt  Lucy  would 
sit  and  chat  very  cosily  together  for  half  an  hour  or  so  every  time  he 
called,  wdiich,  in  truth,  was  now  very  often, — business,  as  he  said, 
becoming  more  and  more  pressing,  and  requiring  his  presence  in 
town  eveiy  day. 

The  nature  and  extent  of  the  said  business  remaining  a  secret  to 
Miss  Caroline  Wliittlebury,  that  young  lady,  true  to  her  sex's  prero- 
gative, no  sooner  discovered  that  it  was  a  secret,  than  she  set  to  work 
with  all  her  little  heart  and  soul  to  find  it  out ;  besides,  she  was  very 
unhappy  and  low-spirited  about  Tom,  and  a  little  excitement  was  the 
very  thing  she  wanted. 

"I  wish  you  would  take  me  with  you  to-day.  Pa',  dear,"  said  Carry, 
as  she  brushed  the  old  gentleman's  hat,  and  affectionately  handed  it 
to  him. 

"Cannot,  Carry — cannot,"  replied  her  Papa.  "  Should  not  know 
w'liere  to  put  you;  very  busy — girls  always  in  the  way." 

''  I  could  take  a  walk  to  the  West  End,  and  then  come  and  meet 
you  at  Farrance's,  Pa',  dear,"  suggested  Caroline. 

"  No,  no!  don't  teaze,  there's  a  good  girl;  you  shall  go  next  time, 
perhaps,"  said  her  Papa,  turning  himself  round  to  the  chimney-glass, 
and  settling  the  natty  tie  of  his  white  cravat  into  a  more  seemly  form; 
and  then,  seizing  his  stick  and  giving  an  enquiring  glance  along  his 
sable  continuations  and  round  the  heels  of  his  boots;  feeling  fully 
satisfied  that  neither  spot  nor  blemish  soiled  their  fair  proportions, 
he  gave  his  broad-brimmed  hat  the  slightest  possible  shake  out  of  the 
perpendicular,  and  sallied  forth  to  London,  leaving  his  rosy  little 
daughter  more  full  of  curiosity  than  ever. 
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"  I  wonder  wlhit  Papa  can  bo  doint?,"  ruminated  Caroline,  as  the 
door  cloned  after  liiiii.  "  He  never  Nvas  aecustonieil  to  be  so  particular 
about  his  dress.  I  do  declare  be  bas  become  quite  n  beau  since  j)0(»r 
Tom's  accident;"  and  then  she  walked  musingly  up  stairs,  thinking 
all  the  way  about  Tom,  and  how  hard  it  was  that  slie  must  part  from 
him,  and  how  foolish  and  wicked  of  him  it  was  to  pet  tipsy;  not  that 
she  believed  the  tale — only  she  thought  young  men  do  not  always 
find  out  that  they  have  taken  too  nuieh  until  too  late,  poor  fellows!  and 
then  she  thought  how  very  easily  a  predilection  for  taking  too  much, 
even  supposing  that  it  did  exist,  could  l)e  controlled  by  a  really  loving 
and  true-hearted  wife,  an<l  how  glorious  must  be  the  feelings  atten- 
dant upon  the  successfully  reclaiming  and  event m\lly  averting  the 
limd  downfal  of  one  of  (jod's  most  splendid  creatures — a  man  of  in- 
tellect and  genius. 

Alas!  how  many  a  true  and  genuine  heart  has  thought  so  too,  and 
broken  when  it  found  its  error!  How  many  an  earnest  and  gentle 
soul  ha^i  hcv.n  driven  to  despair,  and  has  sunk  at  last  under  the  heart- 
rending misery  of  seeing  the  fell  disease — for  disease  it  must  be,  or 
men  would  surely  avoiil  it, — increasing  little  by  little,  liour  by  hour, 
day  by  day,  upon  its  victim,  the  belovetl  one  of  her  bosom,  stealing 
into  his  heart  like  a  thief  in  the  night,  and  robbing  it  of  its  once 
pure  love  for  her,  driving  oiit  all  good  and  holy  thoughts  from  their 
calm  recesses,  and  leaving  in  their  stead  hot  steaming  ribaldry  and 
profanation,  and  then  as  grailually  and  as  certaiidy  sapping  the  strong 
foundations  of  the  mind,  until  even  that  is  reduced  to  a  reeling  and 
tottering  ruin,  alike  dangerous  to  itself  and  all  about  it!  And  Iioav 
many  more  gentle  and  true  and  earnest  hearts  there  are,  with  all  this 
knowledge  and  sacrilice  of  others  before  their  eyes,  will  still,  and  do 
daily  dare  the  forlorn  hope,  and  risk  all  they  most  value  in  the  effort. 
The  calm  domestic  scenes  of  happiness  they  have  so  long  fondly  and 
innocently  anticipated  for  themselves,  their  good  name,  station,  friends, 
father,  and  mother,  are  all  cheerfully  given  np  in  the  one  dear  hope  of 
saving  //////  from  destniction,  upon  whom  they  have  once  and  for  ever 
fixed  their  lasting  and  priceless  love;  and  kicks,  blows,  and  brutal 
curses — nay,  even  murder,  are  but  too  often  their  only  and  wretched 
reward!  None  but  the  female  lieart  W// dare  all  this:  man  turns 
upon  his  fellow,  and  curses  him  as  a  drunkard  and  a  fool — but  pities 
him  or  attempts  to  reclaim  him  but  seldom. 

Caroline,  from  imagining  bow  easy  it  would  i)e  to  reclaim  her  darling 
Tom,  supposing  him  guilty  of  this  painful  excess,  commenced  thinking 
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how  very  iinkiml  if  wan  of  liim  not  to  liavc  Mrittfn  oncf — not  even  n 
line — if  it  were  only  to  say  liow  )ii.-»  AiintH  liad  rt-ceiveji  IiIh  propohi- 
li'tii;  and  llicn  tlie  Kiiddcn  idoa  occurred  to  her — **  P«»or  fellow,  how 
can  he  write  with  a  l)r(.kcn  aim.  —  I  have  a  great  mind  to  write  to  him 
myself, — I  declare  I  have,  if  it  he  only  fo  aj^k  him  ahout  that  odioiiM 
tipsy  business,  and  tell  him  how  unkindly  Paj>a  and  Mr.  Horace  (>huck 
liave  talked  about  it  ever  since."  No  Hoouer  thouj^ht  than  done; — 
a  little  three-cornered  note  was  indited  and  Bent;  ko  rnvHteriouKly 
folded  that  no  mortal  postman  was  ever  supposed  to  be  able  to  divine 
tlie  secret  of  getting  at  the  interior,  although  tlie  total  absence  of  both 
wax  and  patent  wafer  might  well  have  temjited  many  to  the  experi- 
ment. 

It  was  about  ten  o'clock  one  fine  morning  that  tlie  postman  knocked 
Aunt  Lucy  out  of  a  musing  fit  by  the  parlour-window,  and  delivered 
this  same  little  three-cornered  note — and  a  verv  danKorous  and  sus- 
picious  little  note  it  was  too,  judging  by  Aunt  Lucy's  scrutinizing 
glance  over  her  spectacles;  the  address  was  in  a  very  pretty  little 
female  hand,  which  made  it  none  the  more  fit  to  be  delivered  in  the 
present  position  of  affairs, — and  Aunt  Lucy  deliberated;  at  la-st,  liow- 
ever,  she  trotted  up  stairs  with  the  note,  and  threw  it  carelessly  on 
the  pillow,  close  to  Tom's  melancholy  nose,  and  then  commenced 
busying  herself  about  the  room  in  order  to  watch  him  while  he  read 
it.  Tom  seized  the  note  with  avidity,  and,  being  wiser  than  the  post- 
man, soon  found  his  way  among  the  intricacies  of  the  folding;  and, 
after  devouring  the  contents  with  flushing  cheeks  and  sparkling  eyes, 
swore  he  was  much  better,  and  meant  to  get  up  instanter^  and  that  he 
W'Ould  tlirow^  the  physic  to  the  dogs, — only  that  the  dogs  were  too  wise 
to  have  anything  to  say  to  it ;  and  so  Tom  worked  himself  into  excellent 
spirits,  and  sat  up  in  bed,  and  quite  crowed  again  with  delight.  Not 
so  Aunt  Lucy;  she  looked  as  grave  as  an  abbess. 

We  do  not  consider  it  in  our  province  to  tell  what  were  the  con- 
tents of  the  little  three-cornered  note,  and  how  they  came  to  effect 
so  sudden  and  salutary  a  change  in  the  patient's  condition.  We 
live  in  a  wholesome  and  lively  bodily  fear  of  the  medical  jn-ofession, 
which  we  have  but  little  doubt  would  set  upon  us  en  masse,  and  de- 
nounce us,  and  the  very  first  opportunity  one  of  them  might  happen 
to  have,  drug  ns  to  the  death,  should  we  put  the  public  at  large  into  the 
possession  of  so  valuable  a  specific  :  suffice  it  to  say,  the  little  note 
worked  w^onders;  and  although  there  might  not  have  been  hidden 
within  its  folds  spells  and  incantations,  deadly  to  hear  and  deadly  to 
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I '11,  llicrc  was  a  .sometliiii^  anioii^  tliuiii  Tar  more  cfliciicious  than  the 
whole  goodly  range  of  empty  phials  which  decorated  the  maiitel-shelf 
of  Tom's  fiick  chamber. 

Auut  Lncy  guessed  from  whom  the  wonder-working  little  epistle 
had  emanated,  and  put  on  her  bonnet  and  proceeded  for  a  wtUk, 
leaving  Tom  silting  up  in  his  bed  reading  and  re-reading  its  dear  con- 
tents. Never  was  there  physic  which  acted  so  well,  aud  never  was 
there  i)atient  who  s\vall(»weil  it  so  greedily. 

*'  And  so  '  Papa  has  a  great  deal  of  i)usines8  in  the  City  just  now,' 
lias  he,"  murmured  Tom,  as  he  read  the  note  for  the  twentieth  time, 
and  commented  upon  it  as  he  proceeded.  "And  the  police  allair 
she  does  not  believe  a  word  of — (Ijless  her  trusting  little  heart!) — and 
Tapa  is  i)econung  ([uile  a  beau' — (going  a  courting,  I  suppose,  stupid 
olil  lell()N\  I) — and  she'll  die  before  she  will  forget  me — (bless  her  little 
heart  again!) — and  *  Horace  Chuck  has  been  very  disagreeable' — (Til 
[)ull  that  fellow's  nose  for  him,  if  he  don't  take  care.)  I'll  have  a 
niu  down  to  Stamford  Hill,  at  any  rate,  that's  poz  ;  may  1  be  shot  if 
I  don't,  in  less  than  a  week;  and  I'll  argue  the  case  with  the  old  gen- 
tleman, and  tell  him  that  oysters  and  ale  always  <lo  disagree  with  me 
particularly,  and  convince  him  of  the  danger  and  cruelty  of  parting 
twd  such  fond  hearts  as  Carry's  and  mine  own;"  and  Tom  flung  the 
little  n(»le  half  across  the  room  in  the  energy  of  his  declamation,  and 
jumped  out  of  bed  after  it  with  wonderful  alacrity,  and  limped  in 
again  directly,  linding  himself  still  rather  giddy  and  weak. 

T<^m  had  scarcely  returned  to  bis  snug  quarters,  before  a  loud 
talking  upon  the  landing-place  announced  visiters.  Messrs.  ixattleton 
and  I'hillpols,  and  two  or  three  more  of  Tom's  friends,  who  had  never 
as  yet  been  able  to  get  past  .Vunt  Lucy,  now  linding  that  she  was  out, 
took  advantage  of  her  al)sence;  aud,  with  much  alacrity  and  some 
noise,  stornu-d  their  sick  friend's  chandxr.  Malcontent  and  incon- 
solable iuul  these  faithful  allies  been  at  the  illness  of  their  comrade,  but 
more  especially  at  having  been  refused  permission  to  visit  him;  their 
spirits  were,  therefore,  prop(uti»)nalily  high  at  the  opportunity  of  get- 
ting so  unexpectedly  into  his  })resence.  All  sorts  of  nostrums  were 
immediately  proposed  for  his  speedy  cure:  each  gentleman  standing 
at  the  bed-side,  with  a  gold-headi-d  cane  to  his  nose  in  trm  profes- 
sional style,  and  all  sorts  of  things  warmly  volunteered,  even  to  the 
cashiering  Aunt  Lucy,  and  the  promotion  of  one  of  themsches  to  her 
station  as  sick-nurse — all  of  which  Tom,  however,  politely  dtdined. 

••  What  can  we  do  for  you  then,   old  fellow?"  said  Mr.  liob  I'hiU- 
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pots.      ''  "NVo  aro  yourw,  you  know — anytliing,  from  Bmothering  tlic 
doctor  downwards,  rxcppt  taking  the  phyHic." 

*'  Or  (  harging  the  rhevctux  de  frijte,''  naid  Manter  CharlcH  Kattlcton. 
"  What  is  tlie  chevanx  de  frine?'*  said  Tom. 

*'  Wliy,  your  most  illiiHtrious  Aunt,"  replied  Hob;  '*  uhe  \%  tiie 
chevaux  dc  frisn.  Never  wan  there  Hueh  a  concentrated  e^Hence  of 
pokers  and  wluUe-bone;  she  makes  my  t)ack  ache  to  look  at  her 
every  tinie  1  call.  Never  could  get  beyond  tin-  drawing-room  door: 
she  used  to  stick  herself  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  like  a  bundle  of  spikes, 
and  keep  possession  of  the  landing  so  well,  that  we  could  not  help 
finding  her  some  little  affectionate  by-name.  I  do  not  believe  a  trooj> 
of  liorse  could  get  over  her  without  receiving  some  damage.  Let's  feel 
your  pulse,  Tom." 

Tom  extended  liis  wrist  to  tlie  would-be  doctor,  smiled  at  his  ac- 
count, and  asked  after  all  his  old  chums,  and  received  the  news  of 
the  last  rowing  match, — in  -which  the  club  had  been  most  signally 
beaten  for  want  of  his  presence, — with  wonderful  equanimity,  so  much 
so  indeed  as  to  surprise  his  friends. 

"  Why,  Tom,  you're  as  dull  as  the  last  new  comedy  this  morning; 
it  does  not  signify,  the  chevaux  de  fnse  must  be  removed,  and  a  few 
light-hearted  fellows  admitted  to  your  presence :  you  will  get  quite 
mouldy.  By  the  by,  Old  Chuck  has  been  making  such  a  row  about 
that  little  oyster  business,  that  there  is  no  bearing  him.  It  seems  that 
he  saw  us  on  that  luckless  morninc:,  and  has  carried  the  news  to  vour 
dearly  beloved,  and  there  has  been  the  devil  to  pay  about  it." 

"  That  accounts  for  it  I — that  accounts  for  it  alll"  said  Tom,  highly 
excited,  his  mind  reverting  immediately  to  the  return  of  his  note, 
addressed  to  Caroline,  and  to  the  contents  of  her  fathers,  -which 
accompanied  it.  "  If  I  do  not  take  a  Httle  of  the  saint  out  of  that 
fellow  when  I  get  about  again,  I'll " 

Tom  indented  the  pillow  with  a  tremendous  thump,  and  looked 
fiercely  at  his  surrounding  friends. 

"  Bravo  I"  shouted  all  the  young  gentlemen.  "  Do  it  again,  Tom, 
nothing  like  a  set-to  ;  healthful  exercise — if  it's  only  with  a  pillow." 

"  We  have  come  to  tell  you  some  news,  Tom/'  said  Bob,  elevating 
his  hand  to  stop  the  rising  clamour. 

**  Well?"  said  Tom. 

"  Your  friend,  Chuck, " 

*'  He's  no  friend  of  mine,"  said  Tom,  turning  very  red. 

*'  Well,  Old  Harry's  Dai'uiug  Needle,  then "  * 
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*'  Best  ^\^lltec]lapel  Bharps,  warranted  not  to  cut  in  the  eye/'  inter- 
posed Mr.  Kattleton. 

**  Got  himself  locked  up  last  night,"  proceeded  Mr.  Phillpots. 

"  No!"  said  Tom,  with  a  grin  ;   "  Ehnua  .^" 

"  Very!"  said  Bol),  lociprocating  Tom's  smile. 

"  You  don't  say  so.  How  was  it.'  Vou  must  have  had  him  in  hand, 
you  merciless  rips,"  said  Tom. 

"  Why,  you  see,"  said  Bob,  •'  Master  Horace  has  been  setting  him- 
self up  for  such  an  immaculate  piece  of  tlesh  and  blood,  and  spoiling 
80  much  sport,  that  we  were  determined  to  have  our  revenge  u})on 
him;  so  we  got  your  four  favourite  tits  and  the  drag,  and  drove  him 
down  to  Blackwall,  gave  him  a  lUnner  at  Lovcgrove's,  and  damped  iiiui 
a  little,  just  by  way  of  finding  out  the  soft  parts." 

"Never  heard  such  a  chap,"  chimed  in  Harry  Rattleton;  "he'd 
talk  a  horse's  hind-les:  straii^ht." 

"  Well,  he  bragged  and  boasted  in  great  style,"  continued  Bob, 
"  and  at  last  came  out  with  as  pretty  a  little  sentimental  love-story  as 
you  would  wish  to  hear  made  an  old  ballad  of.  AXHiy,  man,  he's  over 
head  and  ears  in  love  with  Miss  ^Vhittlel)ury,  and  up  to  his  shirt- 
collars  in  revenge  against  you." 

"  Well,  you  must  have  varnished  him  uncommonly  to  get  all  that 
out  of  him,"  said  Tom. 

"  Varnished  him!  Kgad,  if  some  of  that  old  Burgundy  won't  bring 
the  depths,  as  the  painters  say,  out  of  a  fellow's  portrait,  I  do  not 
know  what  will,"  said  Bob  Phillpots,  with  n  short  laugh. 

Some  most  diabolical  sounds  here  interrupted  the  conversation. 
Mr.  Harry  Rattleton  having  discovered  Tom's  favourite  fiddle,  com- 
menced an  extempore  performance  upon  the  same  with  great  energy 
and  effect.  The  performance  was,  however,  quieted  after  a  desperate 
struggle  with  his  brother  Charles,  w ho  eventually  captured  the  fiddle. 

"  Well — go  on,"  said  Tom,  when  the  clatter  had  subsided. 

"  We  got  back,"  broke  in  Harry  i^attleton,  advancing  towanls  the 
bcd-siile,  out  of  breath  with  the  struggle — "We  got  back,  took  Horace 
to  the  Opera  with  us,  supped  afterwards  at  Verey's,  wound  up  with 
some  Roman  punch,  with  a  bottle  of  Champagne  in  it,  and  sallied  forth 
in  search  of  adventures — you  know  that  old  private  watch-box  at 
Sarsfield's,  the  bankers?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Tom;  "  it  runs  in  grooves  uji  ihe  wall,  lets  down  at 
night,  and  is  drawn  up  again  in  the  morning." 

"  Well,  we  found  the  old  Charley  a-^leep;  so  we  first  of  all  pinned  his 
rattle, — Horace  stantUng  by,  looking  as  pale  as  a  ghost, — then  opened 
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tlic  111  lie  liall-door  v(  ryHoflly,  guvr  Horace  a tlrM|)t'rate  piinh  into  the  box, 
— lw(»  l)l()ws  with  ii  li.imiiKr,  ami  a  loiij;  nail  provitled  for  llu*  piirpoKc, 
Hjul  tlurc  llic}  l)«>lli  were,  (Jliarley  and  Ihirarc,  iw  fawt  aK  two  ratK  in  a 
trap.  Cliarlcy  hci^aii  to  ])fmii(l  away  at  tlic  intnulcr,  and  cry  nitirrlcr 
with  all  liis  niif^lit,  and  Jioracc  to  Ktrugglo  and  hhout  lik<-  a  madman. 
But  it  was  all  no  use;  up  they  went,  with  a — *  Vo,  heave  Hol'  and 
thcru  we  li.Kcd  them,  sprung  tin  rattle  like  hla/cn,  and  cut  like  brickh. 
Next  morning,  Iloraee  was  fined  live  hhillingH  for  being  riotous  and 
disorderly." 

"  Too  bad!  too  bad!"  said  Tom,  trying  to  be  heard  abcjve  the  merri- 
ment which  followed  the  close  of  the  story.  "  You  should  have  carried 
him  off  with  you,  at  any  rate." 

"  Devil  a  bit,"  said  Bob.  "  He  was  not  worth  saving;  for  a  more 
selfish,  bragging  pump  of  a  fellow  I  never  met  Asith  yet." 

*'  We  have  not  done  with  him  yet,"  said  Harry. 

"  Why,  what  arc  you  going  to  do  uith  him  next?"  incpiircd  Tom. 

'*  Rob  him!"  said  Bob  Phillpots,  almost  shouting. 

Again  the  fun  grew  fast  and  furious,  and  got  the  better  of  the  silence 
proper  for  a  sick-room;  indeed,  the  gentlemen  seemed  totally  to  have 
forgotten  all  about  Tom's  indisposition.  Harry  Kattkton  resumed  his 
heart-rending  performauccs    upon   the   fiddle;    Bob   Phillpots    began 

"  Silence,  or  you  meet  your  fate — 

Your  keys,  your  jewels,  cash  and  plate," 

in  loud  and  sonorous  tones;  while  the  rest  stood  laughing,  and  hand- 
ling the  empty  phials,  and  playing  all  sorts  of  antics.  Xever  was 
there  such  a  noise  in  a  sick  gentleman's  bed-chamber  before. 

A  smart  knock  at  the  street-door,  suddenly  interrupted  Mr.  Bob 

Phillpots  at   "  rifle,  rob,  and  plun "   and  an  immediate  sLleuce,  as 

if  by  general  consent,  pervaded  the  chamber. 

"  That  is  my  Aunt's  knock,"  said  Tom,  higlily  amused  at  the 
anxious  and  listening  attitudes  of  his  boisterous  friends, 

"  We  must  be  off,  Tom,"  said  the  whole  party  in  a  breath.  *'  Never 
do  to  be  found  up  here ;  we  must  be  off  like  steam — the  chevavx  de 
frise  will  impale  us  upon  the  spot.  Good-bye,  old  fellow;  look  shai^p, 
Bob,  here  she  conies." 

And  all  the  party  leaned  over  the  bed,  and  held  out  their  hands  to 
Tom  to  be  shaken  at  once. 

Before,  however,  they  could  make  their  escape.  Aunt  Lucy  entered  the 
room;  and  greatly  surprised  she  seemed  to  be  at  the  company  assembled. 
Tom  introduced  tliem  severally,  and  Aunt  Lucy  treated  them  each  to 
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a  very  chilly  ackiioNvlt'd^inuiit,  and  iliiiiuiIliI  iluin  d  llie  doctor's  luost 
ponitivc  orders,  that  their  I'riend  sliould  he  kept  pertectly  (juiet. 

Harry  Uattlctoii  immediately  hid  the  fiddle,  and  protested  he  Nsas 
the  (piietcst  fellow  in  the  world,  as  ilid  all  the  rest  of  the  party.  Aunt 
Lucy  smiled,  and  gracefidly  howed  them  down  stairs  ;  and  then  treated 
Tom  to  a  leni^thened  dissertation  upon  the  rudeness  and  audacity  of  his 
accjuaintances  in  venturing;  into  his  chandjer,  in  spite  of  her  repeated 
orders  to  the  contrary.  JShe  then  sat  down  and  removed  her  bonnet, 
protesting  that  she  had  never  heen  so  tired  in  Wv  life. 

Aunt  Lucy  had  been  to  Covent  Garden  Market,  and  purchased  some 
fruit;  to  the  fishmonger's,  and  pnrchaseil  some  lish;  and  had  sorely 
ollended  both  the  tradesmen  l)y  ollering  them  much  less  than  the  value 
of  the  articles — for  Aunt  Lucy  was  a  saving  and  careful  body,  and  was 
very  nuu-h  imljued  with  tlu-  idea  that  all  London  tradesmen  are  most 
abominable  rogues,  and  always  ask  twice  as  much  for  an  article  as 
it  is  intrinsically  worth ;  and  she  had,  moreover,  insisted  upon  her 
purchases  being  sent  home  with  her,  in  order  to  prevent  the  possibility 
of  their  being  changed  for  others  of  inferior  value.  She,  therefore, 
made  her  a[)pearance  in  Jcrmyn  Street,  attended  ity  a  very  elegant 
specimen  of  a  *15iddy — the  basket-Wdinan,'  and  a  grinning  fishmonger's 
boy.  The  '  monkey  of  a  boy'  had  wickedly  amused  himself  all  the 
way,  to  the  good  lady's  extreme  anxiety  and  annoyance,  by  walking 
on  so  briskly  in  front,  that  she  very  often  more  than  half-suspected  he 
was  going  to  make  off  with  the  fish,  and  trotted  on  w  ith  all  her  might 
in  conscfpiencc  to  keep  up  with  him;  so  that  between  watching  the 
young  piscator  in  advance,  and  beckoning  to  the  ancient  Pomona  who 
was  loitering  in  the  rear,  |)oor  Awnt  Lucy,  when  she  arrived  at  her 
own  door,  was  very  much  out  of  breath,  anil  heartily  tired  of  her 
marketing,  and  said  that  she  always  suspected  the  London  j)eople 
were  cheats,  but  now  she  was  (piite  certain  of  it,  and  jirotested  that 
she  woidd  not  live  among  them  if  they  would  give  lier  the  world. 
However,  when  dinner-time  came,  Jis  both  the  fish  and  the  fVuit  proved 
excellent,  she  relented  a  little,  and  acknowledged  that  after  all  London 
was  the  place  to  get  things  good,  if  you  could  but  find  honest  folks  to 
deal  with,  and  blessed  the  discrimination  which  had  led  her  to  the  tv\o 
respectable  houses  for  her  morning's  purchases. 

Tom  of  course  came  in  for  the  whole  history  of  the  bargains,  from 
her  first  having  been  smitten  with  the  articles  as  they  lay  teniptingly 
displayed  iipon  their  respective  b(»ards  up  to  the  time  of  their  anival  at 
the  door,  together  with  the  luiimateJ  discussiuu  between  Biddy  the 
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bnskpi-woman  and  Ik  rMclf,  touching  a  Koprningly  OTercbargfd  »ixpence 
upon  tlio  pari  of  that  feminine  fnnrtionary,  and  which  terminated,  m 
nil  Huch  haltlcs  invariably  do,  in  favonr  of  the  most  ragged  of  the 
(liHputants:  and  then  Annt  liUcy  had  had  another  very  aggravating 
adventure.  Not  liaving  been  in  London  Hinee  Mr.  Sljillibeer  had  con- 
ferred his  omnibuH  favours  upon  its  inhabitantR,  ^hc  had  only  become 
acquainted  >vith  the  cu«toms  of  thesf;  veliicles  by  hearsay,  and  had 
some  idea  that  they  were  bound  to  take  passengers  when  and  where 
the  said  passengers  pleased,  after  the  fasliion  of  hackney  coaches. 
Taking  it  into  lier  licad,  therefore,  to  purchase  her  fish  at  Hungerford 
Market,  she  put  herself  into  a  *  Buss  '  in  Oxford  Street,  stating  most 
particularly  where  she  was  to  be  set  down,  without  knowing  exactly  the 
direction  of  the  Market,  and  waited  very  patiently  until  the  conductor 
should  inform  her  of  the  termination  of  the  journey,  which  he  did 
by  turning  her  out  at  Mile  End,  and  insisting  upon  being  paid  an 
extra  sixpence  for  the  whole  chstance,  and  not  answering  her  very 
politely  either  when  she  remonstrated  with  him  upon  lus  impropriety 
in  running  away  with  a  lady  in  so  scandalous  a  manner.  Tlie  driver 
had  also  indulged  in  a  race  with  a  rival  vehicle,  and  had  smashed  in 
the  panels  of  a  gentleman's  carriage,  and  upset  a  cab  in  the  City,  and 
had  got  into  a  very  noisy  and  desperate  quarrel  with  the  by-standers 
on  that  account,  most  especially  with  one  gentleman,  who  wanted  to 
take  his  number,  but  who  could  not  take  his  number  notwithstanding, 
without  first  of  all  fighting  him  for  it,  which  the  gentleman  declined  to 
do,  and  wished  to  hand  the  case  over  to  the  police, — but,  as  the  poUce 
were  not  present  until  all  the  row  and  turmoil  had  nearly  subsided, 
they  declined  interfering  with  the  matter,  telling  the  gentleman  he  had 
better  apply  to  a  magistrate;  which  was  doubtless  very  good  advice; 
but  as  the  gentleman  was  obliged  to  leave  town  for  Hamburg  the 
following  morning,  it  was  not,  upon  the  whole,  perhaps,  a  very  efficient 
method  of  proceeding. 

Tom  condoled  with  his  Aunt  upon  all  her  mishaps,  and  promised 
soon  to  initiate  her  into  some  of  the  most  approved  methods  of  deal- 
ing with  London  tradesmen,  and  managing  locomotion  with  better 
comfort  to  herself,  and  equal  profit  to  the  proprietors,  and  delighted 
her  much  by  his  improved  state  of  health  and  spirits. 

Another  week  passed,  during  which  Mr.  Erasmus  "\iMiittlebury  regu- 
larly called  to  enquire  after  Tom's  health,  without  his  having  been 
made  acquainted  with  the  cii'cumstauce. 

Now,  it  may  seem  very  strange  all  this  time,  (ueai'ly  a  month  having 
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elapsed,)  tbat  Aunt  Lucy  should  not  once  have  alluded  to  the  fact  of 
Mr.  Whittlebury's  calling,  or  even  mentioned  his  name.  One,  and  her 
principal  reason,  no  doubt,  for  not  touching  upon  this  delicate  subject, 
was  her  extreme  anxiety  to  avoid  every  thing  which  might  bring 
("aroline  to  her  dear  Nephew's  memory,  knowing  the  excitable  nature 
of  his  feelings,  and  the  mortal  certainty  of  being  submitted  to  the 
thime  of  his  argumentative  ehKpience  if  that  young  lady's  name  were 
once  introduced.  The  other  reason  Aunt  Jjucy  somehow  did  not 
exactly  know  herself,  except  perhaps  that  she  had  a  dislike  to  mention 
the  nameof  Whittlebury ;  however,  she  was  highly  delighted  at  iinding 
her  patient  so  much  better,  and  very  sagely  prophcsiiil  his  entire  re- 
covery in  another  fortnight,  provided  he  would  not  be  obstinate,  and 
would  be  entirely  guided  by  her,  and  remain  in  bed  a  little  while 
longer;  to  which  Tom  responded  this  time,  for  a  wonder,  without 
any  display  of  his  rhetoric,  by  turning  very  unexpectedly  out  of  bed 
the  next  morning,  and  dressing  himself  with  the  assistance  of  Mr. 
Jones,  the  barber, — (hair-dresser,  we  mean,) — to  whose  tonsorian  mani- 
pulations he  had  as  usual  been  submitting  himself. 

"  Any  news,  Jones  ?"  said  Tom,  as  he  finished  his  toilet  and  gave 
his  newly-mown  chin  a  comforting  stroke  with  his  left  hand.  Mr. 
Jones,  who  was  a  reilective  and  considering  young  gentleman,  replied 
with  his  usual  ruminative  call  upon  his  memory.  "  Let's  see,  sir. 
No,  sir — none  particuhir,  sir:  only  they  say  tliat  there  is  a  new  bass 
singer  coming  over — Mith  such  a  fine  powerful  voice;  he's  an  Ameri- 
can, I  believe,  sir;  they  say  that  he  split  the  two  top  bars  of  a  fire- 
grate the  other  day,  when  he  happened  to  sing  out  rather  louder 
than  usual ; — but  then  them  Yankees  do  tell  such  lies." 

*'  M'hy,  they  are  rather  given  to  poetic  license  now  and  then,  Jones." 

"  Let's  see,  sir.     Yes,  sir.     Poetic  license,  sir " 

"  Any  one  with  my  Aunt,  when  you  came  up,  Jones?" 

**  Let's  see,  sir.    Yes,  sir.     Smart  elderly  gentleman,  sir.    Mr. 

don't  know  his  name,  sir;  good-looking  gentleman,  sir." 

"  Hear  mel"  said  Tom,  **  I  wonder  wiio  it  can  i)e ;"  and  he  arched 
up  his  eyel)rows  in  some  slight  surprise. 

"Let's  see,  sir,'*  replied  Mr.  Jones — "don't  know,  sir;  l)ut  he's 
often  here  about  this  time  in  the  morning  when  I  call,  sir." 

"  Hallol"  said  Tom,  elevating  his  eyebrows  still  more,  '*  >vhat's  all 
this?" 

**  Let's  see,  sir,"  continued  the  loquacious  .Mr.  Jones  ;  "can't  pos- 
sibly say,  sir." 


'* 'I'lir  ^cnllciiiaii  I     licif  now,   I  tjunk  yon  rani,  Joiich  ?** 

"  L(  t's  Kce — ycH,  kIi;  llial  Ih,  lie  wan  here  when  1  came  up  half  an 
lioiir  ^i),  nil-." 

'•  I'll  go  down  ami  join  tlicni  innfantly.  I  dare  Hay  I  know  \\lio  H 
is.      I  shall  Hcc  you  ai^ain  to-nionow,  Jones." 

"  Let's  SL'C — yes,  sir,"  rc]>li((l  Mr.  Jones.  "  Go(jd  niorninp,  hir;" 
and  down  stairs  skipped  he  of  the  razor  and  strop,  witli  tlie  lively  Klep 
oi'  liis  i)roft'Ssion,  leaving  Mr.  Thomas  Wacfpict  to  nettle  hih  wounded 
arm  a  litllc  more  eonifortahly  into  its  l)lack  silk  sling,  and  Kpeculate 
upon  the  identity  of  his  Aunt's  regular  visiter. 

"  Now  I'll  go  down  and  surprise  my  dear  Aunt,"  said  Master  Tom, 
as  he  prepared  to  desecnd.  *'  1  feel  a  little  unscrewed  or  so,  hut  won- 
derfully hetter.  I'll  he  at  Stamford  Hill  in  a  week  now  ;"  and  slowly 
and  surely  Tom  eomnieneed  his  journey  down  the  corkscrew  staLrease 
leading  to  his  sitting-room. 

Over  the  door  of  Tom's  sitting-room  was  fixed  a  large  round  piece 
of  glass,  having  the  appearance,  from  the  inside  of  the  room,  of  a 
handsome  mirror  set  in  a  smart  gold  frame,  with  little  gilt  knobs 
all  round  it ;  while  in  fact  it  was  nothing  more  than  a  window  or 
borrowed  light,  as  it  is  technically  termed,  thus  ingeniously  contrived 
to  lessen  the  darkness  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase.  When  Tom,  in  his 
careful  descent,  had  arrived  upon  a  level  with  this  little  window,  his 
feelings  were  so  strongly  worked  upon  by  something  he  saw  in  the 
room, — doubtless  his  dear  Aunt  sitting  in  all  the  pride  of  domestic 
happiness,  and  doing  the  honours  of  the  house  to  her  elderly  visiter, 
— that  he  was  completely  overcome,  and  stood  stock  still. 

We  have  known  Nephews  who  have  loved  their  Aunts  very  fondly — 
very  fondly  indeed,  and  who  have  parted  with  them  at  nine  o'clock  in 
the  morning  and  seen  them  again  at  eleven — though  perhaps  not 
through  a  round  pane  of  glass,  and  yet  have  so  far  succeeded  in  mas- 
tering the  exuberance  of  their  joy,  that  a  casual  observer  would  have 
been  led  to  imagine  that  there  was  no  very  extraordinary  love  burning 
in  their  bosoms,  and  that  the  circumstance  of  again  meeting  with 
their  beloved  relations,  after  two  or  three  hours'  separation,  was  a 
matter  in  which  but  slight  feeling  was  called  into  play.  Not  so  how- 
ever with  Tom  :  he  had  parted  affectionately  with  his  Aunt  at  nine 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  was  upon  the  point  of  again  beholding 
her  ;  nay,  he  did  see  her  even  then,  and  the  sight  was  evidently 
too  much  for  him — or  not  enough  for  him,  we  are  not  quite  certain 
which,  for  he  stood  upon  the  stairs  with  neck  outstretched  and  eye 
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tlilaieJ,  lips  sliglitly  piirtod,  and  liis  wliolo  tloineanour  evincing  a 
(lc«i;ree  of  aflfction  totally  unparallfK-d.  We  aiv  also  credibly  informed 
tliat  the  intcrjiction  "  lla!"  escaped  from  his  tongue,  hnt  in  Kcarcely 
an  andii)le  whisper  ;  it  was  very  evident,  however,  that  Tom  was  deeply 
allected  hy  whatever  it  was  he  did  see  in  the  sitting-room;  for  he  stood 
in  the  same  attitude,  and  upon  the  same  spot,  for  some  nunutes,  gazing 
intently  through  the  window,  and  opening  Ins  fine  large  dark  eyes  to 
their  ntnH)st,  and  breathing  shortly,  as  if  he  were  afraid  the  delicious 
picture  before  him  woidd  \anish  befoic  he  had  half  satisfied  his  love 
witii  gazing  upon  it. 

At  least,  we  suppose  all  this  must  have  been  the  result  of  Tom's 
most  fervent  and  liery  love  for  his  Aunt  ;  but  never  having  seen  a  gen- 
tleman undiT  the  cir(un\s(anees  just  relatid,  w c  are  not  enabled  to 
bring  our  usual  test  of  experience  tobear  upon  the  matter,  and  thereby 
settle  the  point  beyond  dispute:  one  thing,  however,  we  )iunj  venture 
upon, — if  any  thing  is  to  be  deduced  fr«im  anything, — that  Tcnn's 
excitement  at  last  beeanu*  so  ungovernable,  and  his  evident  w  i.^h  to 
fly  into  the  room  and  take  his  dear  Aunt  round  the  neck  so  intense, 
that  he  suddenly  desisted  froui  staring  in  at  the  little  w  iiulow,  and 
with  a  self-possession  and  command  highly  ])raiseworthy  resisted  the 
teujptation  ;  and  fearing,  lest  he  should  not  be  able  to  hold  out  if  he 
renuiineil  where  he  was,  fairly  turned  tail  and  bolted  U[)  stairs  to  his 
room  again  ;  when  he  had  safely  arrived  therein,  he  committe«l  an  un- 
provoked assault  upon  his  left  leg  with  his  left  hand,  and  ejaculated 
"Capital!" — doubtless  in  reference  to  the  marvellous  celerity  and 
strength  of  mind  with  which  he  had  accomplished  his  retreat. 

T«)m  instantly  indited  two  epistles,  one  large  and  the  other  small, 
and  smiled  all  the  time,  as  if  letter-writing  were  the  most  exhilarating 
pastime  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  instead  of  being,  as  evervbody  knows, 
more  or  less  a  very  great  bore:  the  larger  epistle,  which  was  addressed 
to  his  Aunts  at  Coddlethorpe,  he  placed  in  his  pocket-book,  ready  for 
an  opportunity  of  sending  it  per  post,  and  the  lesser  one,  addressed  to 
Miss  Caroline  Whiltlebnry,  he  sent  oil'  out  of  hand,  and  by  express, 
seducing  a  juvenile  butcher,  who  was  delivering  a  p(uind-aml  a-half 
of  beefsteaks  at  the  tloor,  from  his  allegiance,  and  bribing  him  with 
the  sum  of  Sixpence  to  undertake  its  delivi-ry  into  the  hands  of  either 
the  young  lady  herself  or  old  I'ob  the  gard«ner, — a  business  which 
the  juvenile  butcher  very  readily  undertook  and  pr(Mnised  most  faith- 
fully to  perform. 
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Tin:    KISS    AM)     I  III.    (  ONMKQrKNCE. 

Tom  li.id  ficarccly  (lispatchcd  his  epintlc,  frc  the  sound  of  retreating 
footslcps  announced  tluit  u  viKiter  wan  (h-Hccnding,  on  hin  uay  <^nt, 
and  Aunt  Lucy  Jit  the  same  time  tri))j)('d  into  Tom'M  room.  There 
was  a  quiet  gentle  bhiHli  lingering  upon  lier  UHually  pale  cheek, 
that  almost  outshone  the  delicate  little  pink  flower  which  had,  on 
this  last  day  or  two,  most  unaccountably  found  its  way  among«t 
the  borders  of  her  cap;  but  the  smile  instantly  fled,  and  the  blufh 
immediately  increased  to  an  alarming  extent,  when  she  beheld  Manter 
Tom  up  and  dressed,  and  walking  about  his  chamber. 

*'  Why,  Tom,  my  dear  boy !  how  very  imprudent  of  you  to  get  up 
so  soon,"  commenced  his  Aunt,  with  some  little  agitation  in  her  voice 
and  manner. 

''  Not  at  all,  Aunty  !"  replied  Tom,  in  a  somewhat  loud  and  jocular 
tone  f(n'  a  sick  man.  "  Not  at  all  I  Why  1  am  getting  quite  strong, 
and  most  abominably  tired  of  my  room,  in  spite  of  my  gentle  nurse. 
Why,  bless  you.  Aunt,  I  mean  to  go  out  for  a  v>alk  to-morrow.  I 
came  down  stairs  just  now,  as  far  as  the  sitting-room  door" — (Here 
Aunt  Lucy  gave  a  very  palpable  start,  and  popt  her  head  and  shoulders 
forthwith  into  the  clothes-press) — Tom  paused,  and  smiled  rather 
wickedly,  and  then  resumed, — '^  I  came  down  stairs,  as  far  as  the 
sitting-room  door,  but  hearing  that  you  were  engaged  with  some  old 
woman  or  other,  I  trotted  off  again." 

Aunt  Lucy  coloured  up  in  the  clothes-press  so  completely  that  the 
little  pink  flower  in  her  cap  must  have  suffered  a  total  eclipse,  and 
commenced  a  very  diligent  search  for  some  phantom  article  of  wearing 
apparel.  Now  why  should  Aunt  Lucy  have  blushed  so  deeply,  and 
begun  to  search  so  industriously  for  that  which  she  well  knew  was 
not  to  be  found?  Was  it  because  she  had  hidden  something  from 
her  darling  Tom  with  which  it  was  not  proper  for  him,  in  his 
present  state  of  health,  to  be  acquainted  ? — or  was  it  really  after 
all  some  daring  and  desperate  old  woman,  disguised  in  a  broad- 
brimmed  hat  and  black  coat,  and  ditto  continuations,  and  bent 
upon  some  momentous  errand,  the  secret  whereof  was  only  confided 
to  her  gentle  ear,  who  was  with  her  ? — or  was  it  the  provoking  air  of 
intelligence  which  seemed  all  of  a  sudden  to  have  illuminated  her  dear 
Nephew's  physiognomy,  which  unnerved  her  so  much,  and  caused 
all  this  trepidation  ? — or  was  it — but  it  matters  but  little  what  it  was  : 
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there  ivas  however  somethinf^,  and  Aunt  Lucy  fill  particularly  uncom- 
fortable, aiul  allcctionatcly  wished  her  dear  Nephew  at  '*  Jericho."  She 
did  not  however  avail  herself  of  the  cxcumc  thus  ingeniously  thrown 
out  by  Tom — of  *  the  old  woman,'  for  that  would  be  equivocation,  and 
to  that  she  would  not  stoop.  She  must  iiave  had  some  very  secret 
and  silent  reason  now,  for  not  letting  Tom  know  of  Mr.  Krasmus 
^Vhittk'bury'8  daily  ailectionate  in([uiries  after  him  :  but  whatever  it 
might  have  been,  she  was  evidently  in  a  dilemma:  so  she  attempted  to 
compromise  the  matter  with  her  conscience,  and  said,  "  Well  f"  and 
**Ah!"  and  "Yes  I"  in  answer  to  Tom's  remarks.  Her  conscience 
however  considered  that  she  was  eciuivocating,  when  she  thus  spake, 
and  would  not  be  compromised  with  anil  cheated  in  any  such  way, — 
so  waited  until  she  had  taken  her  head  out  of  the  clothes-press,  and 
then  sent  its  tell-tale  blushes  up  into  lu  r  face  faster  and  redder  than 
ever. 

Tom  marked  his  advantage,  and  most  wickedly  and  delightedly  en- 
joyed it ;  and  in  order  somewhat  to  allay  his  dear  Aunt's  confusion, 
suddenly  exclaimed,  that  he  felt  it  very  unkind  of  the  Whittleburys 
not  to  have  asked  after  him — even  once — during  the  whole  time  of  his 
illness. 

'*  Oh  !  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Wniittlehury  has  called  several 
times,"  said  Aunt  Lucy,  "and  I  told  him  you  were  getting  on  very 
well  :"  and  she  turned  her  head  once  more  into  the  clothes-press,  for 
she  thought  Tom  was  looking  at  her — but  he  was  not  ;  he  steadily 
persisted  in  looking  another  way,  lest  by  any  sudden  burst  of  merri- 
ment he  should  spoil  his  sport. 

"  The  gentleman  called  last  Monday,"  continued  Aunt  Lucy  from 
the  clothes-j)ress,  teeling  it  necessary,  for  some  undefined  reason,  to 
continue  the  subject,  as  Tom  remained  silent ;  liut  she  did  not  say 
that  *the  gentleman'  had  been  there  that  very  morning. 

It  is  very  astonishing  the  deal  of  trouble  that  ensues  after  some 
slight  deviation  from  the  straight  path  of  veracity,  and  how  nuicli 
more  inclined  we  are  to  persist  in  the  disagreeable  track,  mending  and 
botching  as  we  go,  rather  than  turn  boldly  round  and  confess  our- 
selves in  the  wrong.  Here  was  Aunt  Lucy  in  a  (piandary,  all  in  a 
trepidation  and  a  fuss,  and  all  over  blushes,  and  with  her  head  in 
a  clothes-press, — and  all  because  she  had  yielded  to  the  temptation 
of  silently  denying  Mr.  Whittlel)ury's  visits  to  her  Nephew.  Poor 
Aunt  Lucy!  how  particularly  warm  she  felt,  and  uncomfortable  at  the 
result  of  her  prevarication. 
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"Well,  Aunt,  Mild  ii(»\v  do  yon  like  .Mr.  \\liitthl>iiry  .'  Nice  old 
A'llow,— is  lie  not  r*  .saiil  'V<>u\,  after  a  vlij^lit  paiiHC  in  the  converHa- 
lion,  and  n  l'icmI  rustling  in  tin-  clotlic.H-prcKH. 

"  I  do  not  think  liiin  old,  'riiorna.-*,  by  any  incnnB,'*  rfplicd  Aunt 
Lucy. 

"  Not  ol<l  !  Annty — wliy  lie's  ei^^lit-and-forf  y,  at  the  leant  !  lint  he'n 
a  fanious  favonrite  witli  the  ladies  neverthelesM.  Nowv^hat  fun  it 
would  1)C — and  1  shouhl  not  at  all  wonder  at  it — if  he  were  to  take  a 
fancy  to  you.      IIow  pleasant  it  would " 

"  Do  not  talk  nonsense,  Tom,"  interruj)ted  Annt  Luey,  making 
another  de.^^porato  attempt  to  bury  her.^elf  alive  in  the  clothes-presn. 

*' Yes,  but, — don't  you  see,"  persisted  Master  Tom,  "  if  you  were 
to  marry  i\Ir.  W.,  and  I  M^ere  to  marry  my  dear  Caroline,  you  would 
have  the  felicity  of  being  my  Mother-in-law  as  well  as  my  Aunt.^" 

Aunt  Lucy  pounced  upon  this  sentence  like  a  hawk  in  full  flight, 
withdrew  herself  from  the  press  instantly,  faced  about,  and  riirht  fear- 
lessly and  gladly  turned  the  tables  upon  her  tormenting  Nephew, — by 
begging  him,  with  infinite  gravity  and  impressiveness,  never  to  mention 
that  young  lady's  name  again  in  conjunction  with  his  own,  as  both 
herself  and  her  sisters  had  determined,  after  very  mature  considera- 
tion, that  any  connexion  with  the  family  of  the  Whittleburys  was 
totally  nnd  for  ever  out  of  the  question,  and  not  to  be  entertained  for 
a  single  moment. 

"  No — but  Aunt  Lucy "  began  Tom,  in  his  u.sual  argumentative 

style. 

"  Yes ! — but  Mr.  Thomas/'  exclaimed  his  Aunt,  "  once  again  I  tell 
you  w^e  will  not  hear  of  it;  and  so  let  that  suffice.  I  declare  I  am 
getting  quite  angry  with  you." 

Tom  commenced  walking  up  and  down  his  room,  very  much  dis- 
turbed by  this  sudden  onslaught  of  the  besieged,  raiding  his  hand 
every  now  and  then  in  a  deprecatory  manner,  as  his  Aunt  ran  on  with 
her  somewhat  voluble  attack  upon  the  object  of  his  affections.  She 
continued  in  the  same  strain  for  some  minutes  wdtli  untiring  perse- 
verance, despite  all  Tom's  imploring  looks,  stopping  him  every  time 
he  evinced  any  symptom  of  answering,  and  finally  closed  the  subject 
by  a  victorious  retreat,  after  having  not  only  raised  the  siege  but  beaten 
the  assailant  to  boot. 

Tom  looked  after  her,  as  she  vanished,  shrugged  up  his  shoulders, 
and  confessed  to  himself  that  hi^  dear  Aunt  had  fairly  silenced  him. 
**  Wliat  a  blushing  countenance   she   had   though,  when    she  with- 
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drew  licr  head.  Kow  she  must  liave  wished  inc  nt  her  luvourite 
*  Joricho,' "  said  'roin.  Ilt-ro  Ik*  \vas  taken  willi  a  iiiost  Niolent  and 
undutiful  paroxysm  of  winking  and  lan^hini:.  "  It  will  Ix-  a  mali-li 
tliough, — that'd  decided.  I  saw  OM  W  liittli-hnry  ki.ss  lur  haml;  and 
she  did  not  box  his  ears  :  uneomnnndy  conscious  she  >vn.s  too — and 
very  sly  into  the  hargain.  OIj,  .\nnty — -\unty  I  tliis  will  be  news  f.tr 
Coddlethorpe." 

Tom,  ftK  soon  a?i  he  Inid  recovercil  the  command  of  his  countenance, 
descended,  and  found  his  Aunt  sitting  in  tlie  parlour.  'I'liat  hidy  liad 
also  recovered  tlio  comnnind  of  'wr  countenance,  and  tliey  sat  very 
comfortal)ly  together,  one  on  each  side  the  taldc.  Aunt  JiUcy  was  in 
till' act  of  congratulating  lu-r  \e])hew  upon  his  lirst  ap[)earance  down 
stairs,  after  so  long  an  absence,  when  a  knock  at  the  iloor  caused  her 
suddenly  to  stop. 

•*  What's  the  matter?"  said  Tom. 

"  Xothing,"  said  .Vunt  \au'\',  siill  listening  and  half  rising  from 
her  chair. 

"  I  should  not  at  all  wonder,"  sai*l  Tom,  "  if  that  were  Mr.  \\  hit- 
tlebury  returned  for  his  glove — that  one  on  the  corner  of  the  table 
thrre.'' 

**  (ilovc — bless  me!  Oh!  Yes.  You  can  give  it  him,  Tom,  Mhile  I 
run  up  stairs  for  a  minute." 

"  \\  hy,  .Aunt,  I  thought  you  said  he  was  here  last  Monday,"  sai*! 
Tom,  giinning  like  a  monkey;  "  auil  there  it  has  been  lying  ever 
since,    I   suppose." 

Aunt  Lucy  did  not  wait  the  conclusion  of  Tom's  sppcch,  but  C(uu- 
menced  a  ])recipitate  retreat  towards  the  door,  just  as  the  })arty  had 
h;'en  ailmitted  from  without:  and  it  .so  happened  that  it  wv/v  Mr.  Whit- 
tlebury,  ami  also  that  he  had  returiuNl  lor  his  glove.  How  it  came  that 
he  had  never  missed  it  until  he  had  reached  Charinc:  Cro.ss,  is  a  cir- 
eumstance  unaccounted  for;  and  it  also  happened  thai  the  old  irentle- 
man  having  become  familiari/.i'd  with  the  ways  of  the  house, — a.s  a  man 
will  do  after  having  been  in  the  habit  of  squeezing  the  door  handles 
for  a  month  or  so, — walked  straigiit  up  to  the  door  of  the  sitting  room, 
and  laid  hands  upon  the  bright  brass  knob  thereof,  just  as  Aunt  Lucy 
did   the  same  upon  the  opposite  side. 

\ow  .\iint  laicy  wa.<»  evidently  in  a  twitter,  and  for  a  moment 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  whether  the  door  opened  inwards  or  out- 
wards,— a   state    of    confusion    not    lik«dy  to   be   much    improviil    by 
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nnotlirr  ))cr«on  ]mvln(v  sfont  hold  of  ilio  linndlo  nnd  turning  it  in  one 
ilircclioM  (fvcry  tiiiu!  hIic  cssayrd  to  turn  in  tlw  opposite. 

*'  TircHonK!  door  I"  snid  Annt  Lticy,  from  the  inMidc. 

"  Drat  tlicdoor!"  Kftid  ol^l  .Mr.  \\  hitthfhnry,  from  the  outwido,  cjuitp 
ns  nmch  troubled  to  nceouiil  for  the  (hflieulty  ait  the  lady. 

At  Inaf,  both  suddenly  wa.xing  impatient  and  hot,  and  equally 
lal>ourinp;  under  tjie  idea  tliat  the  door  had  taken  unto  itself  a  tit  of 
*  stiekinj^,' — a  eoniplaint  oceasionaliy  afllieting  the  doorn  of  lod^injr- 
houses, — gave  it  a  hearty  and  desperate  impetus,  both  in  the  nanie  di- 
rection and  at  tlie  self-same  moment. 

Open  ilcw  the  door!  Out  flew  Aunt  Lucy!  In  flewMr.  i^asmuH 
AVIiittlcbury, — or  ratlier  he  would  liave  done  so,  had  it  not  happened 
that  he  received  the  lady  in  his  arms! 

The  old  gentleman,  in  the  hurry  of  his  entry  and  in  the  flurry  of 
the  moment,  did  not  see  Tom ;  and  to  that  accident,  together  with  the 
circumstance  of  there  still  lingering  in  his  heart  the  remains  of  some 
few  early  habits  of  gallantry,  and  also  to  the  surprise  of  so  unexpect- 
edly finding  an  agreeable  lady  in  his  arms,  must  be  ascribed  the  fact 
that  he  did,  designedly  and  knowingly,  and  with  his  full  senses  about 
him,  actually  kiss  Mr.  Thomas  Racquet's  maiden  Aunt,  ticicey  before 
she  could  disengage  herself,  and  that  too  under  the  very  eyes  of 
Mr.  Thomas  Racquet  himself. 

Now^  to  kiss  a  maiden  Aunt  at  all,  is  a  feat  requiring  some  courage  and 
presence  of  mind  ;  but  to  kiss  one  in  the  presence  of  a  m  ag  of  a  Nephew, 
requires  a  degree  of  coohiess  and  consideration  almost  unparalleled, 
as  any  gentleman  will  find  who  may  happen  to  try  the  experiment  : 
however,  it  is  no  use  talking,  old  Mr.  Whittlebury  kissed  Aunt  Lucy, 
and  that  is  all  about  it ;  and  Tom  both  saw  him  and  heard  him  do  it 
into  the  bargain. 

"  A  palpable  kiss,  by  Jove!"  said  Tom,  as  the  double  report  reached 
his  ear  ;  ''and  came  properly  off  with  a  sweet  and  a  melodious  twang. 
The  kiss,  which  is  said  to  have  startled  the  woods  of  Aladeira,  was 
nothing  to  it!"  Aunt  Lucy  vanished  ;  and  old  Mr.  AMiittlebury  started 
and  turned  round  scowling  and  angry,  and  met  the  smiling  and  de- 
lighted physiognomy  of  ^Ir.  Thomas  Racquet,  who  rose  from  his  chair, 
and  very  politely  handed  him  a  seat. 

An  old  gentleman,  when  suddenly  caught  in  the  act  of  kissing  a 
young  gentleman's  Aunt — judging  fi'om  Mr.  AAliittlebuiy's  appearance 
just  at  this  moment — must  feel  himself  in  rather  an  embarrassing 
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prcdicftmcnt,  the  more  especially  as  youni^  {gentlemen  are  in  a  slij^ht 
ilegrt'c  given  to  ([uizziiii^  their  Keniois,  uinU'r  these  eireinnstauees,  iu- 
Ktead  of  respeetrully  Htantliny;  hy  ami  protitinj^  hy  their  i'\ain})le.  Aunts, 
likewise,  we  opine,  if  they  he  doomed  to  Ik*  kissi-d  at  all,  would  alnmst 
prefer  Nuhmittin;^  to  the  operation  rather  without  the  presenn*  of 
their  Nephews  than  with  it  ;  maiden  aunts  and  ohl  gentlemen  both 
holding  such  nonsensieal  ceremonies  in  such  absolute  and  supreme 
contempt,  that  m)thing  short  of  the  direst  necessity  can  possibly  in- 
«luce  lliem  to  siibniit  to  so  pernicious  a  eustom,  i'\en  w  lien  by  lliem- 
Helves;  but  to  be  eaiiglit  in  llie  voluntary  perpetration  of  such  au 
enormity — oh  ye  powers! — but  it  /.v  aggravating  in  the  last  degree! 
liy  our  conscience,  but  it  causes  the  young  oik's  to  griunble  and  swear 
not  a  little! — at  least  the  masculine  nu)iety  of  the  pair;  but  tlm  elder- 
lies — if  they  ro?/A/ cram  the  Thames  'funnel  with  gunpowder,  and  in- 
sert the  unlortuuate  intruder  into  one  eml  of  it,  wtndd  they  not  lire 
the  other,  and  forthwith  blow  him  away  for  ever,  without  the  slightest 
compunction  or  hesitation!  Of  a  verity,  they  would;  a!ul  be  right 
glad  of  the  opportunity  into  the  bargain.  Whether  this  greater  ile- 
gree  of  irascibility,  evinced  by  the  elders,  arises  from  the  fact  of  their 
not  lieing  nutiiciently  in  i)ra(liee  to  stand  the  sei  iit  ini/ing  eye  of  tinii- 
juniors,  or  whether  it  be  tliat  they  are  in  possession  ot'  some  patent 
nu'thod  of  performing  the  ceremony,  the  whicli  they  do  not  wish  in- 
fringi'd,  is  a  nnitter  which  Mill  remnin,  we  dare  say,  Homi'  little  time 
longer  in  obscurity. 

Mr.  Whittlcbnry  looked  lemons  at  Mr.  Thomas  Kaccput,  as  he  seated 
himself  in  the  proifered  chair,  and  extended  his  cane  across  his  knees 
with  both  hands. 

Mr.  Thomas  Hacquet  seated  himself  also,  carelessly  throwing  one 
h'g  over  the  other;  ami  at  once  perceiving  that  the  old  gentleman  felt 
himself,  as  the  phrase  goes,  'set  fast,'  determined  to  imlulge  him  with 
the  full  benefit  of  his  coid'usion,  by  leaving  him  to  commence  thr  con- 
versation—  if  conversation  there  were  t(j  be — by  himself.  Old  .Mr. 
Whittlebury,  however,  seenuMl  in  no  hurry  to  address  his  smiling  h«)st ; 
so  both  sat  silent  for  some  few  moments — the  om*  iVom  pure  >\  i<"ked- 
ness,  ami  the  other  fron\  sheer  inability  to  proceed;  and,  nuireover, 
half  choking  w  ith  anger  and  surprise. 

('u|)id,  or  Hymen — or  sonu'lxidy  else,  whoever  it  may  happen  ti»  bo 
under  whose  supi*rintendemT  the  love-nmking  and  kissing  ilepartment 
of  the  elderly  folk  is  placed. — no  doubt  took  umbrage  at  the  fun  the 
young    gentleman    felt   iucliued    to   make  (»f  the    little  sacrilice  just 
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r)(r('rf(l  al  liis  sljiiiu',  nnd  feeling  liiiiiHelf  nn  it  were  Hurc  of  tlie 
Nvoisliip  of  .Mr.  'i'liomas  wliellier  or  no,  ami,  moreover,  ronKJderinjr 
liiiiiscir  ill  some  measure  ijijiired  l)y  the  irreverence  with  whieli  hi 
lonj^-tricd  ciidcavourH  upon  tlie  more  Hcdate,  nnd,  conKequently,  more 
dillieuh  hcarl  of  Mr.  Whittlchury,  were  treated,  and  that,  too,  just  in 
the  very  moment  of  his  glorious  victory, — determined  to  punish  Mr. 
Thomas  Itarrpiet  for  this  malicious  enjoyment  of  his  antique  votary's 
(jonfiisioM,  and  so  at  once  suspended  the  elderly  gentleman'8  powers 
of  utterance,  and  at  the  same  time  pumjjed  all  the  sliglit  stock  of 
patience  out  of  the  hosom  of  the  younger,  an<l  then  immediately 
tempted  him  to  commence  the  conversation,  hy  inducing  liim  to  in- 
quire after  the  health  of  Miss  Caroline,  the  dearly  beloved  mistresH 
of  his  heart  and  affections. 

*'  I  hope  your  daughter  is  well,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Thoma.s  Racquet. 

"  My  daughter  is  not  well,  sir,"  said  Mr.  \Vhittlebury,  in  reply, 
grasping  his  stick  very  hard,  and  glaring  most  aw  fully  at  his  inter- 
rogator. "  My  daughter  is  not  well,  sir;  and  has  not  been  well  for 
some  time  past,  sir.  She  has  been  insulted  and  trifled  with — and  de- 
ceived, and  made  a  fool  of  by  a  young  fellow,  sir,  of  idle  and  dissipated 
habits;  and  it  seems  to  have  cost  her  some  pain  and  exertion  to  have 
forgotten  him,  sir — and  discarded  him,  sir;  and  she  is  almost  ashamed 
of  herself  for  having  for  a  moment  been  deluded  into  the  belief  that  a 
sw^aggering  night-brawder  could  be  in  the  slightest  degree  worth  her 
notice,  sir!" 

Now  Tom  had  not  at  all  looked  for  such  a  choleric  display  on  the 
part  of  the  old  gentleman,  and  was  proportionably  taken  aback  by  the 
same.  He  had  calculated,  as  he  did  upon  his  well  remembered  visit  to 
Coddlethorpe,  on  having  the  be.<t  of  the  laugh  to  himself;  the  fun,  there- 
fore, which  he  had  expected  to  extract  from  the  accident  of  the  kiss, 
melted  into  air,  and  the  radiance  of  his  countenance  gradually  dis- 
appeared as  this  thunder-clap  roared  about  his  ears;  and,  in  one  short 
moment,  he  felt  himself  reduced  to  the  exact  state  into  which  he  had 
intended  to  subdue  the  old  gentleman, — namely,  a  state  of  ridiculous 
perplexity:  in  short,  Tom  had  caught  a  Tartar,  and  did  not  like  the 
feel  of  him  in  the  least,  and  looked  very  blank  in  consequence. 

The  old  o-entleman  was  incensed  beyond  measure  at  the  young:  one's 
audacity  and  impudence,  in  having  been  present  at  the  moment  of  his 
kissing  the  lady,  an^  w^axed  hotter  and  hotter  in  temper,  and  redder 
and  redder  in  the  face  as  he  thought  of  it,  until  at  last,  to  use  Tom's 
expression,  he   '  peppered  away,'  both  at  him  and  everything  in  the 
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room,  in  such  a  style  that  mortal  patience  coulil  scarcely  endure  the 
infliction.  The  pictures  of  the  two  youni;  ladies  in  the  semi-trans- 
parent (lra[)eries,  were  slignnitized  hy  no  very  complimentary  epithets, 
and  their  luckless  owner  asked  what  modest  and  decent  younjj;  woman 
could  al)ide  such  atrocities;  the  boxing  gloves  were  called  mere  em- 
blems of  blackguardism  and  brutality;  the  foils,  the  gun,  the  long-bow, 
the  bat,  but  so  many  symptoms  of  idleness  and  dissipation;  the  books, 
the  magazines,  the  llutt — everything  came  in  for  its  share  of  the 
storm,  until  a  stray  play-bill  or  two  turned  the  current  to  the  theatre, 
and  thence  by  an  easy  digression  to  the  ale  and  the  oysters,  and, 
finally,  to  Mr.  Tom  Smith  and  the  police-ollice ;  at  which  climax 
the  hurricane  broke  with  such  terrific  fury,  that  ])()or  Tom  was 
completely  non-plussed.  This  last  was  a  subject  upon  which  the 
old  gentleman  had  long  promised  his  young  friend  a  sound  dress- 
ing, and  which,  at  the  present  moment,  seemed  to  come  most 
fortuitously  to  his  aid,  just,  in  fact,  as  he  was  wondering  how  he 
sli  )uld  keep  up  the  storm  until  he  had  recovered  his  glove,  and 
made  his  exit,  without  giving  Tom  time  to  reply,  or  nnike  any 
renuu'ks  concerning  the  little  passage  of  gallantry  just  ])erf(.)rmed. 
In  this,  as  will  be  perceived, — he  fidly  succeeded;  for  Tom,  awed 
by  the  severity  of  his  nianni-r,  and  a  little  weak  withal  iVom  his  long 
confinement,  readily  bent  to  the  blast,  and  but  just  found  breatli 
enough,  before  the  door  slanuned  after  old  Mr.  Whittlebury,  to  say 
something  about  **  kissing  my  Aunt ;"  the  which  words  must  have  been 
sadly  s(pieezed  m  getting  out  of  the  do!>r  in  time  to  reach  the  old  gen- 
tleman's ears,  or  else  must  have  got  through  the  key-hole.  Keach  his 
cars,  however,  they  did,  and  right  smartly  they  nuist  have  tickled 
them  too;  for  the  old  gentleman's  manner  of  progression  uj)  the  street 
partook  more  of  the  character  of  a  run,  than  that  steady  and  stately 
march  proper  for  individuals  of  his  years  and  solidity. 

\N  hilc  all  this  thundi-r  was  being  perfornud  below,  Aunt  Lucy 
was  perfonning  the  rain  above;  and  the  unfortunate  Tom  went  up 
stairs,  after  following  Mr.  Whittlebury  into  the  i)assage,  just  in  time  to 
be  caught  in  the  deluge  of  the  first  shower. 

"Oh,  To'u!  leave  me — leave  mc I"  said  Aunt  Lucy,  crying  as  Tom 
entered. 

"My  dear  Aunt,  I  feel  as  highly  incensed  as  youi*self  at  his  kissing 
you,"  said  Tom  severely. 

"  lie  ditl  not  kiss  \m%  sir,"  said  bi>;  .\unt,  sobbing  very  much.  *'  It 
was  extremely  rude  of  him,  nevertheless,  to  try." 
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"  Well,  never  mind — 'N^liat  if  he  did?  You  know,  Aunt,  you  are  hiiU 
very  liundsomo;   IjcsidcH " 

*'  Hold  your  ((jngin-,  Toni,  and  go  (lown  ntaifH,  do!"  Raid  bin  Aunt, 
villi  a  siani|)  of  t lie  lool.  "  You  arc  aw  impertinent  an  that  htupid  old 
man." 

"Old  man,  Aunt!  Why  you  said  a  little  while  »ince  that  you  did 
not  consider  liini  old." 

Aunt  Luey  instuntiy  boAcd  Toni'H  ear.>  witii  a  very  nmart  ho,\,  and 
pushed  him  out  of  the  room,  totally  regnrdk-KK  of  hih  corporal  safety, 
inasmucii  as  the  top  oj'  iIk-  stairs  came  very  nearly  up  to  the  room- 
door;  and,  avIkii  lie  was  gone,  sat  down  and  finished  the  capital  and 
very  comforting  cry  which  his  entry  had  in  some  measure  interrupt*  fl. 

Full  of  grief  and  vexation,  she  divided  the  onus  of  the  misfortune 
between  her  own  unlucky  stars,  Tom's  sudden  recovery,  and  Old  Mr. 
AVhittlebury's  clumsiness — all  of  which  she  sent,  a«  was  her  custom, 
to  '  Jericho,'  with  unhesitating  good  will.  She  vowed  that  she  would 
pack  up  mstantly,  and  set  off  back  again  to  Coddlethoi-pe  with  all  pos- 
sible dispatch,  and  there  remain  for  ever  excUnh'd  from  the  profane 
gaze  of  man.  "To  think,"  exclaimed  the  poor  lady  in  the  height  of 
her  anger,  and  stamping  almost  furiously  enough  to  have  crushed  a 

daisy; — "  to  think  that — that  Tom  should  have  been 1  declare  I  am 

it  Avas  so  foolish  of  him  not  to  see  there  was  somebody  in  the 

room!  What  will  Cecily  and  Emily  say  to  it  if  it  once  gets  to  their  ears  ? 
And  that  tiresome  Tom  will  be  sure  to  have  some  nonsensical  song  or 
other  about  it:  I  know  he  will — he's  wicked  enough  for  anything!" 
and  Aunt  Lucy  walked  up  and  down  the  room  with  her  handkerchief 
to  her  eyes  in  piteous  perturbation. 

Now  we  mean  to  be  generous,  and  let  our  readers  into  a  little  bit  of 
a  secret,  more  than  half  suspecting  that  if  we  do  not,  they  will  find  it 
out  of  themselves.  The  fact  was,  that  Old  ]\Ir.  Whittlebury  had  more 
than  half  fallen  in  love  with  Aunt  Lucy,  and  had  for  some  days  more 
than  half  made  up  his  mind  to  announce  the  interesting  circumstance 
to  that  lady;  and,  what  is  still  more,  had  most  decidedly  on  that  very 
morning,  during  a  fit  of  more  than  usual  admiration,  actually  more 
than  half  ^popped  the  question,'  and  that,  too,  in  so  sudden  and  ardent 
a  manner,  that  his  fair  charmer  was  not  a  little  alarmed,  not  so  much 
for  her  own  fate,  as  for  the  reception  such  a  piece  of  news  would  be 
likely  to  meet  with  at  the  hands  of  her  sisters, — all  three  ha^  ing  made 
up  their  minds  long  ago,  and  agreed  among  themselves,  to  remain 
single  for  ever. 
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"What  shall  1  do? — what  shall  I  th)?"  fjoliloqiiizcd  poor  Annl 
Lucy.  •*  I  am  siiiv  I  ihiiv  not  tell  I'hnily  and  Ci-cily — in  fact,  1  can- 
not; and  that  Tom,  too!     Whip  the  men!   to  think  1  shouhl  he  taking 

a  fancy  to  any  one  at  my  time  of  life!     lieij^ho!  not  so  ohl  cither 

and  tliat  little  chit  of  a  girl  will  he  wanting  to  marry  Tom,  imme- 
diately. How  tiresome  it  is — how  excessively  provoking!  1  did  not 
exactly  accept  him  though,  that's  one  great  comfort;  hut  how  i  am 
ever  to  get  over  it  all,  I  am  sure  1  do  not  know  ,  one  thing,  however, 
I  am  determined  upon — 1  return  to  the  Hall  to-morrow;  Master  Tom 
is  now  evidently  (piite  well  enough  to  take  care  of  himself;"  and  so 
Aunt  liucy  set  to  work  with  right  good-will  to  get  ready  for  her  de- 
parture. 

"  Here's  a  pretty  mess!"  said  Master  Tom  when  his  .\unt  had  ex- 
pelled him  from  the  room,  and  he  hegau  to  review  the  circumstances. 
**  1  have  totally  spoiled  the  cooing  of  these  two  anti([uc  turtles;  that's 
very  plain.  I  really  helieve  Old  Dad,  that  is  to  he — for  I  will  have 
Carcdine — will  never  forgive  nu'  for  so  inchscreetly  assisting  at  his 
tender  interview;  and  as  to  poor  Aunty,  she  looks  as  if  she  could  eat 
me  alive!  it  will  he  a  tine  piece  of  fun,  though,  if  it  he  managed  pro- 
perly. Oh!  Aunty — Aunty,  you  understand  matters  as  well  as  the 
younger  ones  after  all!  First  catch  a  gentlennui  to  your  mind,  then 
apply  a  little  gentle  warmth,  either  of  eyes  or  smiles — or  both,  and  he 
will  soon  sublimate  and  beconu*  a  lover;  continue  the  warmth  at  a 
little  higher  temperature,  until,  like  a  roasting  chestnut,  he  '  pojjh,' 
then  is  the  time  for  a  little  delicate  management — be  ready,  and  the 
moment  the  pop  takes  place — (shewing  that  he  is  done  enough) — have 
the  retort  ready,  and  condense  him  at  once — he  will  then  become  a 
husband.  Oh!  Aunty — Aunty,  1  am  glad  you  are  canght,  or  have 
caught  somebody  else,  which  is  the  same  thing.  Von  will  hafc  some 
little  mercy  now  upon  poor  Carry,  ami  your  very  atlectionate  Nephew 
Thoma>4;  and,  besides,  it  serves  you  right,  for  all  your  by-gone  cruelty 
to  those  two  extrenudy  interesting  individuals." 

"  Where  are  you  going  to,  .\nner'  shouted  Tom,  as  the  maid-ser- 
vant passed  the  open  door  with  her  btmnet  on. 

•*  Goiug  to  book  a  place  for  to-morrow  morning  in  the  Bedford 
'  Regulator,'  sir.  Miss  Kaccpiet  is  packing  up  her  boxes  now,"  rc- 
[)lied  the  maiden;   *'  she's  going  home  again." 

"  Bless  us!"  said  Tom  to  hiimsclf,  "  what  a  hiirrv  she  is  in  " 
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W'lir-N  Ainic  i('Jiini((l  (loin  Ixiokin;^  tlie  place,  slic  IouikI  a  tall  i»lial;liy- 
loolviiifz;  I'llluNv,  iii  uNsIiitc  lia(,  at  the  st net-door,  Hrrajiiii;^  a  pair  of 
liair  hoots  at  the  scraper,  and  hohliiig  on  hy  tlie  knocker  with  one 
liaiid,  and  the  [»iiie-ai)plc  top  of  the  area  railingn  with  the  other,  Wi  if 
the  operation  Mere  too  much  for  him  witliont  some  support. 

The  straii'^er,  u))on  perceiving  Anne  make  a  full  stop  op)>08ite  liiin, 
Avitli  tlic  latch-key  dangling  from  her  finger,  suddeidy  dehiKtcd  froiri 
his  scra])ing,  and  honoured  her  \vith  a  hew  itching  and  condescending 
smile.  Anne  took  no  notice  of  the  shahhy  gentleman's  blandishment}*, 
but  pushed  hastily  past  him,  applied  her  latch-key,  opened  the  door, 
popped  the  little  basket  with  the  cabbages  in  it  df>\vn  just  inside  the 
passage,  and  then,  secure  upon  her  own  territories,  boldly  faced  about, 
and  demanded  the  gentleman's  business. 

"  Who  did  you  please  to  "want,  sir?"  said  Anne,  with  the  solemnity 
of  a  judge. 

*'  Mr.  Racquet,"  said  the  stranger,  w  ith  another  of  liis  smiles. 

Anne  pointed  Avith  her  thumb,  and  was  just  upon  the  point  of  in- 
forming the  stranger  that  the  half-open  door,  upon  his  right  liand,  led 
to  the  sitting-room  in  mIucIi  that  gentleman  then  was,  when  Tom, 
hearing  his  name  pronounced,  came  forward;  before,  however,  he 
had  crossed  the  room,  the  stranger  had  entered,  in  obedience  to  the 
directing  thumb  of  Anne,  and  closed  the  door  behind  him. 

"Your  name's  Racquet,  sir,"  said  the  gentleman,  seating  himself 
unbidden,  taking  off  his  white  hat,  and  rubbing  up  a  very  sandy 
head  of  hair  into  a  regular  brutus. 

*'  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Tom,  ''so  it  is;"  and  Tom  stared  at  his 
visiter,  uncertain  whether  to  be  ofleuded  at  his  coolness  or  amused  at 
his  impudence. 

*'  Fve  met  you  somewhere,  sir,"  said  the  stranger. 

*'  Very  likely,  sir — I  often  go  there,"  said  Tom,  trying  to  make 
something  out  of  him. 

The  stranger  was  silent ;  the  smile  vanished,  and  a  frown  rolled  out 
of  the  sandy  brutus,  and  covered  his  forehead. 

"  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  your  name,  I  think,  sir,"  said  Tom. 

"  Possibly  not,  sir,"  said  the  stranger.     "  My  name  is  Blink." 

''  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing  upon  what  business  you  have 
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cuHliI,  sir,"    coiitimutl  Tom,  in  tlic  saiiK'  turn-,  aiul  iniitatin<;  the  otV- 
liaiid  niaiiuer  ot'his  viMiliT  in  some  dr^riT*. 

*'  I'ossibly  not,  sir,"   said  tliu  stiani;er.      "  My  business  Milli  noii, 
sir,  ^vill  hu  sonit'lliin;^  to  your  adsaiitaj^i'." 

'*  The  sooner  1  am  in  possession  ol'  it,  the  better  then,  hir,"  .said  Tom. 

*•  Possibly  80,  sir,"  euntiniicil  the  stranger.      "  I  am  a  man  ol' l)usi- 
ncss,  sir." 

"  Do  not  waste  any  more  time  then,  sir,"  said  'i't>m.     "  I'roeeed." 

Tlie  stranger  e\iik'ntly  did  n«it  like  to  l)e  taUen  up  (piite  so  short, 
and  looked  very  sourly  upon  Tom,  and  seemed  to  hesitate  a  little. 
•    "  I'ray  proreed,  sir,"  said  Tom,  very  eoolly;   lor  the  sour  looks  ol'  his 
visiter  aeidulated  his  ow  n  temper  in  some  sli^lit  dej:ree.    The  stranger 
suildeidy  resunu'd,  with  a  (piestion  whieh  nnule  Tom  jumj). 

*♦  You  had  a  father,  sir V 

**  The  liereditary  fashion  of  the  family,    I    Itelieve,  sir,"    said  Tom 
, grimly,  neo\ering  himself. 

"  He  is  (.lead,  sir.'"   said  the  stranger. 

"  lie  is,  sir,"  said  Tom,  beginning  touondei-  what  was  to  come  next. 

"  You  had  a  mother,  sir  .'" 

*'  Well,  sir?"  said  Tom,  slightly  losing  his  temper. 

"She  died  too,  1  believe?"  continued  the  gentleman,  as  coolly  Jts 
possible. 

"May  I  ask,  sir,"  said  Tom,  "what  all  this  int(  rrogatory  is  to 
lead  to ^" 

"  vSoniething  to  your  advantage,  sir,"  brielly  respmided  the  stranger. 

"  She  died  too,   I  believe,  sir.'" 

"  She  did,  sir,"  said  Tom. 

"  Your  parents  left  no  children  but  your.>clf,  sir,  I  believe.'"  said 
the  stranger. 

"  Hight,  sir;"  said  Tom,  "none." 

"  They  died  in  India,  1  believe,  sir  ?"  said  the  stranger. 

"  They  did,  sir." 

"  You  have  three  Aunts,  living  at  Coddlethorpe,  I  believe,  sir?" 

"  I  have,  sir,"  said  Tom. 

"  They  are  in  possession  of  your  property,  sir,  1  brlieve.'" 

Tom  began  to  suspect  that  his  cool  visiter  had  some  sinister 
designs  upon  his  purse;  so  he  jumped  from  his  seat  in  a  rage,  and 
exclaimed: — "  Why,  who  the  devil  are  you,  sir,  and  what  do  you 
mean  by  all  these  injpertinent  iufpiiriesf  You  seem  to  have  made 
yourself  tolerably  intimate  with  mv  family  matters  by  some  means  or 


90  j(jm   uacuuet. 

ollici-.      \\  lial  ;i(l\aiit<'i;xf>   am    I   fo  Ijc  put   m  poBMrssion  of  by  all  ihih 
if)mi(lal)f)iif  cxaiiiiiialmii !"' 

"  K((|)  \(»iir  hiiijxr,  sir,  I  !)(•;;,"  Haid  tlur  Htrangcr,  aii  coolly  a>»  |>oh- 
Kible.  "  I  caiiic  Ik  re  for  your  fulvaiita^c,  HJr,  and  al«o  to  get  a  little 
piece  of  iiifonnalioii  upon  jny  own  accfjunt." 

"  Iiidi'cd,  sir!"  said  Tom,  in  lii;:li  iMdij^oatioii.  "  I  know  not  u/iaf 
you  may  be,  Mr.  I'dink,  oi-  who  you  may  be,  beyond  your  being  a  nionl 
impertinent  vagabond.  Pray  w/ial  inforiuatiou  were  you  Bceking  upon 
your  own  account  f" 

"  You  have  given  me  the  information  I  retjuired,  hir,"  waid  thr 
stranger,  sticking  on  his  white  hat,  and  making  for  the  door. 

**  But  you  have  told  me  nothing  of  the  pretended  advantages,  to 
myself,  sir,"  said  Tom. 

"  Possibly  not,  sir,"  said  the  stranger.  **  Our  interview  ib  at  end, 
and  your  advantages  all  blown  to  the  winds.  Good  morning,  sir — 
there's  my  card.     You  should  have  kept  your  temper,  sir." 

The  stranger  slipped  nimbly  out  of  the  room,  followed  instantly  by 
Tom,  who  intended  to  have  complimented  him  w  ith  a  kick  upon  hi.s 
departure,  if  he  could  have  overtaken  him;  but  he  only  caught  a 
glimpse  of  his  coat-tails  as  they  whisked  out  of  the  street-door,  and 
the  impertinent  stranger  was  oft'.  Tom  opened  the  door,  intending  to 
follow  him,  and  discover,  if  possible,  who  he  was.  But,  to  his  great 
annoyance,  no  person  was  within  sight:  his  visiter  must  cither  have 
evaporated,  or  gone  into  one  of  the  neighbouring  houses. 

Tom  returned  and  read  the  card — Mr.  Jeremy  Blink,  Lyons  Inn, — 
and  then  joined  his  Aunt,  who  had  by  this  time  diied  her  tears,  and 
was  very  busy  packing  up,  to  w  horn  he  related  all  that  had  occurred, 
and  received  from  her  in  return  much  sage  advice  upon  his  deport- 
ment towards  sharpers,  house-breakers,  and  strange  men  in  general. 
Neither  Tom  nor  his  Aunt,  however,  could  give  the  slightest  guess  at 
the  reason  of  the  'fellow's'  calling  and  catechising  Tom  after  the 
fashion  he  had  done;  it  was,  hovrever,  in  one  respect  lucky.  The 
speculations  and  wonderings  in  which  they  both  indulged  respecting 
him,  diverted  their  attention  from  the  subject  which  had  lately  so 
occupied  their  thoughts. 

"  But  you  do  not  mean  to  say  you  are  going,  Auuty,  all  in  such  a 
hurry?"  said  Tom,  suddenly. 

"  Yes,  I  do.  Master  Tom,"  replied  his  Aunt.  "  I  mean  to  go  to- 
morrow, and  I  am  very  sorry  I  did  not  go  yesterday." 

"  Well,  but  Aunty " 
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"  I  will  not  be  argued  with,  Tom." 

"  Yes,  but  iMr.  W  hit " 

**  Be  quiet,  sir." 

'•  iMr.  Whittle " 

Aunt  Luey,  without  waiting  for  the  conclusion  of  the  sentence,  hhot 
away  like  an  arrow,  anil  went  down  stairs  and  h)cked  herself  into  her 
own  room,  and  there  .sat,  until  she  heard  Tom  in  hiis  apartment,  wlien 
she  returned,  and  went  on  witli  her  [)acking. 

Two  lettern,  of  dark  and  Ndlamius  imj)ort,  passed  through  Her  Ma- 
jesty's Post  Otlice  that  night;  out  went  on  ship-board,  and  was  carried 
to  a  far  away  land,  mid  tlie  other  found  its  way  to  a  wretched  litth' 
hovel  in  tlie  North  of  Kngland  ;  and  both  contained  tiie  information 
which  the  cool  stranger  said  he  had  received  from  Mr.  Thomas 
Uac(iuet. 


CllAPTKK   Ml. 


TIIK     FATK    OK    TOMS    NOTK     lO     Ills     1)|;akL\      HKLOVKD AND    A 

JOUUNKV    TO    NVi;STM()RKLAND. 

No^v  old  Mr.  Whittlebury  was  (piite  as  much  annoyed  at  the  events 
of  his  last  visit  to  Jermyn  Street,  as  the  fair  lady  he  had  left  behind 
him,  and,  like  her,  consigned  poor  Tom  to  all  sorts  of  uncomfortable 
places. 

"  Who  tlu'  (Icnil  woidil  lia\e  thought  ol'  that  Tom  being  up  and 
about  just  at  that  unlucky  moment  I "  muttered  the  ohl  gentleman, 
as  he  trotted  down  Charing  Cross,  shouldering  the  people  as  he  went, 
in  very  spite.  "It  will  nnike  things  turn  out  a  little  unlucky;  he 
will  be  sure  to  attack  me  now  more  llercely  than  ever  about  Caroline, 
and  I  am  determined  that  he  shall  not  have  her — at  any  rate,  until  he 
is  a  little  more  steady.  I'll  be  oil'  out  of  town  for  the  summer,  and 
take  her  uith  mel  1  want  to  see  a  little  into  the  ail'airs  of  the  West- 
moreland mineit,  and  it  will  be  a  very  good  excuse,  and  a  good  oppor- 
tunity also;"  and  so  the  old  gentleman  made  hi.s  way  to  the  counting- 
house,  ami  intimated  to  Mr.  Chuck  that  he  had  some  idea  of  sisiting 
the  works  in  (piestion  in  the  course  of  a  day  or  two. 

The  proceedings  of  the  last  month  had  also  not  a  little  perplexed 
the  lluttering  heart  of  the  gentle  Caroline.  The  sudden  regularity  with 
wliich  her  Papa  had  again  taken  to  the  counting-house,  after  having  all 
but  relinquished  its  duties  to  the  indefatigable  Horace  Chuck,  might 
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li;i\c  l>((  M  accomih  •!  lor,  hiif  for  the  circiiiiiHtaiice  that  peopir  lo 
Kitiiu((Ml  arc  not  ;^('ii(  rally  aiixiixis  alioiit  iiiakiii;^  tln-mMclvi-H  jmrliciilai  ly 
'  s|)iii('i','  iiir-rcly  lo  «it  aiiioii;^st  dusty  lilc-i  ainl  old  tiri-lioxes.  *'  Wliai 
(•an  it  nicaii  r'  argued  Candinc  with  iiurrtcdf.  "  NN'hy  hhould  i'a|ia 
all  (»r  a  su(ld(  11  (  vincu  ho  imich  anxiety  ahout  liis  drcbM?  An<l  mIiv 
should  lie  he  always  calling  iu  .)( duvu  Street  and  bringing  nie  Mord 
how  poor  Tom  is  getting  on,  and  yet  persirtt  in  rcfuHiug  him  the 
house?  It  is  very  mysterious.  'J'liere  seems  to  he  a  change  coming 
over  him  too;  he  never  used  to  remain  silent  so  long  over  his  tea  a-s 
he  does  now.'* 

The  young  lady  continued  to  puzzle  herself  after  this  fashion  for 
some  time;  until  her  thoughts,  by  an  easy  transition,  turned  to  Tom 
and  his  siek-cliambcr.  **  Poor  fellow  I"  she  sighed; — (alluding  to  tliat 
little  three-cornered  e})istle,  which  had  worked  such  wonders  when 
delivered  by  Aunt  Lucy;) —  "lie  could  not  answer  it.  I  am  sure  he 
>vould  if  he  had  been  able;  it  is  silly  of  nic  to  tax  him  with  neglect 
and  unkiudness;"  and  Caroline  sat  herself  down,  took  up  her  knitting, 
and  thought  about  Tom  and  his  bad  arm. 

She  had  scarcely  made  half-a-dozen  stitches,  before  her  attention 
■was  drawn  to  the  v.indow  bv  a  rapid  clatter  of  horse's  feet  rimrinic 
down  the  road,  as  if  some  animal  were  galloping  for  very  life. 

"  Somebody  run  away  with  I"  thought  the  young  lady,  rising  and 
approaching  the  window  in  some  trepidation.  Her  fears  were,  how- 
ever, groundless;  there  was  nobody  being  run  away  with,  unless  it 
was  the  short  light  v.in^  savage-looking  little  brute  of  a  pony  himself, 
by  his  own  evil  temper.  Upon  the  back  of  the  little  angry  animal  was 
perched  a  small  individual  in  a  blue  jean  frock  and  red  worsted  night- 
cap, with  a  spur  on  his  right  heel  and  an  empty  butcher's  basket 
before  him — one  of  those  cavaliers  who  ride  any  sort  of  horse,'  at  any 
sort  of  pace,  down  any  sort  of  hill;  in  truth,  the  fieiy  courser  bore 
no  less  a  personage  than  iMaster  Timothy  IMaggs,  the  juvenile  butcher, 
who  had  been  seduced  from  his  employ  by  Mr.  Thomas  Racquet,  and 
bribed  to  turn  postman,  on  that  same  eventful  morning  on  which  Tom 
had  seen  the  vision  of  his  fair  Aunt  and  Mr.  Erasmus  ^^^littlebury 
through  the  round  pane  of  glass  over  the  withdra>ving  door,  and 
who  had  then  and  there,  as  our  readers  well  remember,  undertaken  to 
carry  a  billet  cV amour  with  all  possible  dispatch  to  that  gentleman's  in- 
tended, but  which  he  had,  nevertheless,  thought  proper  to  delay  until 
the  present  moment,  having  been  in  part  hindered  by  the  necessity  of 
spending  the  sixpence  which  was  given  to  him  for  his  trouble, 
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"  Jjiitflicrl"  shouUil  till'  yoiin^  p-ntlcnmii,  as  lie  piiUcil  his  lii-ry 
little  steed  up  all  of  a  heap  close  to  the  gate  of  the  fore-court. 

Nohody  answered. 

"l>ut-eher!"  shouted  the  gentleman  aji^ain,  totally  forgettinu;  that 
he  had  a  love-letter  to  deliver,  and  not  a  jjoiind  of  heef-steaks.  (Jetting, 
however,  suddenly  inij)atient  of  furthei-  ihlay,  he  moved  the  pony  on 
to  the  footpath,  in  ortKr  to  hesiege  the  hell, — turning  an  old  lady  into 
the  road  ami  throwing  her  into  a  great  (latter  of  spirits  in  doing  so. 
lUiteher-hoys  never  dismount. 

*'  But-CiiKU  !"  shouted  the  persevering  envoy  for  the  third  and  last 
time;  and  then  nnitteri-d  to  himselt,  "  J51ess'd  if  they  ainl  all  pi^oiiM. 
Oh  !  hi're  eomes  somehoily." 

Old  Jioh  the  gardener  popt  his  visage  out  of  the  sidedoor,  and  Susan, 
the  maid-of-all-work,  exhihited  hers  out  of  liie  lop  window,  and  seeing 
that  .Mr.  Tim  Maggs  held  a  Utter  in  his  hand,  shook  their  heads  at 
him, — nu'aning  to  inform  him  therehy  that  he  had  made  a  nnstake 
ami  hroMght  the  Recount  to  the  wrong  house.  Mister  Tim  Maggs 
nodded  in  reply,  and  htdd  up  the  letter. 

Susan  opened  tlu'  window.  "Do  you  come  from  Mr.  Brisket,  young 
man  !     Cos  if  you  don't,  you've  hrought  that  hill  to  the  w  rong  house," 

Tim  shouted  "  Xo  I"  with  all  his  might,  and  shook  the  letter  again. 

"  It's  all  a  mistake!"  said  r»ol);  thinking,  as  Susan  did,  that  nothing 
hut  a  huteher's  hill  couhl  come  hy  such  an  and)assador,  and  knowing 
that  Mr.  Brisket's  envoy  always  came  on  foot,  and  therefore  it  could 
not  he  from  him. 

The  side  door  was  closed  and  the  upper  window  shut,  and  Mr.  Magga 
left  to  his  meditations  :  that  young  gentleman  was  perplexed  for  a 
minute,  hut  catching  sight  of  Miss  Whitllehury  at  the  window,  held 
up  the  letter  again,  and  indulged  in  some  curious  pantomime,  iutliea- 
tivc  of  his  wish  to  deliver  it  to  her;  hut  ('aroline  shook  her  head  also 
and  retired.  Mr.  Tim,  thus  n  pulsrd  at  all  (piarters,  growled  and 
flung  the  rejected  epistle  over  the  rails,  and  galloped  away  in  high  dis- 
pleasure,— a  good  deal  of  which  he  venteil  upon  the  vixenish  pony,  who 
not  heing  in  a  whit  more  amiahle  mood  than  his  master,  resi-nted  it 
after  his  hest  fa.shion,  hy  rasping  his  n<ler's  legs  against  the  turnpike, 
and  shaving  the  coach-wheels  so  closely  that  his  knee-capa  stood  a 
very  fair  chance  of  heing  pounded  long  hifore  they  reached  home. 

The  first  thingwhieh  niet  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Whittlehury  upon  his  return 
from  the  City,  hrimlul  of  indignation  against  T(un,  and  running  over 
with  disappointment  at  the  unlucky  result  of  his  last  visit  to  Jermyn 
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Si  roof,  WHH  tlio  hiicr  uliirli  lind  Ix-rn  mo  nnrcTfrnoniouHly  tlirown  l<y 
'riiiir)lliy  Mjij^^h  ainoiij^Ht  tlic  IjloHHoinn  ol*  tljL*  parterre. 

Tlic  old  ^ciilleman  picked  it  up  :  it  wa.s  certainly  not  quite  M)  fit  for 
n  lady'H  liaiul  as  wlicii  il  lind  first  Ixcn  intriiHted  to  the  care  of  itn 
H('ainj)eriii«5  nieKHengcr  ;  a  very  j)alpal)lc  iiiij)reHHion  of  a  j^reaxy  tliunji) 
and  <iii«^er,  as  if  houh."  curious  person  liad  been  coM»j)reHHirig  the  edgen 
so  as  to  get  a  peep  at  tlie  inside,  ljesi(h*B  many  otlier  little  impurities 
unavoidably  contracted  during  its  journey  in  the  butcher's  basket,  soiled 
its  fair  proportions  ;  the  handwriting  too — a  sort  oi'  broken-backed 
small  text,  rambling  half  over  the  surface,  all  down  hill,  and  seemingly 
written  with  a  skewer — rendered  it,  in  the  old  gentleman's  estimation, 
a  very  curious  epistle  to  be  addressed  to  his  daughter;  he  therefore 
put  it  into  his  pocket  for  examination  before  delivery. 

Mr.  Erasmus  Whittlebury  entered  his  study,  divested  himself  of  his 
coat,  and  opened  his  daughter's  letter ; — a  breach  of  confidence  for 
which  he  was  immediately  punished  by  the  contents.  *  Listeners,' 
they  say,  'never  hear  any  good  of  themselves;'  and,  by  the  same  rule, 
peepers  (including  the  immortal  Tom  himself, — to  say  nothing  of  his 
present  worthy  imitator, — )  never  get  anything  for  their  pains  in  the 
long  run  but  mortification.  Very  blank  was  the  countenance  of  the  old 
gentleman,  as  he  spelt  through  the  lines  written  by  the  left  hand  of 
his  young  acquaintance  Master  Thomas  Racquet. 

*'  My  dearest  Carry, 

"  I  have  such  news  for  you !  Your  worthy  Papa  has  been 
making  most  violent  love  to  my  Aunt  Lucy — (she  has  been  with  me 
for  the  last  month.)  I  saw  them  together  this  morning  by  the  merest 
accident  in  the  world.  Aunty  was  sitting  upon  the  sofa,  and  Papa 
was  sitting  by  her  side  :  he  seemed  to  be  speaking  very  ardently.  In 
one  pause  of  his  eloquence,  he  took  her  hand  and  kissed  it  with  a 
gravity  of  aspect  quite  edifying.  Aunty  snatched  it  away  again,  as  if  it 
had  been  burned,  and  gave  him  a  look, — such  a  look, — more  bewitching 
even  than  Tommy  ^Moore's  wandering  lady  gave  holy  St.  Kevin. 

"  Now  what  this  all  means  you  and  I  must  find  out.  I  will  come 
down  on  Monday  next,  at  four  o'clock,  and  we  will  consult  about  it. 
The  old  folks  must  not  get  married  before  us,  if  that  is  what  they 
mean,  for  we  Avill  make  a  runaway  match  of  it  first. — ^Mlat  say  you? 
You  cannot  imagine  the  fun  of  two  such  sentimental  faces  ! 

"  Your  own  faithful 

''  Tom.' 
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Wliat  kind  of  cflcct  this  epistle  lui^ht  have  hud  upon  Caroline,  \\c 
know  not — tlie  effeet  it  had  upon  her  papa,  was,  to  jiidge  from  the 
expression  of  liis  eountenance,  anything  l)ut  agreeal)le ;  however  it 
decided  iiiin  in  liis  half-f()nne<l  resohition  of  visiting  the  Nortli,  and 
lie  sought  his  thiughter's  presence  imnieihately,  and  somewhat  ahiuptly 
announced  his  intention  of  treating  lier  to  a  trip  to  the  Lakes,  and 
expressed  his  wish  that  she  shouhl  hohl  herself  in  readiness  for  the 
next  day's  nuiil. 

All  the  young  lady's  remonstrances  upon  the  shortness  of  tlie  linu* 
for  preparation — all  her  grief  and  consternation  at  Inning  nothing 
to  go  in,  were  treated  with  the  greatest  nneoncern. 

I'laces  were  hooked  iunuediately  for  Lancaster,  and  the  next  day 
saw  Caroline  and  her  Tapa  uj)on  their  travels;  the  old  gentleman 
leaving  a  note  for  .Mi .  Horace  Clunk,  hegging  him  to  take  up  his  re- 
sidence at  Stamford  Hill  during  his  ahsence, — a  recpu'st  with  which 
Mr.  Horace  ('huck  innui'diately  complied. 

The  old  gentleman  hugged  himself  with  the  iilea  of  his  geiu'ralsliip 
in  carrving  oil  his  daughter  hefore  she  had  seen  Tom,  ami  had  l)een  hy 
him  put  in  possession  of  all  those  little  love-passages  enacted  hetween 
himself  and  that  gentleman's  .Aunt;  ami,  in  order  to  make  sure  that 
no  information  upon  that  delicate  sid)ject  should  reach  his  daughter, 
at  anv  rate  for  some  tiuu'  to  conu',  denuinded  a  pledge  from  her,  that 
she  should  not  write  to  Tom,  or  receive  a  letter  frcuu  him,  or  even 
mention  his  name  during  their  stay  in  Westmoreland; — a  pledge  which 
poor  Caroline,  nu)re  puzzled  than  iver  hy  her  I'apa's  contradictory 
behaviour,  very  reluctantly  gave. 

The  town  of  Welderton,  the  destination  of  Mr.  Whittlebury  and 
his  fair  daughter,  was  situateil  ahout  hali'-a-mile  from  the  heautilul 
lake  of  NVinderuu're,  and  lay  upon  the  side  of  one  of  the  rouuinfic 
mountains  which  environ  that  heautiful  sheet  of  water,  .hist  out  of 
the  town  were  situated  the  works  helougiug  to  the  firm,  upon  the  ac- 
count of  which,  as  well  as  t'm*  the  welfare  of  his  daughter,  Mr.  Whit- 
tlchury  had  umlertaken  the  journey.  The  hands, — sonu*  two  or  three 
hundred  in  numher,  inchuling  those  «if  other  works  in  the  vicinity, — 
liad  lately  evinced  many  tokens  of  tliscontent,  and  a  general  strike  had 
more  than  once  been  threatened. 

The  mine  of  which  the  iirm  of  '  Whittlebury  and  Chuck'  had  the  prin- 
cipal share,  >\as  of  iron-stone,  and  called  the  '  Wren's  Nest.'  fr(un  the 
circumstance  of  the  principal  opening  being  in  the  face  of  an  uj)righf 
rock  ;  ttU  the  upper  portion,  however,  open  to  the  daylight,  had  been 
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long  ainro  rxlmiistcrl,  and  ft  nliaft,  Hr)iiic  frw  fret  from  tljo  ol<l  work,  KUiik 
to  a  coii.si(U'ral)l('  deptli.  Tin-  mine  wa.H  very  cxtc-nHive,  and  conMiHti'd 
of  Hovoral  levels  or  staj^eH  rlown  to  the  bed  of  a  Kuhterranean  river, 
wliicli  i;lid((l  .silent  ly  and  (laiKly  under  iln  liigli  and  gloomy  arehe.-. 
Mere,  dicp  in  the  solitjule  of"  roek  and  water,  dwelt  a  race  of  men, 
hardy  as  tlie  Hlone  they  worked,  and  ignoiant  an  the  li/ard  whieh 
ciawled  heneath  tlieiri'eet.  Unite  aniinaln  they  were  in  all,  except  the 
outward  form;  light  Recmed  as  foreign  to  their  mindH  ax  to  llieir 
habitat  ions;  generation  after  generation  had  been  born,  and  bred, 
and  buried,  in  tlie  vicinity  of  the  mine,  and  yet  the  habits  and  know- 
ledge of  the  present  raee  were  no  better  than  those  of  the  first  men 
^vho  entered  tlie  shaft  a  hundred  years  ago  ! 

No  one  had  ever  thought  it  worth  his  while  to  teaeh  them  ought  but 
burrowing  in  the  depths  of  the  earth,  and  yet  *'  reason"  wa«  expected 
from  these  untaught  wolves.  One  or  two  travelling  mountebanks, 
indeed,  who  had  taken  that  district  in  their  route,  had  told  them  of 
*  Free  Trade,'  of  '  Corn  Laws,'  of  *  Aristocracy,'  of  '  Grasping  Land- 
lords,' of  *  the  wealth  of  the  soil  being  all  monopolized  by  the 
already  rich  ;'  and  they  heard  the  tale  of  splendour  with  which  these 
gentry  spiced  their  discourses,  and  turned  to  their  own  damp  walls  and 
rocky  arches,  and  drew  comparisons.  They  heard  of  silks  and  velvets, 
bought  for  others  by  the  results  of  titeir  labour,  and  they  looked  at 
their  rags,  and  pondered;  and  in  the  panses  of  their  work  stood  still 
and  consulted,  until,  at  la;tt,  tliey  came  to  the  determination,  that  they 
w^ould  bear  their  state  no  longer.  'Slaves.''  they  had  been  told,  they 
were;  and  the  two  oratorical  mountebanks  bid  them  be  thankful  for 
the  information  thus  gratuitously  given,  and  then  went  on  their  way, 
to  preach  the  same  doctrine,  in  the  self-same  word.^,  to  the  next 
hamlet.  They  spoke  not  to  the  poor  yet  gallant -hearted  fellows  of 
the  mine  of  the  gentle  tics  which  should  hold  society  together,  of  the 
feelings  which  should  bind  a  family,  like  ^Esop's  bundle  of  faggots, 
into  one  firm  and  unshakeable  whole ;  they  taught  them  not  to  help 
each  other,  to  be  firm  in  adversity,  and  thankful  in  prosperity;  no, — 
all  this  was  matter  far  beneath  the  notice  of  such  patriotic  minds. 
They  told  them  not  of  their  duty  towards  their  God ; — God  I  what 
cared  these  rambling  political  spouters  for  the  high  behests  of  Him 
who  inculcates  Peace  with  all  Men  ? — nothing; — but  they  taught  them, 
suspicion  and  discontent,  to  envy  their  neighbours'  welfare,  and  to 
covet  their  neighbours'  goods, — and  that  they  were  ' Slaves. '' 
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riTAPTER  XIII. 

A     rilOJKCT. 

On  tlie  moming  after  Mr.  WhittK'bury'rt  gallant  Ixliaviour  in  Jtrmyii 
Str(!Ct,  Tom  accomjjanicd  his  Aunt  to  the  eoaeh  olllee,  and  saw  hci" 
safely  deposited  in  the  leathern  eonvenience  yelept  the  '  Kegulatt)r/ 
with  her  face  to  the  horses; — not,  however,  hefore  kIic  liad  given  Mr. 
Barnes  ample  advice  upon  the  science  of  driving  down  iiill  without 
npsetting  ;  to  which  advice  Mr.  Uiunes  listened,  with  a  wink  in  his 
eye  and  a  linger  on  his  hat,  ainl  promised  extrenu*  attention.  Aunt 
liUcy  then  drew  up  hoth  windows,  adjusted  her  spectacles,  opened  the 
hook  which  she  had  hrought  to  hcguile  the  distance,  and  made  herscll' 
comfort ahle  for  the  journey. 

**  Glad  to  see  you  out  again,  Mr.  Racfpiet,  sir,  arter  iliat  niducky 
r^pill,"  said  Mr.  Barnes,  when  he  had  safely  caged  his  talkative  cus- 
tomer and  given  the  handle  of  the  coach-door  its  customary  wrench 
round,  hy  way  of  preventing  her  escape.  "  I'm  almost  certain  I  saw 
that  (pieer  old  girl  as  you  lent  your  cloak  to  when  yon  were  dow!i  last, 
— at  Pennington  it  was,  where  we  change  ;  I  saw  her  turn  down  Bush 
liane,  by  the  Spread  Eagle  there ;  an  old  soldier's  wife  she  was  by 
the  look  of  her.  I  made  some  incpiiry  about  her  at  the  inn,  am! 
Boots  said  he  thought  he  knew  her;  so  if  you  like  to  take  a  run  down 
an»l  see  about  it,  I  think  you  may  get  your  cloak  again.  I'm  sure  it 
was  the  same:  there  was  a  fellow  with  her  too — a  riim-looking kiddy, 
in  a  white  hat.'* 

"  I'll  go  down  with  yon  to-morrow,  Barnes,"  said  Tom,  briskly. 
**  White  hat  did  you  say  '  Keep  my  seat  for  me.  There  were  papers 
in  the  cloak  pocket  which  I  should  not  like  to  lose,  and  there's  a 
fellow  in  a  white  hat  that  I  should  very  much  like  to  find."  .And 
then  Tom  tapped  at  the  coach-WMudow,  to  inform  his  Aunt  of  his  re- 
solution. 

The  good  lady  lowered  the  glass  about  an  inch,  and  receivctl  Tom's 
communication  very  graciously,  and  gavj*  him  in  return  an  injunction 
to  come  on  to  Coddlrthorpe  without  fail,  and  to  mind  and  put  on  hi"^ 
Macintosh  and  his  boa,  and  button  his  coat  over  his  chest,  and  tie  on 
his  shawl,  and  take  care  of  himself ;  and  then  the  coat  h  rattled  out 
of  the  yard,  and  Aunt  Lucy  wa.s  on  the  road  to  her  home,  brimfid  of 
secret  indignation  against  the  whole  male  moiety  of  the  spories,  an<I 
against  him  in  particular  who  wi'Ut  l)y  the  name  of  Erasmus  Whittle- 
Iniry.     She  communed  with  herself  upon  the  journey,  and  settled  that 
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nwnl ion  . should  not  Itf  nmdc  to  licr  hiKterw  of  the  wooing;  prorcodinpH 
of  old  Mr.  Wliilt  1(1)111  V,  cither  l>y  herself  or  by  her  Nephew  ;  toMliich 
cHrcl,  ii])*)!!  Ik  r  arrival  at  (JodiUethorpe,  hIic  indited  an  epihtlc  to  Tom, 
.'iiiiioiiiuini^  her  safe  rcliini,  and  enjoining  liiin  to  hohl  hin  peace 
"about  the  rude  behaviotir  of  that  foolinh  old  man;"  to  which  Tom 
answered  ])y  return,  promising  tlie  rerpiiHitc  hilenre  and  (h.->cretion 
upon  a  topic  so  delicate  and  enibarra«8ing.  And  8o  ended  Aunt 
Lucy's  visit  to  London  and  Tom's  confinement  to  liin  «ick  chamber. 

The  first  thing  Tom  did  after  the  coach  had  rattled  away  with  Aunt 
Lucy  was  to  make  inquiry  in  Lyon's  Inn  for  Mr.  Jeremy  lilink,  and 
to  his  great  annoyance,  though  not  much  to  his  surpinse,  no  such 
person  "was  known  within  that  dingy  and  sequestered  locality.  So 
Tom  returned  to  his  lodgings,  and  amused  himself  the  remainder  of 
tlie  day  with  re-aiTanging  the  things  which  his  Aunt,  during  his  ill- 
ness, had  been  putting  "to  rights"  for  him.  His  fine  old  Amati 
\iolin  had  been  well  scrubbed,  and  the  bowl  of  his  Meerschaum  well 
scraped,  to  get  the  dirt  off, — at  both  of  wliieh  discoveries  Tom  stormed 
most  lustily,  as  well  he  might;  his  writing-desk  too,  had  been  polihhed, 
and  having  been  turned  upon  its  side  during  the  operation,  the  ink  had 
in  some  measure  niade  free  with  the  contents.  All  the  newspapers, 
loose  prints,  and  blank  sheets  lying  about  were  sorted  according  to 
their  sizes,  and  piled  in  one  tall  tottering  pvTamid  upon  the  table  in 
neat  and  comely  order  :  supposing  the  owner  did  not  want  any  par- 
ticular print  or  paper  in  a  hurry,  this  arrangement  was  all  very  well,  but 
if  he  did — as  of  course  he  would,  for  tilings  of  that  sort  when  they  do 
happen  to  be  so  arranged,  always  are  wanted  in  a  hurry — the  arrange- 
ment was  rather  distractins:  than  otherwise.  Tom  smiled  at  his 
Aunt's  methodical  habits,  and  once  again  reduced  the  papers  to  order, 
by  classification. 

His  books  too,  although  not  very  many,  were  all  ranged  according 
to  theu'  heights — all  the  little  ones  together  and  all  the  large  ones  by 
themselves  ;  so  that  •  Jack  Sheppard'  and  '  Oliver  Twist'  stood  among 
the  ^Divines  of  the  Church  of  England,'  and  the  *  Devil  in  Lon- 
don'and  the  'Complete  Lawyer'  somewhat  unceremoniously  rubbed 
shoulders.  Tom  pished  and  pshawed  a  great  deal,  and,  after  a  little 
perseverance,  brought  them  all  back  again  to  their  old  places.  He 
had  just  concluded  the  arrangement,  when  the  shrill  cry  of  ''  But-cher" 
arrested  his  attention,  and  the  well-known  round  red  face  of  Master 
Timothy  Maggs  reminded  him  of  his  letter  to  Caroline.  Tom  essayed 
to  open  a  communication  with  his  youthful  envoy  by  means  of  the 
window^ ;  but  the  w  indow  had  been  hermetically  sealed  by  the  careful 
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Aunt  Lucy;  tlif  door  was  the  only  allcnmtivo.  Tpon  bcinp:  ftpponled 
to  as  to  the  late  of  the  note  entrustod  to  liis  care,  the  juMiiili-  purveyor 
of  mutton  and  beef  responded  and  said,  witli  a  j^rin,  that  "  lUesw'tl  if 
he  kiiou  'd  wot  had  come  on  it  :  he  had  shied  it  over  the  railins,  cor 
the  young  lady  as  lived  there  voudn't  have  it  no  other  vay — at  no 
price." 

Tom  opened  his  eyes,  and  shut  the  door,  and  pondered  deeply. 
"Very  stranp;e,**  thought  he,  "the  initials  were  in  the  corner;  she 
must  have  known  it  Mas  from  nie.  I'll  set  off  instantly  and  see 
about  it,  anil  call  the  old  gentleman  to  account  at  the  same  tinu-  for 
kissing  my  Aunt  ; — demand  his  intentions  in  fact,  with  all  due  and 
proper  ceremony."  Ami  Tom  smiled,  as  he  fancied  how  .Mr.  Erasmus 
W  hittlehury  would  look,  upon  so  grave  and  formal  an  application. 

"('onfouml  that  fellow's  stupidity  though,"  said  Tom,  as  Ids 
thoughts  once  again  recurred  to  the  letter.  "  If  he  has  *  shied  it  over 
tiu*  railins'  (a^  he  says),  and  the  old  gentleman  has  picked  it  up,  there 
will  be  a  pretty  to-<lo.     I'll  even  set  olfat  once:  so  here  goes." 

Just  as  Tom  had  made  up  his  miml,  and  had  half  divested  himself 
of  his  morning  gown,  the  door  Hew  open,  and  ho  was  saluted  by  his 
friend  Harry  Kattleton. 

"  Hah  !  Hah  I  Old  fellow,  how  are  you? — an<l  how's  the  wing,  Eh? 
(•onfound  it,  do  take  that  red  cap  off;  you  look  like  a  physic  bottle, 
red  papered  and  all,  ready  for  delivery."  And  Mr.  Harry  Kattleton 
threw  himself  unceremoniously  into  the  nearest  chair,  put  down  his 
hat  iipon  the  table,  Hung  his  gloves  into  it  one  after  the  other,  thrust 
his  fingers  through  his  long  black  hair,  and  waited  for  a  reply. 

•' Oh,  getting  quite  fierce  again,"  said  Tom.  "Glad  to  see  you 
Harry:   how  are  Phillpots  and  Charley?" 

"  Oh,  both  right  as  trivets,  and  ready  for  anything.  Cruel  case 
your  being  knocked  up  though;  there  has  been  plenty  of  fun  going." 

And  then  .Mr.  Harry  Uattleton  looked  round  him,  and  either  seeing 
or  fancying  he  saw  a  more  bachelor-like  air  about  the  apartment,  ex- 
claimed, "  By  the  liye,  w here's  the  chcvaux  de  /rise? — gone  home  I 
That's  good.  I  have  come  to  finish  the  sentence  which  she  so  cruelly 
interrupted  the  other  morning.  I  have  tried  to  get  up  to  you  several 
times  since,  but  it  was  no  use.  Ihit  what  think  you?  Horace  has 
promised  you  what  \w  calls  'a  good  cpiilting,'  the  very  next  time  you 
show  at  Stamford  Hill," 

'*  No  danger  I  no  danger!"  laughed  Tom.  "  Horace  Chuck  is  the 
veriest   coward    that    ever   wore   a   whitt*    fi'ather.      You   should    have 
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pcru  how  lie  holtcd  llic  oflicr  mooiili^lit  nif^ht,  when  he  walkcil  over 
the  while  row.  She  liad  f^onc  to  nlrop  in  the  pathway,  and  Wonxct 
never  suw  her  until  he  tunihled  over  her.  I'^gad  !  I  do  not  know  whieh 
scuttled  away  tlic  cjuiekeHt — tlic  valiant  Horace  or  poorOonihie." 

"  Well,  wo  are  f!;'^)ing  to  give  him  a  leHHon,"  naid  Mr.  Harry 
l?attleton.  "  Boh  Phillpots  and  I — and  wc  want  you  to  join  uh,  to 
nee  the  fnn — wo  arc  going  to  roh  hitn." 

**  Roh  him!"   said  Tom,  with  a  grin  of  aKtoni.shment. 

"  Yos — regularly  and  seriouHly,  and  in  proper  highwayman  style — 
roh  him!"  replied  Harry,  enjoying  Tom  Kacqnet*8  Burpri^e  ;  "and 
give  him  a  dinner  afterwards." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

*'  Why,  you  must  know  that  ho  favoured  us  after  supper  the  other 
night  Avith  such  histories  of  hloody  hattles,  and  hair-hreadth  escapes, 
in  all  of  which  he  acted  the  hero  in  such  superlative  style,  that  we 
were  a  little  astonished  at  our  own  insignificance,  by  comparison,  and 
felt  quite  cut  out  and  ashamed  of  ourselves  in  never  having  been  at- 
tacked by  midnight  thieves  and  cut-throats  dire.  Among  other  things, 
we  got  out  of  him  that  he  leaves  town  to-morrow  night  for  Ik-dford, 
upon  one  of  his  business  journeys.  He  drives  in  liis  ow  n  gig,  and 
carries  pistols.  Now  our  plan  is  to  give  him  a  meeting  just  out  of 
Pennington;  there  is  a  long  narrow  lane  there,  up  which  he  must  go 
— stop  him  regularly — ease  him  of  his  pocket  book  and  pistols — get 
back  to  town  again  before  him,  and  leave  them  at  his  counting-house 
for  him,  w ith  a  little  note  congratulatory  of  their  recover}' ; — he  will 
be  sure  to  return  when  he  finds  that  he's  robbed ; — invite  him  to  a 
dinner  a  day  or  two  afterwards,  confess  the  robbery,  and  laugh  at 
him." 

"  A  very  good  joke,"  said  Tom,  **but  rather  ticklish  :  he  may  show 
fight,  and  hit  somebody  with  those  clumsy  horse-pistols  of  his." 

"  Oh,  devil  a  bit !  he  will  be  in  too  much  of  a  quake  to  hit  any- 
thing," said  Mr.  Rattleton. 

"  Well,  I  should  like  to  see  how  he  will  act  in  such  a  dilemma," 
replied  Tom.  "  I  cannot  take  an  active  part  in  the  fun,  because  of  my 
arm  ;  but  I'll  put  on  my  cloak  and  join  you.  I  have  a  little  inquiry  to 
make  in  that  very  quarter,  about  the  cloak  I  lost  the  last  time  I  was 
down  that  road." 

"  Well  then,  youTl  go?"  said  Mr.  Rattleton,  sticking  his  hat  on  all 
on  one  side. 

**  I  will  I     I'll  run  down  a  little  before  you,  get  my  business  over, 
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and  join  you  at  the  'Spnad  Ka-^lL''  l»y  live  o'elotk.  I'll  ordtr  dinner 
for  the  h>t,  and  we'll  have  a  night  of  it,"  said  Tom,  with  great  alaeiitv; 
— hirt  love  of  niisehief,  and  the  idea  of  showing  up  his  rival,  totally 
upsetting  all  prudential  considerntionM. 

"  Hurrah  for  the  road  !"  shouted  his  volatile  companion,  bursting 
out  into  a  laugli.  •'  We  will  give  him  a  lesson."  Mr.  Harry  Kat- 
tleton's  laugh  was  a  little  subdued  by  a  startling  knock  at  the  dot^r, 
and  the  subseciuent  entrance  of  Mr.  Bob  IMiillpots  and  Mr.  Charles 
Kattleton, — who  no  sooner  discovered  the  cause  of  the  cachinatioii 
thaii  they  joined  their  sweet  voices,  and  the  merry  (piartelt  laughed  in 
chorus  at  the  anticipated  success  of  their  undertaking.  Ami  thus  it 
was  agreed  that  Mr.  Harry  Kattleton  and  Mr.  Bob  riiillpots  were  to 
rob  Mr.  Horace  Ciiuck,  all  in  fun  and  good  faith,  and  Mr.  Charles 
lUttleton  and  Mr.  Thomas  Kaccjuet  were  to  be  there  to  see. 

**  Good  bye,  old  fellow,"  saitl  the  three  amateur  robbers  to  their 
comi)anioii  Tom,  when  some  further  matters  had  been  adjusted  as  to 
dress,  arms,  kc. — "  Cood  bye,  old  fellow  ;  take  care  of  your  wing." 
And  Mr.  Harry  Kattleton  and  his  brother,  with  Mr.  Bob  riullpots, 
made  their  somewhat  noisy  exit. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Thomas  llaccpiet's  three  noisy  acquaintances  had 
disap})eared,  old  Dame  Trudencc  gave  a  twitch  or  two  at  his  conscience, 
for  which  she  was  immediately  smothered  by  that  gcntlenmn,  and  once 
again  consigned  to  the  back  store-house  of  his  mind,  as  a  piece  of  trou- 
blesome hnuber.  We  suppose  the  old  lady  had  contrived  to  get  out 
li()i\i  there  during  Tom's  illness,  and  make  friends  a  little  with  him  ; 
certainly  they  had  had  a  few  conferences  together  about  pa.st  and  by- 
gone matters,  while  he  was  sipping  his  gruel,  and  bolting  his  pills,  and 
making  wry  faces  over  his  physic, — to  all  of  which  he  lent  an  attentive 
and  serious  ear,  and  even  went  so  far  as  to  express  an  oj)inioii  in  con- 
sonance with  the  old  lady's  upon  many  of  his  late  pranks;  why  how- 
ever he  should  have  smothered  he  i',  tlie  moment  she  attempted  to  inter- 
fere with  any  thing  he  was  about  to  do — now  he  wa^  able  to  do  some- 
thing—  seems  to  be  a  mystery,  unless,  like  many  otliers  of  his  age, 
In-  was  a  very  ungrateful  young  fellow,  and  deserved  all  that  the  old 
lady  threatened  him  with  while  he  was  h)eking  her  up  Jigain. 

*'  Now  for  it ! "  said  Tom  ;  "  Stamford  Hill ! "  Hat  and  gloves  were 
donutd  in  a  moment,  and  Tom  clattered  down  the  Haymarket,  and 
along  the  Strand,  in  a  particularly  lively  cal),  which  >sas  always  getting 
one  of  its  hind  wheels  into  the  iron  gutter  and  sidling  along  famously 
before  it  gv)t  out  again,  and  then  darting  in  between  sulky  coal  wag- 
gons and  racing  round  omnibuses,  and  escaping  without  a  bear  or  a 
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Rcrnlrli, — Nvlicrc  a  jrontl'-mimly  cab  wouM  havr  fia«I  itn  hkKm  drivni  in, 
niid  its  wliL'L'lh  pulU'd  oil,  IicIoil*  you  could  ^\luk,  if  it  ha<l  altrjn|it((i 
IuiI('hu<1i  vagaries  ; — tlic  Iiophc  trottinj^  \»itli  liiK  liiud  IctjH  and  ^ullo|»- 
int!;  xNJtli  his  foro  legs  I  lie  wliolc  distance. 

Tom  rcaclicd  the  *  I'lowcr  Tot'  in  good  time,  and  Hcrainbled  up  to 
llic  roof  of  (lie  Slainford-IIill  coach  jumI  after  a  tall  tltin  f^cnllcnjan, — 
in  fact  the  j^cMllciunnH  lied  very  nearly  combed  Tijni'H  ^liiKkcrH,  ha 
closely  did  they  follow  each  other  in  the  aHcent.  "  Hallo!"  waid  Tom 
in  surprise,  as  the  gcnth man  indignantly  pulled  the  tail  of  hi)*  coat 
from  under  him  as  soon  as  he  had  seated  himself;   **  How  arc  you?" 

It  was  Mr.  Horatio  Chuck,  upon  his  way  to  his  temporary  home. 

Mr.  Horace  Chuck,  seeing  the  box  disengaged,  threw  hin  long  legs 
over  the  cushion,  and  slid  from  his  seat  on  the  roof  to  that  more 
favoured  locality,  saying  he  was  *'middlin"  as  he  did  so;  he  was  how- 
ever obliged  to  relinquish  his  seat  and  scramble  back  again  immediately 
afterwards  when  coachcc  and  his  particular  chum  made  their  aj>- 
pearanco,  at  which  Tom  smiled.  Horace  felt  very  much  inclined  to 
give  Tom  a  lift  as  the  coach  started,  and  so  leave  him  in  the  kennel ; 
but  not  knowing  what  consequences  might  ensue  therefrom,  he  con- 
tented himself  with  driving  Tom  as  close  to  the  hand-rail  as  he  could, 
so  that  the  iron,  although  it  did  not  enter  his  soul,  certainly  tickled 
his  side  in  no  inconsiderable  degree.  Tom  hated  to  be  squeezed  at 
any  time  ;  but  to  have  a  great  long-legged  clock-case  of  a  fellow- 
sitting  over  him,  when  there  was  not  the  slightest  necessity  for  it,  was 
rather  too  much  for  his  temper,  so  he  stopped  the  coach  and  took 
his  seat  inside,  after  exchanging  a  complimentary  epithet  with  his 
tormentor. 

As  the  coach  drew  up  at  the  well-known  cottage,  ]Mr.  Chuck  skipped 
nimbly  from  the  roof  and  ran  up  to  the  door  while  Tom  w  as  puzzling 
after  his  purse,  so  that  by  the  time  he  reached  the  three  httle  steps, 
Horace  had  vanished  into  the  house. 

"  Out  of  town !"  said  Tom,  in  astonishment,  when  old  Bob  an- 
nounced the  absence  of  his  master  and  young  mistress. 

"  Yes,  sir,  out  of  town  I"  drawled  Mr.  Chuck,  re-appearing  from 
the  parlour,  and  pulling  his  stay-at-home  coat  over  his  shoulders,  and 
looking  Tom  very  significantly  in  the  face  all  the  while.  *'  Out  of 
town,  sir!  out  of  town!     Tom  icon^t  walk  in,  I  suppose." 

"  Where  have  they  gone  to.  Bob  ?"  said  Tom,  addressing  the  old 
hian  servant,  and  taking  no  notice  of  Mr.  Chuck's  studied  imperti- 
nence. 

**  Gone  to  the  Lakes  for  a  month  or  two,  sii',"  said  old  Bob. 
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*'  You  may  shut  tlic  door,  1j()I>,''   said  -Mr.  Cliuik. 

*'  Not  while  I  am  .standing  upon  the  Ktcps,  sir,  I  tiikc  it,"  said  Tom, 
with  some  asperity. 

*'  You  are  not  glued  to  the  steps,  that  I  know  of,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Clmck.  "  You  arc  not  bound  to  stand  upon  the  steps,  that  1  evei- 
lieard  of." 

"  Itight,  sir,  right  ;  I  sliall  walk  into  the  parlour  and  write  a  siuidl 
note,"  said  Tom,  getting  warmer  and  warmer. 

*'  Scarcely,  without  mj/  permission,"  rejoined  Mr.  Clnuk,  drawing 
himself  up,  and  thrusting  his  hands  to  the  bottom  of  his  coat  tail 
pockets,  as  if  feeling  for  his  courage,  in  case  Tom  should  become  belli- 
cose and  dangerous. 

Tom  walked  quietly  up  the  steps,  stalked  majestically  past  Horace, 
and  sat  himself  down  in  the  parlour,  saying  as  he  did  so,  "  I  know  of 
no  authority,  sir,  which  you  can  possess,  as  a  mere  visiter  here,  like 
myself,  by  which  you  can  exclude  i/ir,  who  am  al)out  to  be  allied  to 
the  family." 

"  1  am  resident  here  for  the  present,  sir,  it'  you  must  know,"  said 
Mr.  Chuck,  flogging  himself  with  his  coat  tails  ;  "and  do  not  choose 
to  have  my  premises  intruded  upon  by  any  one  ;  and  as  to  the  alliance 
you  speak  of,  you  need  not  make  (juite  so  sure  of  that — circumstances 
in  your  life,  sir,  which  have  lately  come  to  light " 

"  WiiatI"  said  Tom,  in  so  loud  and  sharp  a  tone  that  Mr.  Chuck's 
ears  rang  again. 

*'  Nothing,"  said  that  gentleman,  and  he  sat  down,  very  white  in 
the  face,  but  very  coolly  notwithstanding,  and  amused  hiniself  with 
taking  to  pieces  a  huge  horse-pistol. 

"  I  am  going  on  a  little  journey  to-morrow,  Mr.  Hac(|uet,  and  have- 
some  few  things  to  do.  I  wish  you  would  leave  the  house,"  said  Mr. 
(.'buck  after  n  short  silence,  holding  a  screw  between  his  teeth,  and 
looking  with  a  vengeftd  eye  upon  Tom. 

Tom  started  fr(mi  his  seat  and  left  the  honse,  with  all  his  uncer- 
tainty relieved  as  to  the  author  of  a  great  many  annoying  liltle  piei-es 
of  scandal  which  from  lime  to  time  had  found  their  wav  to  Stamford 
Hill. 

Mr.  Chuck  indiilged  himself  with  one  of  his  usual  grins  when  Tom 
had  departed,  and  in  the  deep  silent  bog  of  his  mind  did  he  turn  over 
scheme  after  scheme  for  blighting  Tom's  happiness  ami  carrying  off 
Caroline;  and,  nnluckily  for^  Tom,  the  event'?  f»f  the  next  evening 
gave  him  the  very  hold  he  rccpiired. 
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CHAITKIt  XIV. 

KOIJMKKV (aMATLUK.) 

1 1'  'i'ojij  li:i(l  had  any  compuiictiuuK  viKitiugH  tlio  day  hefore  about  robhing 
Mr.  Horace  Chiuk,  tliirc  were  ctrtaiiily  none  of  tliciii  left  on  tlic  fol- 
lowing morning,  and  lie  went  about  the  iicccHHary  arrangements  with 
diKpatch — called  Uj)oii  his  friends  on  hiH  way  to  the  coach  ofHce,  anrj 
rattled  down  to  rcniiingtoii  witii  all  Kjxed,  there  to  make  in^juiry 
about  the  lost  cloak,  and  await  the  arrival  of  his  fellow  conspiratorw. 

Mr.  J3arnes  j)ulled  up  in  due  time,  and  deposited  Mr.  Thomas  under 
the  wings  of  the  *  Spread  Eagle;'  or,  in  other  words,  under  the  portico 
of  the  hostelry  bearing  that  sign.  Tom  forthwith  refreshed  himself 
with  a  glass  of  sherry  and  then  commenced  his  search. 

Bush  Lane — as  if  to  render  its  name  more  striking  upon  tlie  fancy 
of  the  wayfarer,  or  else  out  of  that  pure  opposition  in  the  nature  of 
lanes  and  streets,  which  always  gets  them  christened  as  far  from  their 
appearance  as  possible — had  only  one  bush  in  it  from  end  to  end,  and 
that  was  a  brick  and  mortar  bush,  a  little  low  beer  house  of  more  than 
doubtful  reputation.  The  rest  of  the  lane  was  across  a  heath  open  on 
both  sides,  until  it  reached  a  spot  called  Beech  End,  where  a  picturesque 
group  of  trees  formed  a  boundary  as  it  were  to  the  sterility  of  the 
district :  here  also  were  the  cross-roads  leading  to  Beech-End  and 
Grimsby. 

To  this  little  public  house  Tom  directed  his  steps,  and  made  in- 
quiry of  Mrs.  Jolly,  the  landlady, — describing  the  old  woman,  to  whom 
he  had  lent  his  cloak,  as  well  as  he  could. 

Mrs.  Jolly  looked  at  him  intently  for  a  half-minute,  and  then  replied 
that  "  she  know'd  no  sicli  person."  Two  or  three  rough  suspicious 
looking  fellows,  with  short  pipes  in  their  mouths,  and  who  were  sitting 
at  a  table,  stayed  their  conversation,  and  looked  round  at  him  likewise. 

"  I  think  I  know  her,"  said  one  of  them,  suddenly  addressing  Tom 
in  a  free  and  easy  kind  of  manner,  and  coming  forward  at  the  same 
time  ;  *'  tallish  old  gal,  warn't  she?" 

*'  Yes,"  said  Tom,   "and  wore  a  blue  cloak." 

"  With  a  rcg'lar  bow-wow  collar,"  replied  the  other. 

Tom  pocketed  this  affront  to  his  splendid  bit  of  sable,  and  said 
•''  Yes." 

"  Her  name's  Walker,  Bill,  it's  Tibby  Walker  the  gentleman  wants, 
as  lives  down  by  you." 
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*  Hill'  autl  liirt  companions  iinnicdiatfly  came  forward  and  cluHttrtil 
round  Tom,  all  ca^tr  in  their  direction.  Tibby  NValkcr  lived  at  Cirimsby, 
about  two  niik'8  from  tho  *  Cross' — he  could  not  juiss  it — btraight 
down  the  lane  and  turn  to  the  right. 

Tom  finding  the  distance  more  than  he  had  anticipated,  returned  to 
the  *  Spread  Kagle,*  and  deferred  furtlier  search  until  the  morrow. 

The  four  fellows,  as  soon  as  he  had  (akt-n  hi»  departure  re-seated 
themselves,  ami  the  spokesman  of  the  party,  one  Mr.  Jack  Smash- 
wood,  giving  a  sly  glance  at  his  companions,  one  after  the  other,  and 
thrusting  his  tongue  into  his  cheek,  very  waggishly  exposed  the  corner 
of  a  small  Russia  leather  pocket-book  above  the  edge  of  the  table,  and 
danced  it  uj)  and  down  with  much  pleasant  humour.  A  hearty  laugh 
was  the  response  to  this  bit  of  pleasantry,  and  Mr.  Jack  Sma-shwood, 
after  one  or  two  more  punchinello  movements  of  the  article,  ai)plied 
himself  seriously  to  examine  the  contents.  It  is  scarcely  necessary  to 
say  that  the  book  was  the  property  of  Mr.  Thomas  Kaccpiet,  and  had 
been  dexterously  extracted  from  his  pocket  during  liis  incpiiry  about 
the  cloak. 

"  A  flimsy  five.  Good  !'*  said  Mr.  Smashwood,  producing  a  bank- 
note for  that  amount,  and  placing  it  upon  the  table. 

*'  Another  ilimsy  five.  Good  again !"  continued  Mr.  S.,  as  if  he 
were  examining  an  inventory. 

"  A  bit  of  somebody's  vig.  Uum  !"  said  Mr.  S.,  opening  a  small 
packet  and  exposing  a  dearly-prized  dark  and  silken  tress,  once — oh, 
ye  powers! — waving  upon  the  delicate  neck  of  the  pretty  Caroline 
Whittlebury.  Mr.  S.  placed  it  upon  the  table — it  was  immediately 
seized  by  one  of  his  companions,  and  facetiously  immersed  in  that 
gentleman's  peculiar  half-pint  of  heavy. 

**  A  llallmanack  ;  a  letter;  a  copy  of  werses  ;  a  tailor's  bill,  with  a 
blowing  up  cos  it  aint  paid;  a  queer  little  pink  cocked  hat  of  a  note 
— that's  a  love  letter,  I'll  bet — Mr.  T/ionids  Itacijuef,  Jennt/n  JSircef, 
London:  that's  him,  I  s'pose,"  said  Mr.  Smashwood,  looking  about 
him. 

Further  conversation  was  stopped  for  a  moment  by  the  entrnnce  of 
a  musical  individual  in  a  sniockfrock,  singing  "  Nix  my  dolly  pals." 
He  wore  his  waggoner's  hat  with  a  jaunty  air,  and  carried  himself 
with  a  gennine  devil-may-care  swagger  ;  he  brought  his  long  body 
unceremoniously  into  the  room,  thrust  his  long  legs  under  the  table, 
and  stared  at  the  assembled  company  with  the  greatest  coolness 
imaginable. 
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"  Well,  Dick,  njy  bin  k,"  Maid  Mr.  KiriHsliwood,   "how  aiiit  you  V 

'*  'I'ol  lol,"  replied  Mr.  Itieliard  Gardner  of  (.'(Mldletliorpe,  witli  a 
grin  and  a  wink,  and  a  hiccup,  whicli  Hcerned  to  intimate  that  hi-  liad 
been  sludying  otlier  things  beside  agriculture  that  morning. 

**  Anything  up?"  entpiired  Mr.  SniaMJiwood,  in  continuation. 

"  fVee,  an  they  say  in  Tranre,"  Kaid  Dick,  "  the  *  Fojic  '  i«  up — done 
U]),  rcg'larly — sniaHhed  by  them  three  Hackcty  old  catK  at  the  Hall  ; 
l)Ut  they  haven't  got  me  out  yet  tho' — and  won't  for  Home  time  to  c<ime 
— I'm  not  a-going  to  be  started  like  a  Tom  cat  when  an  old  woman 
cries  'Whist!'" 

*•  What's  come  of  your  old  dad  then,  if  the  '  Fox'  is  done  up  ?"  con- 
tinued the  interrogator. 

*'  Oh,  ])\o\v  him  I — I  don't  know  ;  I  gave  him  a  bit  of  a  licking  for 
meddling,  and  he's  bolted,"  replied  the  fellow.  "The  three  Miss 
Kacquets  got  scent  of  the  row,  and  gave  me  notice  to  quit — the  bouse 
belongs  to  them,  you  see." 

"  Why,  we  have  had  the  cock-bird  of  that  nest  here  just  now — 
Young  Kacqiu't,"  said  ]Mr.  8mash\vood,  "  and  we  did  just  take  the 
liberty  of  borrowing  his  pocket-book,  and  sending  him  on  a  wild-goose 
chase  afterwards." 

"  Sarve  him  right,"  replied  the  fellow,  "  I  wish  I  could  fire  the  old 
cats'  nest  for  them,  and  hang  him  up  to  roast  in  the  flames — just  as 
I'd  got  the  ken  so  snug  and  all  too  :  its  d vexatious  I" 

"  So  it  is,"  replied  his  friend.  "  W^ell,  we  must  look  out  for  other 
quarters  in  that  part." 

"  But  about  the  business  of  to-night?"  said  Dick  Gardner.  "  Toby 
or  not  toby  ? — that's  the  question  ;  cos  I  aint  a-going  to  have  all  my 
hanging  about  here  thrown  avay  you  know,  half  buried  in  that  con- 
founded drain.     I  must  be  there  again  to-night  I  suppose?" 

"  Oh,  toby,  of  course,"  replied  Mr.  S,,  "we  are  all  hereo'purpose;" 
and  Mr.  S.  produced  Tom's  pocket-book  again,  and  began  emptying 
it  of  its  contents,  prior  to  a  fair  partition  among  his  companions. 

"  Give  us  the  skin,"  said  Dick,  as  Smash  wood  was  on  the  point  of 
throwing  the  empty  book  into  the  fire. 

The  *skin'  was  thrown  across  the  table  to  him,  and  the  party 
broke  up  for  the  present ;  Mr.  Smashwood  du'ecting  his  steps  towards 
London  until  he  reached  a  lane,  in  the  narrowest  part  of  which  stood 
a  small  pawnbroker's  shop,  kept  by  one  Mr.  James  Black,  or  Old 
Dingy,  as  he  was  more  familiarly  called  by  the  many  waggish  gentle- 
men of  his  acquaintance. 
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Mr.  SinayliMOotl  made  entry  beneath  the  three  iz^oKlen  balls  N\ith  the 
contents  of  Mr.  Kaeciuet's  book,  and  jnst  three  haU'-penee  in  his 
pocket ;  ami  emerged  therefrom  a  lew  miuntcb  after,  minus  everything 
except  the  half-piiice,  and  plus  sixty  shillings  of  the  coin  of  thih 
icahii — that  sum  being  the  nuuket  price  of  two  live  jjonnd  note«  at 
the  time  we  speak  of:  Old  l-)ingy  remarking  that  since  the  intro- 
dnetion  of  omnibuses,  the  articles  in  ipiestion  had  become  quite  a 
drug  in  the  nuirket. 

Tom  returned  to  the  'Spread  lOagle'  and  ordered  dinner  for  the  party, 
and  amused  himself  with  walking  until  the  arrival  of  his  friends,  and 
])Ianning  a  trip  to  the  Lakes  in  pursuit  of  old  Mr.  Whittlebury  and 
bis  fair  daughter.  •'  1  must  coax  Aunt  Lucy  to  go  with  me  though — 
and  contrive  to  throw  the  old  folks  in  each  other's  way  again — and 
then  let  me  alone  for  a  trip  to  Gretna  with  Caroline!"  said  Tonj,  his 
eyes  sparkling  at  the  anticipated  success  of  his  pursuit. 

Mr.  Harry  Kattleton,  Mr.  IJob  Phillpot?,  Mr.  Charles  lUttleton,  ami 
Tom,  all  dined  together  shortly  afterwards,  preparatory  to  their  first 
appearance  in  the  characters  of  highwaymen  :  great  and  uproarious 
was  the  fun  over  the  wine,  and  sundry  bets  were  nmde  as  to  the  extent 
of  white  feather  likely  to  be  shown  by  their  victim. 

As  the  time  approached  for  the  attempt,  four  short  black  cloaks  were 
produced  by  the  indefatigal)le  Mr.  Harry  Rattleton,  purchased  from  the 
store  of  Mr.  Mosos  of  masquerade  notoriety  ;  four  l)lack  cra[)e  masks 
were  exhibited  by  Mr.  IJob  Philli)ots,  all  of  his  own  manufacture  ;  a 
very  slaughterous  and  savage  looking  stone-ware  pocket-pistol  was 
produced  by  Tom,  who  first  of  all  presented  it  to  his  own  head  and 
lodged  the  contents  in  his  mouth,  and  smacking  his  lips  when  he  had 
discharged  it,  laid  it  upon  the  table. 

*'  It's  all  very  well,  boys,"  said  Mr.  Thomas  Kac([Ui  t,  when  all  these 
implements  were  displayed;  '*  but  1  was  down  at  Stamford  Hill  last 
night,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  Master  Horace  preparing  a 
huge  blunderbuss  of  a  horse-pistol  for  this  very  trip:  suppose  he 
should  hit  one  of  us — he's  a  clumsy  dog  1" 

**  Hit  one  of  us!  he  could  not  hit  a  hay-stack!"  exclaimed  Mr. 
('harles  Kattleton  ;  "  besides,  look  here,  the  very  sight  of  this — (holding 
up  the  earthenware  pistol) — will  make  him  as  nervous  as  Boli's  father 
when  he  put  his  boots  on  in  a  hurry  and  found  half  a  do7,(  n  black 
beetles  struggling  away  under  the  hollow  of  his  foot — the  old  gentle- 
man ha«l  a  pccuUar  horror  of  black  beetles." 
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"  N.li.,"  sai«l  liol). — "  Ti;i;lit  fit-  and  no  boot -jack,  aii'l  the  oUi 
^(•iitlciium  very  tickliKli  I" 

"Ay,  ay!  all  vtry  well,"  khkI  Tom,  jMittiii^  on  hin  argimifiitalivc 
aHpect;  "but  that  will  not  mciid  u  lioic  in  any  one'h  body,  if  lie  mIiouM 
be  awkward  enough  to  drill  one." 

"  Tom,  you're  getting  spooney,"  said  Mr.  Harry  Uattkton,  flinging 
u  nut  at  him. 

"  Devil  a  bit !"  said  Tom. 

"  Never  say  die!"  exclaimed  Mr.  I'ob  riiillpotH.  "  We'll  keej)  a 
look  out  for  all  that — and  capture  the  pistol,  and  add  it  to  the  KpoiU 
next  morning.     JJy  the  bye,  Tom,  come  sing  us — *  Never  ^ay  die.'  " 

"  Never  say  die  !  never  say  die  !"  exclaimed  all  four  at  once,  rattling 
glasses  and  knives  and  plates  together  by  way  of  enforcing  their  re- 
quest. Of  course,  Tom  had  got  a  cold  and  a  bad  memory,  but  he  sung 
nevertheless — 

**  We  are  all  of  ua  ecioriH  of  sturdy  John  13ull, 

'Irusty  chips  of  the  old  block,  and  hato  a  white  feather, 
And  wlien  old  John  wants  if,  we'll  all  [^i\e  a  pull, 
A  long  i)ull,  a  strong  pull,  and  a  j)ull  altogether. 
If  surly  old  Care  in  among  us  should  steal, 

I,et  l»im  groan  and  be  hang'd,  we'll  defy  the  old  niockei ; 
Take  hope  to  our  hearts,  put  our  strength  to  the  wheel. 
And  never  say  die  while  a  shot's  in  the  locker !' 

And  then  all  four  gentlemen  broke  out  with  the  last  two  lines  in 
chorus,  each  singing  it  to  his  own  variation  of  the  original  air.    Tom 

proceeded — 

*'  We  all  of  us  love  stout  old  John's  fire-side, 

And  we'll  fight  for  it  all  of  us,  younger  and  older, 
And  cling  round  it  most  when  worst  evils  betide. 

And  protect  it  like  Highlanders,  shoulder  to  shoulder; 
We  may  bend  for  a  bit,  while  a  storm  hurtles  by — 

But  should  grim  old  Despair  come — the  blue-visag'd  mocker — 
One  jolly  ha  !  ha  !  shall  soon  start  him,  but '  Jie,' 

Why  we'll  iieier  say  die,  while  we've  Hope  in  the  locker  !" 

Two  wine  glasses  and  one  dessert  plate  went  the  way  of  all  brittlc- 
ncss,  during  the  applause  and  chorus  which  followed  at  the  conclusion 
of  this  ditty.  There  is  nothing  like  having  intimate  friends  for  an 
audience:  it  is  astonishing  how  delighted  they  always  are. 

"  Beautiful  evening,  by  Jove !"  said  Mr.  Charles  Rattleton,  putting 
aside  the  curtains.  **  Fine  moonlight  night — ^just  the  very  thing — 
let  us  have  some  coiBTee,  and  then  sally  forth." 
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Tlio  proposal  was  instnntly  nrrcodcd  to  ;  roffoo  wns  l)roupVit  aiul 
(Icspatclu'd,  tho  four  masks  were  distriliutcd  and  deposited  in  lour  re- 
spective coat-tail  pocketH,  the  four  niourninj^  cloaks  were  ernninu-d  into 
the  crowns  of  tlie  four  liatH,  and  tlie  j)istol  was  recharged  with  brandy- 
and-water,  and  handed  to  Mr.  Harry  Kattleton,  wlio  was  "first  robber 
for  that  night  only."  Thus  prepared,  the  four  conspirators  Huliied 
fortli  to  the  cross-road  at  lU'ecli  Knd,  there  to  lie  lea-^uer  until  the 
arrival  of  their  victim. 

The  cross-road  at  Beech  End  was  a  very  picturescpic  little  spot, 
especially  by  moonlij^ht,  and  j«ist  the  very  place  of  all  others  for  a 
polite  amateur  robbery  :  tall  feathery  trees  Mere  there,  gently  bowinp; 
in  tho  wind  and  wuvinij:  their  obeisance  to  the  queen  of  niyht,  and 
hii;h  shelving  banks  on  either  side,  covered  with  honeysuckle  and  nn  ild 
convolvulus  shut  in  the  corn  fields,  a  felled  tree  or  two  just  in  tin- 
shadow,  and  lastly  a  ca})ital  deep  dry  ditch  in  which  to  hide,  while 
parties  not  in  the  secret  were  passing  by. 

It  was  resolved  that  this  last  locality  should  be  the  tiring  room,  so 
down  the  shelving  bank  slid  all  four  conspirators,  and  adjusted  their 
masks  and  cloaks  ready  for  imnu'diale  action;  Mr.  Harry  Kattleton  and 
Mr.  I'hillpots  undertaking  the  adventure  by  themselves — the  others 
to  remain  in  reserve  should  further  aid  be  necessary  :  and  so  they  re- 
cliiuMl  upon  the  banks,  two  and  two  opposite  each  other,  and  waited. 

"  How  quiet  the  night  is,"  said  Tom  at  last,  in  a  sort  of  half- 
whisper,  as  if  he  were  afraid  of  disturbing  the  stillness  of  the  moon- 
light. 

No  answer  was  returned  to  Tom's  remark,  for  all  experienced  that 
vague  and  subdued  kind  of  feeling  which  creeps  over  the  hcail  on  a 
still  summer  night. 

'•  What  lights  are  those?"  said  Harry  Rnttleton  in  a  low  tone, 
pointing  across  the  country  to  two  little  bright  specks  which  had  just 
appeared. 

**  That  near  one,"  said  Tom,  "must  be  from  a  liltle  beer  shop — I 
was  there  this  morning;  ami  the  other  must  be  from  a  farm-house  1 
saw  as  I  came  out — about  half  a  mile  up  the  lane." 

Again  all  was  silent  for  a  few  minutes ;  presently  the  sound  of 
wheels,  and  the  measured  trot  of  n  horse,  were  borne  upon  the  night 
breeze,  and  put  them  all  upon  the  alert. 

Mr.  Henry  Rattleton  brought  his  eyes  upon  a  level  with  the  road, 
and  watched  the  vehicle  as  it  turned  the  corner: — a  butcher's  cart 
rolled  smartly  passctl  them,  and  once  again  all  was  calm  and  ntiil. 
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A  wonry  liali-lioiir  clapsttl,  during  wliirli  a  p^rf-at  deal  of  tiic  dariii;: 
<'(»iii'a;:;('  wliicli  liud  lnon^lit  tliern  io'^ciUvr  oozed  out  of"  tin*  four  pcn- 
tlcnu'ii'H  lingcrM'  ends, — rnusiiig  most  of  tlicrn — if  the  truth  vktc  t<ild 
— to  \\i>li  tlieniHclvcH  Knfcly  l»ack  nj^ain.  Gladly  Mould  tlicy  have 
rc'lin(|ui8h('(l  tlicir  cntcrpriHC  and  allowed  Mr.  Horace  Chuck  to  carry 
liimself  and  his  swag'jjcrinf;  hrafrgadocio  home  unmolested;  hut  no  one 
liked  to  1)0  the  first  to  recant,  and  ho  all  four  Htayed  true  to  their 
colours, — like  many  other  equally  brave  fellows,  when  they  found  out 
that  it  required  more  courage  to  run  away  than  to  remain. 

J)uring  one  of  the  long  pauses  which  now  dinjointed  their  remarkK, 
they  imagined  that  a  sound,  as  of  some  j)er8on  breathing  heavily,  fell 
upon  the  ear  :  all  listened,  and  looked  in  each  other's  faces. 

A  long  drawn  breath  evidently  was  audible — and  that  not  very  far 
from  them. 

Tom  pointed  towards  a  little  archway,  thrown  across  the  ditch  to 
carry  the  road  into  the  corn-field. 

**  The  noise  comes  from  there,"  said  Tom  in  a  whisper. 

All  four  leaned  forward  and  listened  again  intently,  holding  their 
breaths. 

"  I  fancy  I  can  see  a  man's  leg,  there — ^just  by  that  stone  in  the 
moonlight,"  said  Tom  again,  still  in  the  same  cautious  and  subdued 
tone. 

This  was  rather  an  unpleasant  discovery,  for  more  reasons  than  one, 
and  startled  the  four  amateur  robbers  not  a  little  ;  the  individual  with 
the  moonlit  leg  must,  from  his  proximity,  have  gathered  from  their 
conversation  the  nature  of  their  employment, — provided  he  were  not 
fast  asleep,  as  the  sounds  of  hard  breathing  almost  indicated.  What 
could  he  want  there  at  that  time  of  night,  was  the  question  :  be  he  a 
wide-awake  officer,  or  be  he  a  fast-asleep  civilian,  his  participation  in 
their  secret  was  far  from  pleasant. 

"  See,  See!"  said  Tom  again,  as  he  thought  he  perceived  the  leg 
draM-n  gradually  and  slowly  out  of  sight  within  the  dark  shadow  of  the 
little  arch. 

A  o-entle  '  click — click'  came  from  the  same  quarter  as  Tom  finished 
his  sotfo  voce  exclamation  :  it  was  not  a  noise  caused  by  the  striking  of 
pebbles  ao;ainst  each  other,  or  of  broken  glass,  or  loose  mortar  falling 
into  the  ditch — but  two  distinct  measured  and  metallic  sounds  pecu- 
liarly sharp  upon  the  ear. 

*'  That's  the  cocking  of  a  pistol,  as  sure  as  I'm  alive,"  said  Harry 
"Rattleton.     '*  There  is  somebody  hidden  here  for  no  good,  I'm  certain. 
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— (Harry  had  become  snpernaturnlly  virtuoiia  all  of  a  Kudilen.) — Wo 
juust  have  a  search — Nshcre  is  the  ianteni,  ('harley  r'  A  liiciler 
inateh  was  produced,  and  tlmt  iiHel'iil  iiiMlrunient  for  bothering  every- 
body didy  ignited.  All  four  tlicu  L:;i»t  upon  ihtir  lc^8,  and  proceeded 
to  «torm  the  little  archway  ;  a  brilliant  ray  of  light  was  firstly  thrown 
into  the  dark  vista,  by  May  of  forlorn  h<»j)e,  and  then  Tom  and  his 
companions  ))repare(l  to  follow. 

The  archway  was  not  above  four  feet  in  height,  and  just  of  suflicient 
breadth  to  carry  the  road,  and  was  lillcd  xsith  broken  bottles,  super- 
nnniiatcd  tin  pots,  bricks,  and  other  like  niuttern  inimical  to  corns  and 
temler  fcvi. 

**  We  must  creep  through,"  said  Harry,  after  having  examined  the 
entrance. 

**  And  get  our  heads  broken  as  we  come  out  on  the  other  side,"  said 
i5ob  IMiillpots. 

'*  Give  me  the  light,"  said  Tom.  "  Here  goes — I'm  sure  I  saw  a 
fellow's  leg.  Hallol  look  there! — stole  away,  stole  away !"  And  Tom 
])ointed  to  a  young  hazel  which  grew  out  of  the  bank  at  the  other  ex- 
tremity of  the  archway,  and  wiiich  was  violently  shaken  anil  held  down, 
as  if  by  some  lieavy  weight  ciinging  to  it,  and  then  suddenly  recovered 
it.s  position  again,  as  if  released  from  its  temporary  pendant  load. 

**  No  tree  shakes  in  the  wind  that  fashion,"  said  Tom  :  **we  have 
been  watched — and  there  goes  the  watcher — we  must  shift  our  (piar- 
tcrs.      He  nmst  have  clind)eil  up  by  the  aid  of  that  tree." 

All  four  seraud)le(l  out  of  the  ditch,  and  Harry  liattloton  mounted 
the  gate  leading  into  the  corn  field,  clinging  to  the  same  Inizd  which 
had  attracted  their  attention,  ami  stood  upon  the  top  rail  :  nothing 
but  the  silver  headed  corn,  waving  in  the  night-Nvind  met  his  eye.  "  1 
can  see  no  one,"  said  he,  after  a  pause. 

"  I  am  sure  I  saw  a  fellow's  h'g,  there,"  said  Tom,  '*  and  that  click, 
click,  means  mischief  someliow — but  hark  I  hark  I"  There  wa>*  a  sound 
of  some  approaching  veliicle,  and  all  jum[)ed  down  again  into  the  ditch; 
they  must  have  allowed  the  more  distant  indication  of  its  a))pr()ac1i  to 
have  esca))ed  them  in  their  anxiety,  for  no  sooner  did  the  rattle  reach 
their  ears,  than  the  horse  turned  the  corner  and  was  upon  them — it 
was  the  same  light  butcher's  cart  Nshich  had  i)as8ed  about  twenty 
minutes  before. 

*•  Where  can  that  chap  have  been  to,  1  wonder?  "  said  Tom,  '*  there's 
nothini::  within  six  miles  of  us  in  that  direction." 
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"  I  do  not  nnirli  liko  nil  tliiH,"  Hnid  Hoh,  when  t ho  r-art  \nu\  pasMHl. 
"  Koblxry  is  all  very  fine  fun  wlicn  you  liavf  it  all  to  yourfilf ;  hut  if 
any  one  cIhc  joiiiH  in  the  dance  it  in  none  ho  plcnjiant :  let  uk  go  through 
the  arrhway  and  make  all  Hnre." 

lU'nding  themselveH  nearly  douhle,  the  four  conHpiratorH,  prcreeded 
hy  the  dark  lantern,  entered  the  nuspeeted  hiding  place,  feeling  their 
way  as  they  went. 

**  Warm,  hy  Jupiter!"  cried  Uoh  PhillpotH,  a.n  lie  placed  hi.s  hand 
upon  the  shelving  hank,  from  which  the  arch  wa.s  nprung. 

As  Tom,  followed  hy  Harry  llattleton,  came  to  the  Bame  npot,  their 
hands  fell  upon  a  part  of  the  hriek-work  upon  the  opposite  h'uU',  which 
was  also  warm.  **  Some  one  Iiaa  been  hiding  liere,  that's  certain,** 
was  the  exclamation  from  all  parties,  "and  our  presence  has  dinturhed 
them.  I  wish  their  intention  may  he  no  worse  than  ours."  Again  a 
silence  rested  upon  the  whole  party. 

*'  Oh!  it  was  only  some  gipsies,"  said  Tom  suddenly,  and  in  the  tone 
of  a  man  upon  whom  a  bright  thought  has  unexpectedly  flashed. 

None  spoke;  although,  perhaps,  all  imagined  that  this  interpretation 
was  the  right  one. 

"  Oh,  hang  it ;  let  us  play  out  the  play  now  we  are  here,"  said  Mr. 
Harry.  "  He  will  pass  in  a  minute  or  two,  and  gipsies  or  no  gipsies 
they  are  off — out  of  our  way.  *  Never  say  die,'  Tom,  Eh?  Get  to  your 
gear,  lads." 

A  would-be  merry  laugh  responded  to  Mr.  Harry's  sally,  and  all 
were  once  more  at  their  old  quarters. 

They  had  scarcely  settled  themselves  when  a  distant  rattle  of  another 
light  vehicle  put  them  all  upon  the  alert — the  thoughts  of  the  gipsies 
vanished — the  four  robbers  adjusted  their  cloaks  and  masks  ready  for 
action.  Mr.  Harry  Rattleton,  as  the  proposer  of  the  fun,  took  upon 
himself  to  essay  the  robbery  in  person,  assisted  by  Bob  Phillpots,  who 
was  to  stop  the  horse  with  all  proper  ferocity ;  while  the  other  two 
were  to  remain  in  reserve. 

"  Keep  your  heads  down  now,  while  he  turns  the  corner,"  whis- 
pered Tom,  handing  Harry  the  pistol;  "that's  him,  I  know  his 
shining  hat." 

A  light  gig,  drawn  by  a  sleepy  sort  of  horse,  turned  the  comer  at  a 
steady  trot,  and  Mr.  Horace  Chuck  was  in  the  gig,  smoking  his  cigar 
in  happy  unconsciousness  of  approaching  danger.  Gently  he  ap- 
proached, until  directly  opposite  the  ambuscade. 
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"  Stand  and  deliver!"  said  Boh  iu  :i  loud  voice,  suddenly  springing 
out  and  seizing  the  horse  hy  the  hridle. 

"  Money  or  your  life!"  said  Harry  Uattk'ton,  after  the  most  ap- 
proved highwayman  tones,  mounting  on  to  the  step  of  the  gig  and 
snatching  the  reins  out  of  the  astonished  Horace's  hand,  and  presenting 
tlje  pistol — (well-loaded  with  hrandy  and  water) — at  his  head. 

Mr.  Horace  Chuck  was  paraly/ed  :  he  held  hack  his  head  from  the 
pistol — put  up  liis  hand  to  catch  the  huilet,  should  it  escai)e  hy  ac- 
cident— dropped  liis  jaw  and  recovered  it  again,  took  several  gasping 
mouthfuls  of  moonlight,  and  glared  with  all  his  might  at  the  rohher. 

**  Do  you  hear  T'  said  Harry,  giving  his  victim  a  dig  in  the  waistcoat 
with  the  muzzle  of  his  hraiuly  and  water  loaded  weapon. 

The  hand  of  the  treiuhling  traveller  sought  his  coat  pocket  and  laid 
hold  of  the  knoh  of  his  huge  horse-pistol,  hut  not  a  ray  of  coudort 
did  its  presence  shed  u[)on  his  wandering  senses.  He  might  as  well 
have  held  the  tail  of  his  horse,  for  all  he  knew  ahout  it. 

*'  Quick — quick!"  said  Harry  in  gruH" and grundjling tones.  "Money 
or  your  life !" 

Horace  drew  forth  tlu^  pistol. 

"  'riuink'ee,"  said  the  rohher,  seizing  it  almost  hefore  poor  Horace 
thought  it  was  out  of  his  pocket,  "'riiauk'ee!  dip  again,  old  fellow." 
— Horace  hesitated.  *'  Come  ! — (another  dig  in  the  chest) — dip  again, 
I  say." 

A  second  tremhling  dive  into  the  side  pocket,  accompanied  hy 
another  mouthful  of  nuioulight,  produced  a  large  hlack  leather  note- 
case, and  lU)race  Chuck  suddcidy  stood  uj). 

"  Fray  sit  down,  sir,"  said  Harry,  pulling  at  his  coat-tails,  and  still 
halancing  himself  upon  the  step  of  the  gig. 

Boh  IMiillpots  suddenly  drew  the  horse  on,  hy  way  of  enforcing  his 
friend's  ncjuest — the  ellect  of  Mhich  was,  of  course,  to  throw  Horace 
otl  his  halance.  He  sat  down  involuntarily,  clinging  to  the  roitht  r 
to  avoitl  ])itching  out  over  the  hack  of  the  gig.  Harry  Hattleton 
tried  to  disengage  himself;  hut  the  more  he  tried,  with  the  more  nervous 
tenacity  did  Horace  hold  on,  until,  after  a  few  minutes*  struggle, 
he  found  his  head  regidarly  *  in  chancery' — safely  packed,  that  i«, 
under  Horace  (Miuck'<^  arm.  Horace  tried  spasmodically  to  roar 
•'  Murder,"  hut  his  tongue  refused  its  oJlicc.  He  had  got,  for  once,  the 
head  of  a  real  live  thief  under  his  arm,  and  his  heart  thumped  against 
his  side  like  a  mill-hammer  ; — this  unexpccte<l  movement  had  ohiigetl 
Harry  to  get  hodily  into  the  gig  :   Horace  hugged  like  a  hear,  and  clung 
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like  a  l)oa  ronnfrirfor,  oppiiinp  find  KlmtlinR  lii^  moiitli  like  AD  im- 
nu'iiHC  l(»y  iml-n acker. 

"  }a'{  «;o,  yon  fool!"  Kfti<l  Harry,  Ktrugf^ling  up  in  tljc  jri^:,  and 
cniisiiii^  Horaro  to  «<taii(!  up  likcwiHC. 

Iloh,  who  was  cDJoyinp;  tlic  fiiii  at  tlic  horjic'»»  lioiwl,  again  drew  tlu- 
u;ij;  on  suddenly,  and  Mr.  Harry  Kattleton,  with  Mr.  Horace  (.'hiick 
round  his  neck,  tund)h'd  all  of  a  heap  into  the  road;  their  fall  wai 
however  hroken  hy  Messrs.  Charles  Rattleton  and  Tom,  mIio  came  up 
\vluMi  they  found  their  "  first  rohher"  insuehan  awkward  prcdicannnt. 
iloiace  spranj^  to  his  feet  in  a  moment,  and  f^vin^  one  hurried 
glanee  at  the  four  black  marked  figures  which  surrounded  him,  took 
to  his  heels,  and  ran  like  a  greyhound,  leaving  his  Hhining  hroad- 
hrini  and  his  gig  behind  him. 

*'  Send  his  liorse  after  him,  Bob,"  said  Tom,  picking  up  the  >^hip 
and  sticking  Horace's  hat  on  the  top  of  it  and  then  fixing  it  securely 
in  its  place. 

Bob  gave  the  horse  a  cut  with  his  stick,  and  away  he  rattled  in 
the  same  direction  as  his  master. 

The  fears  of  poor  Horace  soon  converted  the  rattle  at  hin  heels  into 
the  noise  of  pursuit,  so  he  fled  with  the  wings  of  tlie  wind — rushed  into 
the  town — np  the  high  street,  and  plunged  down  the  dark  gateway  of 
the  Spread  Eagle  Inn  at  Pennington. 

"  Robb'd  and  murdcr'd !  robb'd  and  mnvder'd  I"  shouted  Horace, 
as  he  ran  down  the  dark  yard,  followed  by  the  horse  and  gig,  and  a 
whole  host  of  townspeople. 

*'  Well,  you  make  noise  enough  for  a  murdered  man,  wherever 
you  be,"  said  the  fat  landlord,  pufling  between  each  word,  and  making 
his  appearance  from  a  little  side-door,  and  trying  to  see  down  the  dark 
yard  what  all  the  clatter  was  about ;  the  ostler  at  the  same  time  came 
out  of  the  stable  with  an  old  horn-sided  lantern,  containing  a  half- 
suffocated  candle,  which  he  called  a  light,  in  his  hand  ;  the  yard  was 
pitch  dark,  except  from  the  occasional  twinkle  of  a  bed-room  light 
from  an  upper  window.  "Where  are  you?"  shouted  the  ostler. 
Horace  had  run  right  down  the  yard  and  had  got  into  a  shed  at  the 
bottom,  among  the  carnages. 

"  Robb'd  and  murder'dl  robb'd  and  murder'dl"  gasped  Horace  again. 
*'  Robb'd  you  may  ha'  been,"   said  the  ostler,  going  up  to  him  and 
elevating  the  light,   "  but  I'm  bless'd  if  you'r  murder'd.    AMiy  don't 
you  come  in,  sir?'* 

All  the  ostlers  and  helpers,  and  stable  boys,  and  post-boys,  besides 
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the  idlers  from  tlio  gateway,  clustered  round  lloraee  in  a  minute,  all 
elhowiui;  eaeh  other  to  eatcli  a  glimpse  ot'  the  murdered  man  hy  the 
lii;lit  of  the  o.stler's  sullocated  eandie,  and  treadint;;  rutldessly  on  each 
other's  lieels,  and  t:;rinuhlinLC  incessantly,  lloraee  allowed  himself  to  he 
eondneted  n[)  to  the  hoii^e  hy  the  pnrsy  hmdiord,  who,  alllionu;h  not  so 
(|uiek  a«  Iuh  servants,  had  at  last  contrived  to  waddle  to  the  end  of 
tlie  yard. 

"That  the  gentleman'.^  {>ii»,  Jim?"  said  he,  pointing  to  a  vehicle 
whieh  was  slandiiii;  just  within  the  gateway. 

"  S'pose  HO,  sir;  it  ruji  in  arter  hinj,"  s;iid  the  ostler.  "  Why, 
hless'd  if  the  G;entleinan's  hat  arn't  stuck  a  top  of  his  whip!" 

'i'he  osller  look  (!ie  horse  aU'ectionately  hy  llu'  nose  and  led  him  into 
the  stai)le;  the  laiidloiil  took  Horace  nervously  hy  the  hiitton  and  li  il 
him  into  the  har. 

Such  a  talc  as  llornrc  told!  the  adventures  of  'Jack  the  CJiant  Killer' 
were  nothing  to  it;  the  landlady  trend)led — the  landlady's  ilaui^hter 
turned  pale  with  adVight,  and  hlushed  with  admiration  at  the  heroic 
daring  of  the  narrator — the  landlord  stared  with  all  his  eyes — we  do 
not  mean  to  say  that  he  had  more  than  the  ordinary  comj)lemcnt,  \>\\{ 
that  he  used  that  complement  to  the  nttcrnu)st,  hy  expandine;  them 
until  they  were  (poetically  speakinp:)  the  size  of  saucer.s. 

The  chand>ermaids  and  the  harnuiids,  and  the  nuiids  of  all-work — all 
declared  themselves  frightened  out  of  their  precious  wits,  and  made 
engagements  with  each  otlnT,  upon  the  spot,  to  sleep  five  in  a  hed  for 
mntual  protection. 

*•  Send  for  old  Snilht,  the  constahle  !  Away,  Jim  Ostler,  as  fast  as 
von  can  !"   said  the  excited  landlady,  calling  out  of  a  side  window. 

Away  scamperetl  Jim  Ostler  up  the  yard,  his  wooden  shoes  making 
such  a  clattering  as  he  went  that  the  very  fowls  untucked  their  heads 
from  their  wings,  let  down  their  legs,  and  winked  again  with  surprise. 

Mr.  Sniflit,  the  constahle,  of  course,  was  not  to  he  found.  There 
seems  to  he  a  curious  circumstance  in  the  natural  history  of  constahles 
— they  never  arc  to  he  found  when  they  are  wanted  ;  perha])s,  it  is 
hecause  people  have  no  husiness  to  want  them  when  they  are  out  of 
the  way.  Mr.  Snillit's  case,  in  this  instance,  was  however  an  excep- 
tion; he  had  already  heen  sent  ftir,  and  found,  in  consefpience  of  a 
desperate  roid)ery  at  Heech  I'.nd  Karm-llouse,  then  just  jicrjiet rated. 

He  n\ade  his  appearance  however  at  last,  (u'ry-nd  with  haste — 
hustled  into  the  har.  autl  ahnost  without  waiting  f«)r  .Mr.  ('lnick*a 
narrative,  expresseil  his  opinion,  that  "these  were  r»im  times  to  live 
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in — tlwit  lliinp^H  rmist  Ik-  IooUcmI  to — that  govcr'nient  ought  to  take  it 
up.  Here  wore  t\N()  r<)l)l»cricM  i.i  the  quiet  town  of  I'cnnin^ton,  aii«l 
l)()l  h  ill  one  ni^ht  ;  that  tlie  thievcH  were  evidently  l^mdoniifTH,  antl 
llial  tliey  nnisl  not  he  allowed  If)  run  Kiieli  rij^K  in  the  provinceM.  "  Mr. 
Sniftii  wound  iij)  hi.s  openinj^  Hpeech,  and  looked  aA  if  lie  tliought  no 
one  itiil  a  Penninpjtoninn  liad  any  rit^lit  to  roh  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  that  the  London  ehap.s  ought  to  he  puni.shed,  if  it  were  only 
for  jioaeliin;^  upon  oilier  people's  preserves. 

"  Take  a  glas.s  of  brandy,  Sniflit  ?" 

"Well,  thank'ee,  sir;  I  don't  know  hut  I  will,"  said  the  officer. 
*'  licre'.s  in  you,  sir,  and  the  ladies,  and  you,  8ir,"  continued  Mr.  Sniflit, 
bow  ing  all  round,  and  then  throwing  the  contents  down  his  throat. 

**  There  has  been  four  or  five  suspicious-looking  fellows  hanging 
about  for  tlie  last  week  or  so,"  said  the  constable,  smacking  lii.-  lipfc  -, 
"  they  had  a  light  butcher's  cart  with  them  ;  they've  cracked  Ma-^ter 
Plowdcn's  front  door  in  at  hi.st,  and  carried  off  even*'  thing.  I  tiionght 
tliey  were  up  to  no  good,  and  so  I  watched  'em  till  they  gave  me  the 
slip — I'll  be  bound  it's  the  same  party." 

Here  Horace  broke  in,  and  described  the  robbers  wlio  liad  eased 
him  of  his  book.  Four  men,  each  six  feet  high,  armed  with  pi-tol- 
and  blunderbusses,  daggers  and  drawn  sword.^ — dreadl^d  though  the 
tale  was,  when  first  told  to  the  landlord  and  the  party  in  the  bar,  it 
was  nothing  to  this,  the  second  edition — it  seemed  now  as  if  the 
modesty  of  the  narrator  had  suppressed  at  least  half  of  it ;  indeed  the 
tale,  while  being  again  narrated,  seemed  to  grow  so  under  the  hands 
of  its  hero,  that  Mr.  Sniflit  had  whole  armies  of  London  cut-throat>, 
and  magazines  of  *  jemmies'  and  ^persuaders'  floating  before  his  eyes  in 
a  minute.  The  more  Horace  told,  the  more  there  seemed  to  tell,  espe- 
cially with  relation  to  his  own  personal  prowess  in  struggling  with 
two  of  the  ruffians. 

"  Please,  sir,  we  found  this  here  pist'l  in  the  gig,"  said  the  ostler, 
entering  the  bar. 

"  That's  not  my  pistol,"  said  Horace,  catching  sight  of  it ;  "  mine 
was  much  larger ;  that  was  the  one  the  fellow  fired  at  me — the  ball 
must  have  gone  thro'  my  hat ;  I  know  it  again." 

Half  a  dozen  eager  hands  seized  upon  the  hat,  and  double  that 
number  of  eager  eyes  searched  for  the  shot -hole. 

"  Please,  sir,"  said  the  ostler  again,  "  this  here  pist'l  is  a  crockery- 
ware  pist'l — he's  full  o'  brandy  and  water,  he  is  ;  and  he  arnt  got  no 
powder  at  all  in  un,  he  arnt." 
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We  Rcarcrly  nccfl  say  this  pistol  was  tin-  proporfy  of  Mr.  Thomas 
l^'icquct,  and  had  hti'ii  ihopt  in  Uu'^ml;  (hiiinp;  (he  siulllc.  Kviiyhody 
smiled,  except  Horace,  who,  liowever  persisted  in  havinp;  been  shot  at, 
and  therefore  accompanied  Mr.  Snillit  to  his  Worship  the  Mayor. 
Here  aj;ain  the  tale  received  additions  and  improvements,  until  Mr. 
Sniflit  hardly  knew  it  ap:ai!i  ;  and  there  was  a  deal  of  consultation  and 
eoi^itation,  the  result  of  which  was  that  Mr.  Horace  Chuck  returned  to 
London,  and  his  Worship  the  Mayor  and  Mr.  ISuillit  went  to  bed. 


CHAl'Tini  XV. 

ROUHKUY (iMIOFESSIONAL). 


GaiiATwas  the  p;lec  of  the  allied  plunderers,  upon  the  success  of  their 
undertaking.  The  cloaks  and  masks  were  stowed  away  again  in  the 
pockets  and  hats  of  the  two  Hattletons  in  no  time,  to  be  by  them  con- 
signed to  the  liery  recesses  of  an  adjacent  brick  kiln,  and  tlie  pocket- 
book  and  pistol — the  trophies  of  victory — these  two  gentlemen  under- 
took to  convey  l)aek  to  Horace's  counting-house  by  nine  o'clock  the 
next  morning.  Tom  and  his  frienil  rhillp«)ts  took  the  road  to  JJeech 
I'lnd,  there  to  sleep  and  in  the  morning  separate — the  one  to  liOiulon 
and  the  other  to  his  Aunts  at  Coddlethorpc.  Tom  made  incpiiry  for 
Tdjby  Walker,  in  hopes  of  recovering  his  cloak,  as  he  passed  through 
(irimsby,  but  found  no  such  jjcrson  ;  and  then,  suddenly  missing  his 
pocket-l)ook,  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  linding  that  he  had  been  robbed 
as  well  as  hoaxed. 

The  Messrs.  Kattleton  walked  gaily  up  the  road,  directed  by  the 
lurid  glare  of  the  kiln,  chattering  merrily  over  Horace's  bravery,  and 
planning  the  means  of  returning  the  captured  property  to  its  owiu  r  in 
flu'  most  ellicacious  way, — beating  the  covers  of  their  brains  in  hopes 
»)f  limling  a  brace  of  rhymes,  stinging  and  witty,  wherewith  to  accom- 
pany it,  but  none  such  started,  so  they  went  on  laughing  more  than 
ever  at  each  other's  attemi)ts  at  the  mysteries  of  poesic.  They  were 
at  the  height  of  their  fun.  as  they  [)asscd  a  little  clump  of  firs,  and 
w«  re  looking  up  at  their  deep  ))lack  branches  thrown  across  the  clear 
mooulit  sky,  when  the  tables  Mere  very  unexiiectediy  and  disagreeably 
turneilupon  them:  three  stout  tall  excavator-looking  IVUonns  suddenly 
stepped  out  from  among  the  lirs,  boldly  spread  themselves  across  the 
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loatl  ill  Iroiit,  so  ah  coiuplrlriy  to  hto|>  ii|i  tlic  nay,  and   in  very  higni- 
(icani  lonc-t  callnl  out    *'Ilalu'«I" 

TIh  laiiu^iih  r  iijioii  the  hide  ol'  llii-  two  KaltletonJi  ce&Kcd  iiiAtnnlly  , 
a  iiioiiiciitary  lialt  liow(  vcr  was  tlic  only  iiolicc  taken  of  tliiM  uieiimcing 
inli'i  iii|)lion, — and  liny  attiniptcd  l(»  paxji  forward. 

•'  ('onic,  fork  (»iit,  youpf^stcrK.  IlalvcK,  I  say  I"  cxclainicd  tlic  »|*okc  - 
mail  of  the  party,  shoiildcriii^  Harry  Katllcton  oir  the  road,  wliilu  »>m 
of  Ills  conipauionw  did  the  like  j^ood  office  for  liiH  brother  CharlcH. 

Harry  instantly  rescnlcd  llii.s  interference  with  a  Mow,  and  wa-  im- 
nu'diately  knocked  (low  n  for  liis  pains  ;  his  brother,  who  whk  the 
coolest  of  the  two,  demanded  a  parley. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  lldU'ea.^'^  f?aid  he  ;  "if  you  mean  robbery, 
we  have  nothing  worth  your  having.'* 

"  Hookey  I  young  gentlemau — and  thank'ee  for  the  news;  but  we 
saw  you  just  now  rol)  llie  gentleman  in  the  trap  of  his  pocket-book, 
and  as  wc  were  by  all  the  time  you  see,  it  is  but  fair  to  Mplit  the 
swag:  so  fork  out  like  Trojans,  and  let's  be  off,  or  we'll  .'iave  yon  the 
trouble — 'specially  as  wc  meant  to  have  done  the  business  ourselve.-." 

"  Kobbcd  him!  you  rascal,"  said  Harry;  "why  he's  a  friend  of 
ours." 

*•  *Nix  my  dolly!'  "  said  the  tallest  of  the  fellows,  tbrowiug  out  his 
leg  and  ])ulting  his  linger  to  his  nose. 

"  lie  still,  Dick,  cant  you,"  said  the  other  fellow.  *' Now  then,  tlo 
you  mean  to  fork  out  or  not  ?  We  know  all  about  it,  and  mean  to 
split  if  you  don't." 

*'  I'll  see  you  hanged  first !"  said  Harry  Kattleton. 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  that  gentleman's  lips,  before  a  dcs- 
])erate  lunge  was  made  by  the  three  fellows,  and  Mr.  Harry  Kattleton 
and  his  brother  found  themselves  in  the  ditch,  in  company  with  the 
tall  man  and  the  spokesman  of  the  party,  rolling  over  and  over,  strug- 
gling and  tearing,  kicking  up  the  dust  and  swallowing  it,  and  vocifer- 
ating and  striking  about  with  all  their  force.  The  three  fellows  easily 
succeeded,  during  the  scufHe,  in  getting  possession  of  Horace  Chuck's 
pocket-book  and  Mr.  luittleton's  ])urse,  and  then  scrambled  through 
the  hedge  and  disappeared  ;  the  gentlemen  were  not  long  in  following 
them, — but  all  pursuit  was  useless,  even  had  they  been  in  plight  for  it. 
"With  torn  clothes,  and  their  eyes  and  mouths  full  of  dust  and  dirt,  did 
the  two  brothers  look  in  each  other's  faces. 

*'  ^^^lat  the  devil's  to  be  done  now  ?"  said  Harry  in  great  di>may  ; 
**  the  book  is  gone — clean  and  clever !" 
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"  Gone?"  said  his  coinpanioii,  with  lituiur  m  lii^  uiiKiuluic  iiiciiy 
couiiteiiaiice. 

"  (joue!"  Bttid  Mr.  llattleloii,  coucluHively. 

••  Wc  shall  get  into  boiuc  bciioua  nivaa  ubout  this  !"  buitl  kib  biulhcr, 
luokiiig  very  Ijlunk. 

Tiicre  was  a  lung  pause  ;  during  which  each  wa.s  busy  with  his  own 
tliuiights,  in  endeavouring  to  I'oresee  the  course  ol'  i'uUire  events  in 
relation  to  the  unlucky  termination  oi'  their  joke. 

The  two  MesHieurii  Kattleton,  after  a  long  conlabulalion  held  during 
Iheir  return  to  the  'Spread  Eagle,'  came  to  the  conclusion  lliat  a^  the 
pocket-book  was  destined  to  have  been  taken  from  the  person  of  the 
owner  in  leal  earnest,  it  mattered  not  whether  it  were  taken  by  the  re- 
gular rol)I)ers  at  once,  or  whether  it  first  of  all  passed  through  their 
hands,  and  that  the  best  thing  they  could  do,  under  the  circum- 
stanccH,  would  be  to  say  nothing  about  the  loss.  J  low  to  keep  Tom 
i{ac([uet  and  Bob  I'hillpots  in  the  dark,  was  the  only  dilliculty  ; — 
ll(»ra<'e  ('buck  would  be  sure  to  make  a  great  stir  and  apply  to  the 
police; — the  only  way  which  occurreil  to  these  not  over  scrupulous 
young  'gents,'  was  to  protest  solemnly  that  the  book  and  pistol  had 
bien  duly  returned  by  them  and  deposited  in  Horace's  counting-house, 
Hs  originally  designed  ;  and  so  to  cause  Tom  and  Pxjb  I'hillpot.s  to 
believe  that  Horace  really  luul  the  bo(jk,  but  held  it  back  and  made  all 
the  fuss  in  order  to  compel  the  actors  in  the  trick  to  discover  them- 
selves, that  he  might  take  his  revenge  upon  them  by  converting  wiiat 
was  merely  intended  for  a  joke,  into  an  exceedingly  disagreeable  little 
bit  of  earnest. 

They  could  not,  however,  with  all  their  argument,  entirely  divest 
themselves  of  sundry  awkward  sensations.  Harry  loosened  his  cra\a(, 
as  if  it  reminded  him  unpleasantly  of  a  hempen  ortler  of  merit  occa- 
sionally  coiderred  upon  gentlemen  who  were  notorious  for  their  ex- 
ploits upon  the  road  ;  and  his  brother  inhaled  the  Cn'Q  breath  of  the 
corn  iields  and  wild  llowers.  and  almost  fancied  it  hulen  with  the  damp 
and  earthy  smell  of  newly-formed  roads  acros.s  deep  Botany  Buy  forests, 
gave  one  of  his  legs  a  shake  to  make  sure  there  was  not  a  thirty-two 
))ouud  shot  chained  to  the  anklf  ;  and  cold  perspiration  stood  ujjon 
the  brows  of  b«)th,  as  they  found  themselves  plunged  thus  unex- 
pri'tedly  within  the  grasp  of  the  far-reaching  talons  of  the  law.  TJiey 
had  most  decidedly  committed  a  robbery;  and  however  llu*  return  of 
tlhiuticles  might  have  palliated  the  ollence — had  tliey  luen  able  to  liavc 
returned  them — still  the  act  \>ould  have   been  the   same  had   Horace 
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Cliiick  i\\t  iinliiied  U)  CdiiMdd  tlic  iiiuttir  a^  MiifMi-  ,  nom',  howrver, 
lliat  lilt  arlicIcH  were  init  lortlicoiiiiuj;,  tlicy  Iwui  liUt  lillltr  doulit,  in 
the  event  ol'  their  l)ein;;  diKeovcrcd  aH  the  lirht  pcrpetratorn  of  the 
rohhciy,  (hut  l\Ir.  Iloniee  Cliuek — eMpueially  if  he  found  that  Tom 
l{iie(|ue(  li.id  aiiylliing  to  do  with  the  traiiHnetion — would  take  upon 
hiiiisill'  to  dinhelievf  the  tale  of  the  seeond  and  real  robbery,  and  h<i 
use  llic  acei(Knt  to  rid  liimHelf  of  a  HueeesHful  rival,  and  revenge 
hinistll"  fur  the  triek  the  whole  party  had  played  upon  hini. 

"  What  has  become  of  the  pistol?"  said  Charles  Itattleton,  all  of  a 
sudden. 

*'  1  must  haTc  di'opt  it,"  said  Harry,  "during  the  scuffle  ;  I  have 
not  got  it  now." 

**  1  hope  you  did  not  drop  it  in  the  gig,  then,"  said  hh  brother  , 
*'  Cliiiek  will  be  sure  to  know  it  again,  and  then  the  whole  matter  is 
blown." 

This  last  discovery  did  not  tend  to  lighten  the  anxiety  which  had 
settled  upon  the  two  young  gentlemen's  brows,  cind  to-bed  they  went, 
gloomy  and  despondent ;  the  necessity  of  action  however  dispelled 
the  fit  of  the  dismals  upon  the  following  morning.  Breakfast  wa-s 
despatched  with  all  possible  speed,  Horace  Chuck's  horse-pistol  wa.-5 
packed  up,  and  a  note  written,  as  previously  agreed  upon,  ready  for 
delivery  at  the  counting-house  the  moment  they  arrived  in  town  ;  and 
they  started  fall  of  anxiety  for  the  termination  of  their  dangerous  frolic. 

At  nine  o'clock,  Mr.  Charles  Rattleton,  in  an  old  blouse,  delivered 
into  the  hands  of  Sanderson  the  oliice  messenger  an  awkward-looking 
brown  paper  parcel,  directed  to  Horace  Chucky  Esquire,  and  then  re- 
joined his  brother.  It  was  then  considered  politic  to  advise  Tom  Rac- 
quet of  the  delivery  of  the  parcel ;  accordingly  a  note  was  addressed 
to  that  gentleman  by  Harry  Rattleton,  informing  him  of  the  return  of 
•the  pocket-book  and  pistol  to  their  rightful  owner,  and  congratulating 
him  and  themselves  upon  the  success  of  their  enterprise. 

Horace  Chuck,  upon  his  return  to  London  the  morning  after  his 
loss,  stirred  *  heaven  and  eai'th,'  as  the  poets  say — but,  in  mere  prose, 
stirred  the  magistrates  and  the  policemen,  in  order  to  discover  the 
robbers  ; — not  that  we  mean  to  insinuate  that  there  is  any  thing 
*  earthy'  about  those  true-blue  functionaries  of  the  law,  unless  it  be 
their  occasional  absorbent  qualities,  or  any  thing  particularly  heavenly 
in  the  dispositions  of  their  superiors — the  gentlemen  of  the  bench, 
unless  it  be  the  merciful  consideration  with  whieh  they  occasionally 
treat  some  poor  half-naked  fellow  creature  starved  into  crime  by  sheer 
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gaunt  wolfish  hun^^cr,  and  driven  mail  by  such  an  accuniulatrd  lorce 
of  calamity  and  Mrctchcdncss  that  no  human  strcngtli  couhl  witlistand  , 
— liowcvcr,  Horace  Chuck  moved  the  magistrates  and  the  policemen, 
in  hopes  of  finding  out  the  perpetrators  of  the  robbery,  and  the  ac- 
count he  gave  of  the  ferocity  and  heiglit  of  his  assailants,  and  tlicir 
curious  disguises  of  long  black  cloaks  ami  masks,  puzzled  the  au- 
thorities immensely, — the  more  especially  the  latter. 

Serjeant  Dununy  sucked  the  end  of  his  new  stall,  and  pondered  , 
while  tlie  men  of  his  division — thinking  })erhaps  it  was  the  best  thing 
to  do  under  the  circumstances — sucked  the  ends  of  their  mw  staves 
likewise,  and  pondered  also  ;  bills,  however,  were  printed  and  sent  to 
all  the  station  houses,  and  the  men,  according  to  order,  kept  a  bright 
look-out  for  all  tall  men  in  black  cloaks  anil  masks, — but,  we  are  sorry 
to  say,  without  etlect.  Number  *  lO'J'  of  the  "  y/cvt"  division,  as  he 
styled  himself, — but  whether  from  his  peculiarly  attaching  himself  to 
the  interests  of  the  fair  sex  seems  problematical, — however,  gave  great 
proof  of  his  activity  and  discernment,  by  capturing  a  tall  gentleman 
111  a  long  cloak  coming  down  ("hancery  Lane,  with  a  wig  on  his  head  ; 
but  nothiug  came  of  it,  except  a  "rowing"  to  Number  '  lO'J,'  and  an 
injunction  never  to  mistake  a  lawyer  for  a  rogue  any  more. 

Upon  Horace  Chuck's  return  to  the  counting-house,  after  having 
been  all  the  morning  closeted  with  the  magistrate  and  Serjeant 
Ihnnmy,  the  brown  paper  parcel  was  handed  to  him  by  old  Sanderson. 
Horace  retired  into  his  private  room,  and  mechanically  openerl  it, 
ami  so  completely  were  his  thoughts  with  his  absent  property  that  he 
almost  rolled  the  heavy  contents  upon  his  toes  before  he  was  aware 
of  them. 

A  pistol! — his  own  captured  pistol — and  a  small  note,  clattered  out 
upon  the  table. 

Horace  stood  for  some  minutes  as  if  he  had  been  mesmerized,  with 
the  brown  paper  envelope  suspended  by  one  corner,  just  as  lie  had 
shaken  the  contents  out  upon  the  table.  With  eyes  starting  from  their 
sockets,  and  teeth  close  set,  ami  trembling  hands,  did  Horace  examine 
the  pistol  ;  it  was  his  own — there  was  no  doubt  about  it — loaded  ! — no, 
the  charge  had  been  drawn.  He  shook  the  paper,  as  if  expecting  to 
find  something  more;  examined  every  inch  of  its  stirface,  in  hopes  to 
discover  some  clue  to  its  history;  and  lastly  sat  down  in  his  chair,  and 
opened  the  note  in  as  great  a  state  of  trepidation  a.s  if  he  had  shaken 
forty  thieves  out  of  the  parcel  instead  of  an  anticpiated  piece  of  iron. 

The  note  merely  contained  a  few  ironical  compliments,  congratu- 
lating Horace  Chuck  upon  the  extent   of  courage   shown  during  the 
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H)\>\niy,  iiiiil  \)i'j^^iiiy;  iiio  acu'jitaiicf  of  liin  |>o<ktt-lmok  and  j>i/.lol 
l)iick  iif^aiii,  JLS  l()k<'iiK  of  cituMii  from  the  lolilnTft, —  llir  Hiiolr  how- 
ever coiuIumI  ill  MM  li  t(  riiiH  HH  kit  hiiii  no  ruoni  to  duulit  hut  that 
(lie  NvJiolc  allair  wan  inlendi'd  a>i  a  Iritk.  Jlorarc  hjoked  for  Win  jxxktt- 
hook,  accoiiling  to  the  contentH  of  tlic  note,  and  caihd  in  and  r|ue/>- 
lioncd  {)\d  Sanderson  ;  hut  no  intelli^'cnec  couhl  he  gained  from  liim, 
furl  her  tlian  tlial  llie  i)arcel  had  been  hft  hy  a  gentleman  in  tJie 
morning. 

All  of  a  sudden  Jlorjiee  thought  that  lie  reniemhcrcd  Meeing  at  Tom 
J{ae(jnet'.s  hjdgings  in  Jermyn  {Street  juat  sueh  a  btone-warc  |>Utol 
i\6  tlnit  Mhieh  tlic  roliher.s  had  inadvertently  dropt  iu  \i[n  gig. 

lloraee  posted  oif,  as  boon  as  this  thought  htruek  him,  to  Jermyn 
Street. 

Mr.  Uaequet  was  not  at  home.  "  Left  for  Coddlethorpe,  yc8terday," 
said  Mrs.  Martin's  maiden  of  all-work. 

**  1  just  want  to  take  the  size  of  that  eurious  pistol  of  hn>  that  lito 
upon  the  mantel-pieee  up  stairs,"  said  Horace. 

*'  He  took  it  with  him,  sir,"  said  the  maideu. 

'•  Sure  of  that  ?"  said  Horace. 

"  Quite  certain,  sir  ;  he  came  hack  and  put  it  iu  hi^i  j>ocket  whd.st 
I  was  cleaning  his  room." 

Horace  departed  with  this  intelligeuee,  nibbling  his  thumb-nail  and 
plotting  mischief  against  the  peace  and  happiness  of  Tom  Racquet, 
his  life  and  liberty. 


CHAPTER   XVI. 

Tilt    TOWN    OF    WELDERTON,    AND    THE    WREN's    NEST    MINL. 

Mr.  Erasmus  WiiiTTLEnUKY  and  his  fair  daughter  took  their  de- 
parture from  Stamford  Hill,  as  related  in  the  twelfth  chapter  of  these 
meant-to-be-interesting  memoirs,  and  arrived  at  their  destination — the 
fashionable  town  of  Wclderton  ill  Westmoreland,  without  let  or  liiu- 
drauce. 

Now  Weldertou  was  none  of  your  common  place,  bustling,  dingy, 
old,  narrow-streeted,  market-place  kind  of  towns,  with  the  fronts  of  the 
houses  all  intersected  with  huge  beams  of  blackened  timber,  and  the 
windows  all  latticed,  and  containing  one  or  two  autique  squai*e- towered 
churches,  with  great  east  windows  reaching  down  to  the  ground,  full 
of  tracery,  jostled  up  by  themselves  in  out-of-the-way  corners — but 
nevertheless  held  very  sacred,  for  all  that,  and  old  crosses,  and  such 
like  old  fashioueel  matters  j  Weldertou  was  none  of  these  "  slow" 
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places  wlicrc  son  had  succccdctl  tatlu-r,  j;cmratiun  afltr  ^inciatioii,  iiiilil 
till-  vi-ry  painters  ami  lioiihc  (Itci)iators  liad  Hid  in  di>niay  at  lia\in^ 
no  new  nanie«  to  paint  over  tlie  shops, — hut  a  very  dillercnt  kind  of 
a  phicc  entirely,  a  toN\  n  of  niucli  niori'  prclension  and  I'ar  greater  ain- 
bilion  : — it  had  heen  Toundid  hy  one  John  Welder,  Esq.,  an  ahhrnian 
of  the  City  of  London,  in  tin-  year  170-,  as  the  modest  inscription 
upon  the  town-house  <lid  signily,  and  had  inereascd  and  niultipiitd 
most  iavoural>ly  ever  since;  ami  not  only  had  John  W'ehler,  i'^scj., 
foumii'd  tlic  town,  l>iit  he  had  also,  in  adilition,  madi-  it  a  pre-cnt  of 
a  pump  and  a  ( liurcli,  with  a  sharp  s[»irt'  to  it,  as  the  modest  inKcri[)- 
tions  upon  f/icni  did  signify  ;  and  had  also  caused  to  ho  made  or 
planted  a  sliady  walk  just  outside  of  the  town,  strctehinu;  down  to  the 
shore  of  the  hcauliful  lake,  as  a  mode.st  inscription  ui)on  an  obelisk  at 
t  lie  end  of  the  said  walk  did  also  signify ; — ami  thuH  came  it  hy  its  name, 
Wilder-town  or  Wdderton,  in  gratitude  to  its  projector,  wtio,  with  his 
l)rotlier-iu-law,  a  Doctor  Antony  Chouse,  who  discovered  the  wonder- 
fully sanative  properties  of  the  adjacent  spring,  nuide  their  fortunes 
hy  the  speculation,  and  retired  to  Italy  to  spend  them. 

Ahnost  all  the  houses  in  Welderton  were  painted  of  a  delicate  cream 
colour,  and  had  gi*ecn  "jalousies"  and  shutters  and  area  railings  ; 
there  was  one,  however,  a  striking  exception  to  the  general  ruh-,  the 
'*  Villa"  inhahited  by  iMr.  lilobb,  the  retired  butcher,  the  railings  in 
front  of  which  startled  the  pedestrian  a*  he  approached  them  by  their 
bright  vermilion  tint;  puzzled  him  as  he  arrived  directly  opj)osite,  by 
smldenly  showing  him  a  white  face;  and  hustly  utterly  dumbfounded 
iiim — when  having  passed  them,  he  turned  his  head  to  make  certain  of 
their  colour,  he  discovered  they  were  of  a  brilliant  yellow.  Mr.  lilobb 
was  a  wag,  and  had  thus  fju'ctiously  painted  the  three  sides  of  his 
railings  of  three  dillercnt  colours. 

iVU  the  slioi)keepers  in  Wchh-rton  sported  plate-glass  shop-fronts 
with  brass  sashes,  and  made  "dreadful  sacriticcH"  and  "alarming 
reductions,"  to  their  fellow  tradesmen,  in  happy  emulation  (»f  tiuir 
liondon  biTthren  ;  and  hecaine  bankrupts,  and  kept  one-horse  chaises, 
and  paid  tcn-pen«Ts  in  the  pound,  and  made  their  ftirtuncs  in  right 
splendid  and  spirited  style.  All  the  lawyers  were  uncomnu)nly  I'at, 
and  so  were  the  mctlnxlist  i)arson8.  All  the  doctors  were  looking 
(hubby  and  contented,  and  so  were  the  undertakers. 

It  wa«  a  most  genteel,  elegant,  and  hospitable  place,  to  be  sure! 
You  could  not  ])ass  a  house  without  seeing  an  invitation  to  take  up 
your  residence  within  its  widls  staring  you  in  the  face  :   "  Aj[)artment.s 


I  -'  1  1  O.M     U  \(  UIKT. 

lor  a  Single  (JriiJlrma!i ;"  or,  if  yoii  wrrf  a  family  man,  **  Orntccl  Ac- 
comiiMMlation  lor  a  I  amiiy,'  met  you  at  every  turn.  But  *'  l/ixJj^n;;^  to 
Let" — of  courHc  there  were  no  lodgings  to  let — '•  IxnlgingK  to  I^'t"  wa>> 

far  loo  \>\\v\'  a  sciilcncc  lo  he  hy  any  manner  of  meann  jiolitc,  genteel, 
orclcganf,  in  any  of  llic  various  HcnncM  in  which  thc»c  term«  could  l>e 
lirou'^lil  lo  coniprclHiid. 

Wehlcrlon  was  an  assj/.c  tovsn  loo — and  (di  I  to  sec  the  judgfi^  going 
to  the  Town  Hall  in  "neat  flics,"  and  drawn  hy  iJilly  Chizzlenag'H  old 
l)liinl  male,  and  tlie  kicking  Inown  horse,  and  preceded  by  the  eight 
javelin  men,  all  in  green  baize  coats,  with  red  cuffs  and  collarh  and 
cocked  hats. 

Solemnly,  down  the  High  Street,  with  majestic  pace  and  slow,  would 
wend  the  imposing  procession,  the  judges'  faces  bursting  out  from 
their  frizzy  wigs  in  awful  majesty,  and  their  eyes  flashing  retribution 
to  the  evil  doer  as  they  went.  Of  the  effect  produced  upon  the  towns- 
people by  the  eight  javelin  men  in  the  green  baize  coats  with  the  red 
cufTs  and  collars,  and  the  cocked  hats,  we  will  sav  nothing.  "  Kami- 
liarity  breeds  contempt,"  says  an  old  school  copybook — not  that  we 
mean  even  to  whisper  that  these  majestic  adjuncts  of  justice  were  not 
properly  appreciated — only  one  of  them  being  a  townsman,  and  by 
the  perversity  of  his  w  retch  of  a  star,  under  the  necessity  of  keeping 
an  *  emporium'  for  feline  sustenance,  and  being  also  in  the  habit  of 
getting  occasionally  most  immortally  and  uproariously  tipsy,  and  al>o 
requiring  to  be  carried  home,  by  consequence  thereof,  in  a  w  heelbarrow, 
wrong  side  uppermost,  familiarized  the  people  perhaps  a  little  too 
luueli  with  the  awful  majesty  of  the  law,  and  thereby  caused  them  to 
joke  with  its  officers  in  that  very  free  and  easy  style  so  popular  among 
her  Majesty's  lieges  when  in  good  temper ;  nevertheless,  as  we  said 
before,  we  do  not  mean  to  insinuate  but  that  this  scion  of  justice  was 
treated  by  his  admiring  fellow-townsmen  with  all  the  respect  which 
his  exalted  situation  required  ;  nor  do  we  mean  to  insinuate  that  the 
cry  of  "  Cats'  Meat,"  with  which  the  procession  would  be  occasionally 
saluted,  was  in  any  way  intended  as  a  slight,  either  upon  Billy  Chizzle- 
nag's  cattle  or  the  judges  themselves  ;  we  merely  meant  to  say  that, 
perhaps,  seeing  as  it  were  justice  occasionally  en  deshabille  in  the 
person  of  their  tipsy  officer,  the  good  people  of  Welderton — the  little 
boys  in  particular — were  not  perhaps  quite  so  much  awed  by  the 
majesty  of  the  procession  as  under  other  circumstances  they  might  be. 

Such  a  polite  and  genteel  place  as  ^Vclderton  could  not,  of  course, 
be  inhabited  by  any  but  highly  polite  and  genteel  people  ;  and  among 
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tlie  most  polite  niul  gontccl,  or,  perhaps  we  may  ^o  so  far  as  to  say, 
lliat  f/tc  most  polite  and  iiicnteel  jicrson  in  the  whoh'  town  was  Mth, 
Shriukinwood,  the  earpenter  and  l)uilder's  wife  ;  niau;nilieent  in  the 
extreme  was  the  white  ninll',  and  the  (hep  white  fur  horder  of  tlie 
pelisse,  and  the  lari^e  white  tippet,  witli  littk'  kittens'  tails  witli  hhuk 
tips  hanginjj;  out  of  tlieni  all,  with  whiih  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  would 
adorn  herself  u[)()n  hii:;h-»lays  and  liolidays  ;  \ony;  and  i;raeefid  was  the 
feather  pendant  from  iier  honnet  ;  and  nianshiughterinj^  in  the  extreme 
were  the  eurtailed  [)roporlions  of  that  pieplant  little  artiele  itself. 
Mrs.  Shrinkinwood's  nose — a  fine  speeimen  of  the  Koman — eoidd  he 
Keen  in  all  its  fair  protuherance,  at  least  the  tip  of  it,  friuu  either  side 
of  her  honnet,  Nsithout  trouhlini^  her  to  turn  her  head. 

In  addition  to  all  these  eharnis,  natural  and  a<lopted,  Mrs.  Shrinkin- 
wood had  latterly  set  up  one  of  those  litth'  roundahout  whitey-hrt»\\  n 
(•(•loured,  hlaek-mnzzled  do^^s,  ealled  "pnu;s,"  which  she  always  carried 
hefore  her  in  her  walks — when  she  did  walk — sittinir  upon  her  inull; 
and  had  tied  hy  a  hhie  rihhon  to  the  eushion  of  the  chaise  when  she 
rode — for  Airs.  Shrinkinwood  kept  a  chaise,  and  a  horse  also — the 
horse  was  a  tall  horse,  ami  used  hy  Mr.  S.  in  his  hnsiness.  There 
was  one  little  drawhaek,  however,  upon  the  apj)earance  of  this  elej:;ant 
turn  out.  When  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  jmrehased  the  chaise, — which  she 
did,  to  surprise  her  hushand  upon  his  last  hirth-day, — she  foricot  the 
heit^ht  of  the  (piadruped  whicii  was  to  have  the  felicity  of  drawini;  it  ; 
the  shafts  of  the  chaise  therefore  were  thrown  np  in  such  a  style 
when  old  Dohhin  was  hetween  them,  that  the  vehicle  had  more  the 
appearance  of  a  wheelharrow  upon  an  im})roved  principle  than  a  u;en- 
tleuian's  carrias:e  ;  hut  \anity,  like  love,  is  as  hliiul  as  a  hat,  and  twice 
as  pig-headed.  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  cared  little  ahout  the  misfit.  She 
had  set  up  her  carriage,  and  if  the  shafts  did  *'cock  uj)"  a  little  it  was 
nothing  when  you  were  used  to  it. 

.\t  the  house  of  this  lady  of  taste  and  distinction  did  Mr.  \\  hitth  - 
hury  and  his  fair  daughter  take  up  their  ahode,  and  from  her  did 
Caroline,  hefore  she  had  heen  there  twelve  hours,  hear  all  the  news  of 
the  ueighhourhood,  all  the  various  rumours  of  the  '*  strike"  among 
the  miners,  nil  the  ghost-stories  of  the  mine,  all  the  little  pri\ate 
histories  of  all  the  great  people  in  the  place,  and  a  great  deal  of  other 
information  peculiar  to  .Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  herself. 

As  to  Mr.  Whittlehury,  he  soon  hecame  ahsorhed  in  the  husiues.s  of 
reconciling  the  miners,  a  task  which,  with  all  hi<  'jmnl  nature,  he 
found  much  more  ditticult  than  he  had  anticipated;  a  (pierulous  discou- 
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fcnlrd  spirit  wah  nliroad  rnmn^  tlicm,  nn«l  every  tliin^  wliirli  lie  pro- 
|)OKe(l  wnK  e,'ii'|)C(l  nt  and  (|iicHtioiU'«l  hy  tlie  icnderH  in  a  way  >«  Inch 
plainly  hIionvcmI  tlial  a  terniinaf inn  of  the  diKpulo  wax  for  tin*  jirewnl 
toluilv  out  of  the  (jnoKtion. 

Ill'  liad  to  li  ten  to  liamiif^iien  in  wliicli  were  ntranpely  junililed 
"  f;iir  day's  watrc  for  a  fair  day's  work,"  "corn  lawK,"  "free  traile," 
and  '*  eUcets  of  nmehiiiery  ;"  he  Imd  to  rceeive  (Ielegato«,  anil  Niibrnit  to 
all  sorts  of  dictation  as  to  tlie  innnnircnunt  of  his  own  property  ;  an<l 
was  o.\'])('rt('d  to  keep  liis  t(inj)er  under  all  sorts  of  ollensixe  hi  nth  of 
violejiee,  in  case  certain  demandH  were  not  complied  with. 

In  vain  did  tlic  old  t^cnt Icinan  try  to  conciliate  the  leaders;  in  vain 
did  lie  ])()int  ont  to  tlicni  that  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  corn  laws, 
free  trade,  and  niaehinery, — and  that  the  oidy  fpiestion  between  them 
was,  that  as  he  happened  to  he  the  owner  of  the  mine,  whether  he  had 
not  at  least  the  power  of  employing  whom  he  liked  at  what  price  he 
chose  ;  if  they  did  not  like  the  work,  so  be  it — the  pay  was  enough, 
and  would  bo  thankfully  received  by  others,  if  declined  by  themselves. 
But  the  leaders  were  men  not  to  be  conciliated  in  such  a  hurrj' ;  tljey 
were  in  correspondence  with  others  of  the  same  way  of  thinking  as 
themselves,  and  finding  that  tlieir  places  as  heads  of  their  **  turn-outs" 
were  both  pleasant  and  profitable,  determined  to  stick  to  them  to  the 
last. 

^Ir.  Whittlebnry  was  both  annoyed  and  grieved,  to  find  the  leaders 
of  the  party  so  hostile  to  all  reasonable  terms, — the  more  so,  as  the 
men,  when  questioned  alone,  generally  expressed  themselvcR  contented, 
both  with  their  work  and  their  pay  ;  but  at  the  same  time  said  that 
they  left  every  thing  in  the  hands  of  their  delegates,  and  that  they 
dared  not  return  to  work  nntil  the  strike  was  declared  over. 

And  thus  the  Works,  as  the  mine  was  termed,  were  deserted  by  all 
the  hands  but  two  : — *'  Ked  Bill,"  as  he  was  called  among  his  comrades, 
and  his  mate,  Serabbes.  These  tMO  individuals,  although  they  struck 
work  at  the  same  time  as  their  fellows,  still  remained  at  their  posts — 
they  had  built  for  themselves  a  rough  sort  of  habitation  at  the  bottom 
of  tlie  mine,  by  erecting  a  kind  of  wall  of  loose  stones  across  an  angle 
formed  by  two  jutting  rocks. 

Red  Bill,  for  he  was  known  by  no  other  name,  was  a  tall  powerful 
ill-looking  fellow,  witli  a  rough  bead  of  dark  red  hair,  cropt  short,  and 
whiskers  and  l)eard  joining  in  one  huge  ragged  fringe  round  his  face  ; 
sulky,  surly,  and  savage  in  disposition — his  fellow  miners  avoided 
liim  ;  silent  and  stealthy  in  his  habits — his  fellow  miners  feared  him. 
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Uo  liad  been  born  and  brouj^lit  up  in  llu»  mine,  aiul  bad  f^pcnt  ilu* 
wbole  of  bis  time  in  its  (bukrtonu'  icccRses,  except  n  term  of  about 
seven  years,  (birinp;  wbicli  be  liad  enlisted  for  a  sobber — liow  be  bad 
gained  bis  (bsebarge  be  never  tohl.  Jle  returned  to  tlu'  rtbl  iiaunt 
after  bis  mibtary  ardour  bad  evaporated,  and  Mas  once  again  enrolb'd 
among  Ijis  old  eompanions,  ])ringing  N\itb  bim  tbe  man  be  ealK-d 
Sfrabbes,  wlio  followed  bim  like  a  dog,  and  seemed  attaebed  to  bim  in 
spite  of  liis  evil  temper  and  savage  disposition. 

Scrabbes  was  of  totally  adillerent  ebaraeti-r:  be  was  timid  and  slink- 
ing in  tbe  extreme,  and  seemed  eonseienee-strieken — often  looking 
beliind  bim,  as  if  in  ex[)eetation  of  being  followed  by  some  tbing  be 
held  in  extreme  dread — frerpiently  wringing  bis  ihin  borny  bands  and 
uttering  strange  sounds.  His  face,  wbieli  was  tbin  and  liaggarti, 
and  wbieb  was  rendered  more  so  by  the  loss  of  three  of  bis  front 
teeth,  kicked  out  by  bis  friend  lied  Jiill  in  a  (b'unken  brawl,  was  tbe 
\ery  picture  of  abject  slinking  cowardice. 

And  yet,  by  some  nnacconntable  or  secret  tie,  tbese  two  men,  of  sneli 
totally  dillerent  natures,  were  constant,  nay,  insepara))le  companions. 
They  were  seldom  seen  apart  even  for  a  minute.  They  never  \isited 
the  daylight,  but  remained  innuured  within  tbeir  dreary  home — 
silent,  if  not  contented;  and  rumours  were  afloat  among  tbeir  fellow 
workmen  of  sigbts  and  sounds  seen  and  heard  in  the  vicinity  of 
their  habitation,  wbieb  made  tbe  very  flesb  'grew,'  and  (he  hair  stand 
on  end. 

At  tbe  dark  and  misty  extremity  of  tbeir  glooiny  abode  was  a  ))laee, 
from  its  savag*'  and  terrific  aspect,  calleil  tbe  "  Devil's  Maw,"  a  tre- 
memlous  ebasm  in  tbe  roof,  tbrougb  wbieb  poured  tbe  silver  day-lii^bt 
in  a  broad  and  misty  stream.  This  chasm  was  ascended  by  a  ebain- 
hiilder,  reaching  from  one  stage  to  another,  fixed  and  fitted  to  the 
uneven  surface  of  tbe  damp  and  slimy  rock  liy  strong  iron  pins, 
'filis  dangerous  ascent  Mas  never  nsed  —  it  was  inteniled  merely  as 
a  melhod  of  escape,  sbould  any  accident  bai)pen  to  fln^  machinery  at 
the  shaft. 

Towards  tbis  place  early  one  morning  crept,  or  rather  stole,  tbe 
man  Scrabbes,  liis  countenance  sboM'ing  every  sign  of  liiirb  ner\ous 
(>\eitement — bis  lind)^  (piivering  witb  fear  of  «b'tection;  nnward  lie 
went,  keeping  close  under  tbe  Mall,  and  srrand»ling  silently  behiud 
the  huge  bea[)s  of  refuse  Mbich  lay  in  bis  path  nntil  he  arrived  at  tin- 
spot  wljei*e  ft  length  of  the  ehniu  Ma>^  hanging  loosely  down  over  a 
jutting  piece  of  rock  abont  twelve  feet  iiigb. 
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Il<'  ))la(o«l  liiK  fitol  upon  the  lirht  njuinl  of  ll»f-  laildcr,  ninl  pcIaiu-cmI 
over  liis  hlKiiildcr  witli  IiIm  iiHual  stcfiltliy  nml  rrin^ing  look.  He  wa/i 
uloiic.  W  itii  sii(I(l«Mi  niul  violent  energy  he  diniljed  quickly  to  the 
t()|>  of  the  nx-k,  and  then  n;;ain  looked  ahout  him:  he  wait  htill  alone. 
'llir  next  stage  of  the  awcent  Man  gained,  and  the  next,  until  he  ntood 
upon  a  sort  of  stage,  formed  hy  the  roek,  and  covered  vitli  old  wheelM, 

and  |)ieces  of  timhcr.      "  liy  G !  I've  done  him  at  last!"  ejandated 

Scrahhes,  resting  again.st  the  side  of  the  rock,  hreathlei^H,  and  ex- 
hausted hy  tlie  rapidity  with  which  he  had  effected  his  accent.  "  Ix-t 
me  once  get  out  of  this  infernal  hole,  and  I'm  a  man  again." 

The  whisper  had  scarcely  escaped  his  lips  hefore  the  shaggy  head  of 
Ked  Bill  n})p(ared  upon  a  level  with  the  platform.  He  rested  lii'* 
elhows  ui)on  the  rock,  and  with  a  heavy  hliidgeon  upon  hi.s  shoulder, 
called  out — 

**  Y(m  sneaking  hound,  you  thought  you  were  off,  did  you^" 

Scrahhes  started,  and  made  a  rush  to  the  next  ladder. 

''  Don't  he  a  fool,  Scrahhes,"  said  his  companion,  gaining  the  plat- 
form, and  seizing  him  hy  the  collar.  "We  can't  part,  and  yon  know 
that  well  enough;  I  ca/i't  trust  you,  and  you  ivoni  trust  me;  so  let's 
have  no  more  of  this  humhug  !     Get  hack  again." 

"  I  can't  go  back,"  said  Scrahhes,  shivering.  "  I  tell  you,  Bill,  I 
saw  it  again  last  night,  as  plain  as  I  see  you." 

"  Saw  the  devil,"  said  Red  Bill,  angrily.  "  "NVliat  are  you  afraid 
of,  you  slinking  cur?     Get  back  again,  I  say." 

"  I  cannot — I  cannot,"  said  Scrahhes,  wringing  his  homy  hands, 
while  huge  drops  of  perspiration  rolled  from  his  forehead. 

'^  If  you  don't,  I'll  pitch  you  headlong  down  then,  and  so  rid  myself 
of  your  precious  company,"  said  Red  Bill,  with  a  ferocious  leer.  **Get 
back,  I  say." 

Red  Bill  administered  a  kick  or  two  to  his  trembling  companion, 
and,  partly  by  threats  and  force,  and  partly  by  persuasion,  mduced 
him  to  return  to  the  mine. 

Never  after  this  occurrence  had  the  two  men  been  apart  for  a  minute. 
They  slept  in  the  same  *  parlour,'  as  they  called  the  small  and  wretched 
apartment  which  they  had  built  for  themselves — worked  within  a  few 
yards  of  each  other,  and  watched  each  other's  lips  when  strangers 
were  by,  as  if  each  feared  the  other  would  tell  of  something  which  his 
safety  required  should  remain  concealed ; — a  suspicious,  fearful,  crawl- 
ing life  they  led  among  the  dark  rocks  of  that  gloomy  mine. 


^     ^^»^w.«^v 
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TOM      LAYS     Tin:     rOUNDATlON     ()l       V      MISFOIITUNE,      AM)     IA1(1IJ:S 
SIGHT   «)l     HIS    M\-||;iM()l  S    VISITKK  AGAIN. 

Tom  arrived  at  (/oddklliorpr  i'iul\  iipun  the  rullouing  morning,  and 
it  being  his  first  visit  since  liis  acciil'-nl,  j^reat  Nvere  tlic  preparations 
iinde  lor  his  reception.  A  vatciic  sujcll  ot'  roasting  thinnel  pcrvadrd  the 
w  hoh'  lionse  ;  tlie  (»ltl  well-st  ulled  easy  <hair  was  nuited  out  iVoni  tlie 
store-room,  and  well  aired  lor  his  own  particular  use;  an  extra  (pnin- 
tity  of  patent  Kndxien  groats,  tapioca,  sago,  and  arrow  rot»t  were  innne- 
diately  laid  up  in  stor<'  lor  his  iii(li\  idiuil  consumption  ;  and  several 
long,  nmralizing  lectures  upon  tlu'  danger  of  "  coaches  running  away," 
ami  young  gentlenn'u  running  away  ti»o,  without  taking  lea\c  of  lluir 
.Aunts,  were  administered  with  atlectionate  solicitation,  with  other  mat- 
ters e(pnilly  consolatory  to  a  patient  willi  his  arm  in  a  sling. 

Tom  t(tld  of  his  lost  pocket-hook,  hut  found  little  j»iiy  for  his  fresh 
mist\)rtune.  His  Aunts,  indeed,  were  sorry — very  sorry — for  the 
loss  of  the  notes,  hut  mow  than  hinted  that  it  served  Tom  right  tor 
heing  so  earrlcss,  or,  in  other  w  ords,  not  having  eyes  in  his  coat 
pockets. 

It  dill  not  esca))e  Tom's  notice  that  there  was  nun'e  than  the  n-iial 
(lei;ree  of  irritahilitv  in  his  dear  Aunts'  method  of  eallinir  him  to  ac- 
count  for  his  accident,  antl  nu)re  than  their  usual  taciturnity  in  their 
recepti»)n  of  sonu'  of  his  plans  and  schemes  for  amusement,  lie  oh- 
served,  also,  that  there  was  a  great  deal  more  talking  together  secretly 
ill  the  little  parlour  than  there  used  to  he,  and  an  ohsioiis  fecliuij;  of 
heing  ill  at  ease  when  8pok«n  to,  as  if  there  was  sonn*  suhject  whnh 
was  not  intended  for  his  ears  :  even  Hohin  walked  ahout  as  if  he  was 
in  possession  of  some  news  which  weighed  heaNily  upon  his  carroty 
brows.  Tom  also  missed  the  favourite  I'eggy's  attendanct'  at  the  tlin- 
ner  table  ,  and,  altogether,  there  was  an  unusual  air  of  my>tery  per- 
vading the  whole  Inmsehold,  which  perplexed  bim  txceedingly. 

At  last  the  truth  canu'out.  IVggy — the  favourite  IVggy — the  little 
gill  who  hatl  grown  up  in  tluir  service — who  had  been  rescued  fnnn 
the  parish  win*khouse,  and  educated  by  the  three  Mis.-es  Kac<pnt — had 
elopt'd,  and  had  run  away  with  young  Dick  Gardner  of  the  'Fox.' 

*•  It  was  all  through  our  allowing  him  to  turn  that  little  place  into 
one   of  those    detestable  beer-shops,"  said    Aunt   Lucy,    nd)hing  her 
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Kjxrtnclfs  very  Imrd  with  tlic  forner  of  her  apron,  and  trjlng  to  keep 
ilowii  a  lour  at  the  tall  of  licr  fiivouritt-  IVgj^y. 

"  Has  he  hft  tlic  hou^c  yet  T'   iiifjuinMl  'I'om. 

**  No,  wc  cannot  get  Iiiin  out  of  it,"  replied  all  three  AuiitR  in  a 
l)roath.  *'  IIo  liaH  nhut  up  the  plareand  defies  u»i.  Oh!  he  han  tunied 
out  a  sad  young  rascal.  He  has  almost  killed  his  father,  becauhe  he 
took  him  to  task  about  Peggy,  and  has  been  keeping  company  \iilh 
none  ])ut  thieves  and  vagabonds  for  a  long  time  past — at  least  so  we 
have  discovered  since  this  unfortunate  business — and  has  converted  the 
*  Fox'  into  a  rendezvous  for  all  the  bad  characters  in  the  county." 

Tom  vowed  vengeance  against  the  refractory  tenant,  and  protested 
that  he  would  have  him  out  forthwith ;  so  he  sought  old  Stobbs  the 
broker,  who  had  already  been  some  days  armed  with  the  uecessarj' 
powers,  and  requested  his  immediate  services.  But  Mr.  Stobbs  informed 
liis  employer  that  it  was  a  matter  ''easier  talked  about  than  done," 
that  same  said  getting  possession  of  a  house  again,  and  that  he  had 
tried  "all  manner  of  games"  to  effect  an  entrance,  but  with  no  succes.-. 

"  If  a  man  stole  your  pus,  or  your  liandkercher,  or  any  o'  them 
small  chattels,"  said  Mr.  Stobbs,  with  all  the  gravity  of  a  lawyer, 
"  why  you  took  the  law  upon  him  immediate ;  but  when  he  come^  fur 
to  steal  your  house — which,  as  a  body  may  say,  in  a  manner  o'  speak- 
ing, a  man  does  do  wot  gets  into  it,  and  won't  come  out  any  more, 
and  won't  pay  nothin'  while  he  is  there,  why  it's  quite  tother — there's 
nothing  but  patience  is  of  any  use — law  won't  touch  him ;  a  dodge 
will  do  sometimes,  but  not  often.  ^Vhen  a  feller  o'  that  sort  once  turns 
housekeeper,  he  gets  so  precious  cunning,  that  there's  no  getting 
him  out  without  a  regular  siege  of  a  month,  kivering  over  the  tops  of 
the  chimney-pots,  Epsom-saltziug  the  water-butt,  and  all." 

"I  am  determined  to  have  him  out,  nevertheless,"  said  Tom  ;  "  so 
come  along,  Mr.  Stobbs  ;  we  will  try  a  little  dodge,  as  you  call  it, 
upon  him,  and  if  that  fails,  we  will  starve  him  out." 

"  Lor*  bless  you,  sir !"  said  Mr.  Stobbs,  uncrossing  his  legs,  and 
brushing  the  snuff  from  liis  black  shorts  and  worsted  stockings,  "  he'll 
stop  in  till  he  eats  the  cat,  he  will,  if  so  be  she  don't  come  the  can- 
nibal over  him  first.     Howsomever,  we'll  try  what  we  can  do." 

And  so  Old  Stobbs  pulled  oftliis  carpet  slippers,  got  off  his  carpet- 
covered  stool,  put  on  his  cap  made  of  carpet,  and  accompanied  Tom  to 
the  'Fox.'  On  their  road,  Tom  called  a  little  boy  from  his  play,  and 
purchasing  the  little  fellow  a  ball,  made  him  a  present  of  it,  upon  con- 
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(lition  of  his  soiuliiifi^  it   Hmaitly  tliroiiij;h  tlic  pnrloui'-wlndow  of  tlic 
*Fox:'  n  feat  whicli  the  yiiimu:  hero  m-inm'tl  at,  and  aj^rt'cd  to. 

Smash  wrnttlie  u;hiss  ! — aiul,  as  Tom  hail  aiitifipatcd,  out  ran  Dick 
(lardiUM*  iji  a  rai^c,  to  cliastisc  the  nilpiit,  and  in  walked  Mr. 'I'homas 
luu'((iu't  and  Old  Stolihs. 

It  was  odd  that  the  (h'struction  of  the  jrhiss  Kliouhl  liave  liad  sneli 
an  ('fleet  upon  the  resident,  seeing  that  he  woidd  have  earetl  not  a  ni-h 
if  the  whole  premises  had  heen  knoeked  down  hy  the  Hanie  hall;  hut 
souu'how  there  h  somethini^  peculiarly  ajrciravatini::  in  the  clatter  and 
smash  of  u  shattered  pane  of  glass.  During  the  nu)nK'nt  of  its  fall,  it 
almost  seems  as  if  the  noise  would  never  have  an  end.  And  tlins  it  was 
with  Mr.  Diek  Gardner  ;  the  exasj)erating  rattle  which  all  ofasudthMi 
irritated  his  ears,  and  caux-d  him  precipitately  to  withdraw  his  nose 
from  the  recesses  of  a  (piart  pot,  put  him  into  a  rage,  and  threw  him 
IVoni  his  guard,  and  the  advantages  of  his  four  days'  siege  were  all 
lost  in  one  unguarded  minute.      The  citadel  was  gained. 

"  How  ain't  you,  old  fellow?"  said  Dick,  putting  the  he.st  face  he 
cotdd  n))on  his  defeat,  and  following  Mr.  Stohhs  into  the  house.  "Not 
a  had  dodge  that." 

"  Pretty  tolerahly  soher,  iMr.  Dick  ;  how  are  you,  sir  ?'*  rej)lied  Mr. 
Stohhs.  *'  I  want  the  matter  of  lifteen  pounil  of  you,  for  four  (piiir- 
ters'  rent,  due  Lady-day  last. 

"  Nix  my  dolly  I"  replied  Mr.  Gardner  ;  "  wish  you  may  get  it,  ohl 
IV'llow.     I  want  till  ('hristnuis  to  pay  it." 

*'  Make  the  sii/ure,  Stohhs,  and  waste  no  more  time,"  said  Tom. 

Young  Dick  turned  round,  and  hurled  a  (piart  pot  at  that  gen- 
tlen\an's  head,  hy  way  of  ))reliminary,  and  then  hroke  out  into  a  tor- 
rent of  ahuse,  to  all  of  which,  however,  Tom  remaini'd  as  insensihle 
as  the  tahle  against  which  he  leaned. 

*'  Yon  seem  pretty  cool,  you  do,  my  chip,"  sai*!  Mr.  Gardner,  ad- 
dressing Tom  ;  "hut  you'll  repent  this  hefore  long.  I'll  have  my 
revenge,  if  I  swing  for  it  I"  .And  then  Mr.  Gardiur  lowered  his  voice 
to  a  very  significant  whisper,  and  said  with  a  sneer,  "You  haven't 
heen  at  Heeeh  Knd  lately,  my  covey,  have  yon?" 

Tom  started  a  little  at  the  tone  in  which  this  sentence  was  uttered, 
as  well  as  at  the  hint  which  it  seemed  to  convey. 

"Ohl  you're  on  the  skewer,  are  yoti  ?  Yon  feel  (jueery — rather 
screwed  down — do  yon.'  Oh!  I  thought  .«o !  Red  ahont  the  gills, 
too!"  continned  Dick  in  the  same  hantering  tone  of  voice  ;  "  hut  I  II 
sarve  yon  out.     You  won't  srct  rid  c»f  me  attain   in  a  hniTv,  I  can  tell 
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yoii,  my  yonnp;  Klinvor ! — nor  them  blcHHcd  old  catu  of  Aiintu  of  yoiirn 
iK'itlicr.     I'll  ^ii(»\v  tlicni  a  li^lit  to  f^o  to  Wed  by,  Homt*  night!* 

Tlic  yoimi;  |)r(»llit:;jitc  having  hy  tliih  tiiin*  Morki-d  liiiiiHclf  into  a  ra^'C, 
took  iii.s  (Icparliirc  iVoin  the  roof  \s  liirli  liatl  hlicltcrcd  Iuh  infancy,  and 
his  fatlur's  heforc  liini,  and  with  a  mind  lu-nt  on  re\engf,  took  hi*  vay 
townrdH  London. 

Tom  at  the  same  time  returned  to  liis  Annts,  with  the  newH  of  the 
expulsion  of  their  disrej)iitahle  tenant,  hut  conhl  not,  for  tlie  houI  of 
him,  hel|)  feclin*^  unea.sy  at  tlie  tlireats  of  revenue  in  vhieli  tlie  young 
nillian  had  indulged.  The  Iiint  about  Beech  Knd  had  an  unph-a- 
sant  effect  npon  his  nerves, — it  evidently  meant  more  tlian  met  the 
ear.  Suddenly  the  circumstance  of  the  little  archway  over  the  road, 
and  the  man's  leg  in  the  moonlight,  recurred  to  Tom's  thoughts. 

"This  surely  could  not  have  been  the  individual  in  hiding  at  the 
arclnvay?"  said  Tom  to  himself;  "  I  hope  not.  Hi>  participation  in 
our  secret  will  be  a  little  awkward,  but  the  robbery  of  the  farm- 
house on  the  same  night,  coupled  with  this  young  fellow's  reputed 
character,  gives  it  an  appearance  of  likelihood;" — and  Tom  pondered, 
and  was  very  serious,  to  tlie  great  delight  of  his  Aunts,  who,  always 
upon  the  watch  fur  what  they  considered  signs  of  improvement  in 
their  volatile  Nephew,  seized,  as  usual,  upon  every  wrinkle  of  his  brow, 
and  every  dismal  shadow  which  crossed  his  usually  sunshiny  counte- 
nance, as  so  many  happy  omens  of  increasing  gravity  of  character. 

At  breakfast  time,  the  next  day,  Tom  received  the  letter  from  Mr. 
Harry  Rattleton,  containing  the  lie  about  the  safe  delivery  of  the 
pocket-book  at  the  ofHce  of  Mr.  Horace  Chuck,  and  a  new  spaper  from 
an  unknown  hand,  containing  an  advertisement  oflering  a  handsome 
reward  for  the  recovery  thereof  and  the  conviction  of  tlie  oflenders. 
Tom  was  sorely  puzzled  by  these  counter-statements,  and  resolved  upon 
an  immediate  return  to  London,  in  order  to  ascertain  the  truth.  An- 
other note,  however,  upon  the  day  following,  from  Mr.  Rattleton,  in 
support  of  the  first,  again  protesting  the  safe  return  of  the  book,  and 
addins:  that  Horace  Chuck  had  hidden  the  same,  in  order  to  take 
a  savage  revenge  upon  the  parties  who  had  played  him  the  trick,  should 
he  be  fortunate  enough  to  discover  them,  reassured  him  a  little. 

Tom  felt  once  more  easy,  as  far  as  the  actual  loss  of  the  book  was 
concerned,  and,  in  consequence,  enjoyed  the  advertisement  exceedingly, 
and  soon  adopted  Mr.  Rattleton's  views  of  the  subject  ;  but  the  result 
of  the  joke,  taken  altogether,  was  not  quite  so  pleasant  as  it  might 
have  been.     There  was  something  not  particularly  flattering  in  being 
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advertised  t'oi  in  the  terms: — **  Whereas  sundry  niisereants,  upnii  tlie 
iii^Iit  of  Tliiirsday,  stopped  and  rolibed  a  gentleman  u|)on  Iut  Majesty's 
lii';liway  of  his  poeket-hook,  despite  a  most  {gallant  re>istaiiee,"  \:e. 
The  more  especially,  as  Tom  more  than  siispeeted  that  the  ulmh'  '  idh- 
hcry  and  gallant  rfsistance,'  was  scrn  hy  the  individual  hiihicn  in  the 
little  arehway,  and  who  woidd  dnuhth'ss  nnike  the  nu)st  ol'  hi>  intclli- 
gt'iu'c  ;  and  if  that  same  indi\  idual  \vii»'  young  Diek  (lardiuT,  of  Nvliicli 
his  [)arting  words  seenn-d  to  tlimw  some  suspicion,  the  position  which 
Tom  and  his  companions  occupiiil  was  far  iVom  cnviahle. 

"  i  must  get  to  town,  after  all,"  said  Tinn,  "ami  argue  the  ease  with 
lioraee.  lie  surely  will  not  prosecute  us  all  for  a  mere  piece  of  fun  ! 
Who  would  liaNc  thouu,ht  of  tiu'  I'ool  taking  it  ho  seriously  I — his  pre- 
tence of  losing  the  hook,  tool — shahhy  of  him — very — hut  just  like 
him,  nevertheless  I" 

"Tom,  my  dear!  don't  stand  at  that  door  without  your  hat," 
exclaimed  Aunt  Lucy,  all  of  a  sudden  ; — Un  Tom.  in  his  ponderings 
and  wanderings,  had  takiii  up  a  position  at  the  gar(U'n-door,  and 
was  irazin":  out,  ah>;tractedlv,  upon  the  lawn. 

"  I'ut  on  your  hat,  Tom,  and  heau  me  dow  n  the  village,  like  a  good 
hoy.  Come.  I  want  to  sec  after  poor  old  (Jardiier's  hurts,  and  to 
see  IVggy's  mother,"   continued  Aunt  Lucy. 

Tom  put  on  his   iiat,  as  desired,  and  accompanied   hi'^  Aunt. 

They  had  searet'ly  Ixhu  ahscnt  a  (|uart(  r  of  an  hour,  hef(U*e  tlic 
'  (low  n  Ucgulator,*  to  the  great  surprise  of  the  two  stay-al  home  iMisses 
I\ae(piet ,  drew  u])  at  the  fore-court,  and  deposited  a  tall,  shahhy-looking 
individual,  cmhcllished  with  a  white  hat  and  sandy  whiskers,  who  iin- 
uMMliately  hegan  lishing  over  the  gale,  and  p(»king  und(r  the  top-rail 
for  tJH'  latch,  and  then  running  liis  nose  along  the  wall  lor  the  hell- 
liaiidK  .  Finding  neither,  however,  he  gave  the  little  gate  a  pit ulant 
shake,  which,  to  his  surprise  opened  so  prom})tly  (there  being  no 
latch),  that  he  stnndiled  through  in  scmiewhat  a  discomposed  manner. 

The  two  ladies,  who  had  hcen  watching  him  from  the  parlour- 
wimlow.  were  silent  with  wonder,  and  felt  almost  as  nervous  as  if  he 
had  broken  into  the  house.  Who  louhl  \\q  he;  and  what  rAV/hewant  ^ 
No  person  of  the  male  species  ever  called  at  Coddletliorpe,  e.\cept  the 
IJev.  Mr,  Palton  the  Hector,  and  Doctor  (lallot,  of  pharmaceutical 
notoriety. 

The  gentleman  proceeded  to  the  house-door,  waited  upon  hy  Lion, 
who  kept  snitling  about  the  calves  of  hi.s  legs  in  a  very  unpleasant 
fashion,  as  if  he  were  a^  much  puzzled  as  his  mistresses.    ^Ul  of  a  sud- 
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«l(ii,  ns  if  lif  li:i<l  made  u|i  liin  iniiid  um  to  llic  rliflrftctcr  of  the  vifciter, 
•  Lkmi'  linrkcd  a  few  pajcM,  luMluji  IiIh  hiiHliy  tail  fthout,  iliMjiUytfl  lii« 
Ict'di,  and  l)ai  kid  (ill  the  rrliorH  rnn^a^nin.  The  utmn^t  r  di<l  not  Hctiii 
torcllNli  liiK  n'(rj)ti()ii  inucli — jxTpcd  at  by  the  Indira  from  within,  and 
l)arki(l  at  liy  liic  ^;icat  do;^  fiotn  without.  Ilr  Mitn  cool,  h<iH«vcr, 
and  collected,  and  waited  with  cxemiilniT  patience  the  arrival  of  Kohiii 
from  (lie  hollom  <»rthe  garden,  wIiohc  peculiar  province  it  wa»«,  in  the 
absence  of  poor  lVgp;y,  to  examine  all  comers  before  their  admittance 
to  the  presence  of  the  ladies. 

'riic  Ktian'^cr  sent  in  his  card, — ''  Mr.  Jcrcunj  lllmk,  Lj/ons  Inn,"— 
and  was  immediately  ushered  into  the  presence  of  the  Aunts,  who  «tood 
together,  ready  to  run,  scream,  or  faint,  a.s  occaaion  might  arise. 

Mr.  Blink  did  at  (.'oddlethorpe  precisely  as  he  had  done  in  Jermyn 
Street — shut  the  door  carcfnlly  behind  him,  took  a  chair  witli  all  the 
coolness  imaginable,  and  rubbed  up  the  sandy  brutus  with  his  fingers. 
Finding,  however,  that  the  ladies  remained  standing,  he  very  politely 
begged  that  they  would  be  seated  also. 

The  Aunts,  in  some  surprise,  complied. 

*'Your  names  arc — Racquet,  Ibelieve,  ladies?"  commenced  Mr.  Blink. 

The  two  ladies  bowed  an  assent,  and  requested  Mr.  Blink  to  more 
out  of  the  way  of  the  draft  from  the  crack  of  the  door. 

"  You  have  not  heard  from  your  brother  m  India,  lately,  ladies,  have 
you?"  said  Mr.  Blink,  politely. 

**  Good  Heavens  I  he  was  killed  nineteen  or  twenty  years  ago!" 
exclaimed  both  ladies  together,  turning  as  white  as  paper,  and 
trembling  with  excitement  at  this  sudden  revival  of  so  melancholy  a 
sul)ject. 

**  He  left  no  children,  I  believe?"  said  the  sandy  stranger,  totally 
unmoved  by  the  distress  of  the  ladies. 

"  Dear  me,  Emily,  Mliat  shall  we  do  ?"  said  Aunt  Cecily,  addre-sing 
lier  sister ;  and  then,  as  suddenly  recollecting  herselt',  answered  the 
stranger's  question. 

"  Children  ?— Yes  !  that  is— one." 

"  His  wife  died  in  England,  I  believe?"  said  the  stranger. 

"  Dear  me,  Emily  !  No,  sir,  in  India  I  May  I  ask,  sir,  why  you  put 
so  many  painful  questions  to  us  ?" 

"For  your  own  advantage,  ladies  I"  said  the  stranger.  "  I  am  a 
man  of  business." 

"Dear  me!  where's  Tom?"  exclaimed  Aunt  Cecily.  **  The  son  of 
our  deeply  lamented  brother  is  with  us  at  the  present  moment,  sir. 
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If  you  have  anything  to  couiinunicati',  you   had   hitter,  perhaps,  see 

him,  and " 

"  Nothing  to  comnumicato  at  present,  madam,"  returned  tlic 
stranger,  suddenly  starting  at  thi-  nuntion  of  Tom's  proximity.  ''There 
is  my  eard.  You  will  shortly,  I  hope,  hear  of  sometliing  to  your  ad- 
vantage. In  the  meantime — ahl — ah! — good  morning!"  The  stranger 
covered  over  the  sandy  hrutus  with  iiis  white  hat,  and  preeipitately 
(h'parted,  the  calves  of  his  legs  attendrd  upon,  during  their  progress  to 
the  gate,  hy  the  snarling  eountenance  of  *  Jjion.' 

Just  as  he  emerged  from  the  gate,  Tom  and  his  \\nil  Liuy  turned 
the  corner  of  a  little  lane,  ahout  lifty  yards  helow,  on  their  way  home. 
No  sooner  did  Tom  catch  sight  of  the  shahhy  gentlcnum,  than  he 
instantly  quitted  his  Aunt's  arm,  and  made  a  violent  start  forward  in 
l)ursuit.  Aunt  Lucy,  however,  caught  him  hy  the  coat  tails,  and,  in 
spite  of  all  his  anxious  endeavours  and  struggles  to  get  away,  suc- 
ceeded in  detaining  him,  and  cairying  him  cai)tive  into  the  house, 
where  Kmily  and  Cecily  met  them,  and  detailed  the  curious  questions 
propounded  by  the  inquisitive  stranger.  "What  can  he  want  ! — What 
does  he  mean  ?"  exclaimed  all  three  in  a  breath. 

Tom  could  scarc<'ly  tind  patience  enough  to  hear  the  numberless 
speculations  indulgeil  in  by  his  Aunts  relative  to  IJie  stranger.  He 
informed  them  of  his  having  been  also  subjected  to  a  like  visit,  and 
also  of  the  false  address  given  by  the  party,  and  was  in  the  middle  of 
his  account  when  the  *  up-Regulator '  wcwi  by,  towards  London. 

*'  I  must  go,"  said  Tom  ;  "  I  am  determined  to  iind  out  who  he  is. 
Tliere  goes  the  coach  !  I  will  watch  whether  he  goes  by  it,  or  remains." 
All  three  of  his  Aunts  immediately  threw  themselves  upon  Tom, 
begging  him  to  do  no  such  thing ;  but  Tom  was  as  obstinate  as  a  mule 
— and  so  set  off — not,  however,  without  having  a  silk  handkerchief 
twisted  round  his  neck  by  Aunt  Lucy,  and  receiving  the  usual  cautious 
respecting  cold  from  Kmily  and  Cecily. 

Tea  time  approached,  but  Tom  was  absent.  Tea  was  delayed  for  an 
hour,  but  Tom  did  not  arrive.  Kobiu  was  sent  into  the  village  in 
the  direction  which  Tom  had  taken  ;  and,  after  about  half  an  hour's 
absence — twenty  minutes  of  which  were  spent  with  the  ostler  of  the 
Coddlethorpe  Arms,  in  speculating  u})on  the  business  of  the  stranger 
— he  returned  with  the  news,  that  the  stranger  had  got  into  the  coach 
which  wns  changing  liorscs  at  the  time,  and  had  rode  away  towards 
London  ;  and  that  Mr.  Racqtiet  had  mounted  a  h«»rse,  and  had  rode 
after  him  like  mad  ;   and  that  was  all  they  knew  about  the  matter. 
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<  II  \i'TI,i;   \\  III. 
tom'h  c  mask   aftkr   mi(.    hunk. 

W'm.v  Tom  rcarlicd  the  iiiii  wud,  the  (oacli  h.ui  htartcil  foiuc  tcu 
iiiiiiMt(  -.  lie  a>kc(l  if  lie  roiild  linve  a  Kadflle  hornf,  and  no  overtake 
it  al  tli(  (  ihI  of  llic  luxt  stn^e.  IJootw  tlioiight  lie  could — OMtlcr 
llioiighl  he  mi^lil. — waiter  said  Ik  uoidd  iiirjiiiro — lio«t  naid  he  could 
not. 

'*  What  I  not  a  saddk-iiorsi-  in  tlic  >tahler'   said  Tom  in  Mir|iii-'C. 

"  No,"  said  mine  host  very  coolly.     "  All  out." 

"  'i'ln  re's  the  old  wall-eyed  poster,"  said  the  ostler;  "  hut  hc*« 
sich  a  cruel  hard  trotter,  and  sicli  a  rigler  wicked  old  hcast  into  the 
hargain." 

"  Saddle  him  I  saildic  him  I"  almost  shouted  Tom.  "  Anything  with 
i'oiir  legs  will  do;    I'll  get  something  out  of  him  besides  wickedness." 

The  ostler  looked  at  his  master — his  master  smiled  coiiKcnt;  so  the 
ostler  ran  \\[)  \hv  yard,  and  soon  returned  with  th*-  animal  in  question, 
which  Tom  immediately  mounted,  borrowing  a  persuader,  in  the  shape 
of  a  stout  ash  stick,  from  the  waiter,  an«l  set  forward  helter-skelter 
upcm  his  journey. 

No  sooner  was  Tom  fairly  clear  of  the  ^illage,  than  he  put  the  'old 
wall-eyed  poster'  to  his  mettle,  in  hopes  of  catching  the  coach  at  the 
next  stage;  but  all  Them's  endeavours  could  not  insure  unanimity  of 
action  in  the  animal's  legs.  Mlien  he  trotted,  which  he  per>i>ted  in 
doing  as  much  as  he  could,  he  only  trotted  with  his  fore-legs — the 
hinder  ones  as  it  were  following  in  a  canter.  Tom  soon  got  into  a 
rage  with  the  beast — there  was  no  getting  a  gallop  out  of  him  any 
how.  Tom  laid  into  him  till  his  arm  ached,  and  was  just  going  to 
give  it  up  as  impracticable,  when  he  came  up  with  a  waggon.  The 
waggoner,  seeing  how  matters  stood  between  the  horse  and  his  rider, 
gave  the  former  a  smart  cut  with  his  long  whip;  this  being  entirely 
unexpected  upon  the  part  of  the  'old  poster,'  he  lashed  out,  and  set 
off  at  a  tolerable  pace;  and,  after  one  or  two  demurs,  kicks  and  flings, 
an  occasional  shy,  and  a  bolt  or  two,  Tom  caught  sight  of  the  dust 
raised  by  the  coach  as  it  ascended  a  hill  about  four  miles  before  him. 

Luckily  for  Tom  the  coach  had  been  detained  a  little,  lliere  had 
been  three  lady  passengers  to  take  up  at  the  end  of  a  gre^n  lane,  and 
each  lady  was  accompanied  by  the  usual  complement  of  trunks,  band- 
boxes, small  parcels,    and  parasols,  and  also  was  nervously  solicitous 
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about  the  wcll-heiiig  ol"  tlif  >ahl  liiiiik-  and  Imiid-bo.xi's ; — iii.sisting 
upon  this  not  hciiig  scjUfCZtMl,  and  that  not  bt-ing  put  \\  roiigside 
uppcnuost,  and  the  oth«r  not  being  sat  upon; — so  that  altogctlier, 
bttwtcn  the  [)a(king  up  of  the  hidii-s,  and  tlie  )»acking  in  of  all  their 
little  artiele-^,  ab(Mit  ten  minutrs  had  l»een  consumed. 

A  little  more  resolute  galloping  upon  the  part  (d'  the  'wall(yed 
poster,"  ami  'Pom  was  as  nearly  up  with  the  eoaeh  as  he  intended  to  be, 
>o  he  trotted  on  in  the  irai ,  sniokiu":  with  tin-  heat  ol"  his  ride,  and 
(hoking  with  the  dust  kicked  up  by  the  coaili. 

\\  hen  the  coach  drew  up  to  change  horses,  Wnw  dismounted  at  the 
inn  a  lew  yards  down  the  street,  determiiu'd  not  to  be  seen  il  he  c(tuld 
help  it  by  Mr.  lilink,  gave  ids  panting  steed  to  the  ostler,  ami  walked 
(ptietly  to  t  he  coach,  and  scraiid)l<'d  upon  the  root  thereol,  basing  made 
sure  that  the  white  lial,  with  Mr.  lUink's  head  wit  bin  il ,  was  still  snugly 
ensconced  in  the  inside.  ||(>  (juietly  congratulated  himsidl'  upon 
being  so  well  upon  that  gentlennin's  trail,  and  liriuly  determined  not 
to  leave  it  until  he  had  housed  him,  or  fouml  sonu-  clue  to  hi.s  strange 
beha\iour.  (biward  lolbd  th<'  coach,  uiiid  il  r(  aclud  the  'Peacock* 
at  Islingt(»n,  when  Mr.  llliuk  immediately  jnmpid  out,  without,  as  it 
aj)peared,  seeing  .Mi".  Kaccpiet,  got  into  a  cab,  and  aw.iy  the  cab 
rattled. 

Tom  got  oil",  and  biKd  a  cab  also,  directing  the  drnu-  to  follow  the 
Other  w  heiever  it  went . 

Away  went  lht>  two  v(  luj-les,  bumping  down  the  then  ill-pa\ed 
<i'o>w(  II  Street  into  Sniithlield,  driving  the  cows  one  way  and  the  uicu 
another  (for  it  was  market-day),  getting  blocked  u))  among  tlocks  of 
sheep,  and  lunning  over  two  (U*  thne  by  way  of  warning  to  the  others, 
and  then  getting  clear  again  only  to  he  once  more  stopped  and  halloed 
;d"ter — the  drivers  lashing,  the  cattle  drovers  swearing  and  j)oking  the 
'  meat'  about,  and  the  •meat'  it.self,  according  to  its  \arious  tem- 
peraments, either  standing  mooiiingly  still  to  be  run  over,  or  the 
porcine  part  most  especially  scampering  clumsily  away  down  all  sorts 
of  blind  alleys,  and  screaming  lustily. 

It  was  evident  that  the  first  cab  felt  himself  chased,  for  In  went 
down  Snow  Hill  at  a  topping  pace;  the  horse,  by  ctmtinnally  making 
a  pair  of  compasses  of  his  fore  legs,  and  letting  his  himler  ones  take 
care  of  themselves,  saving  himself  from  falling  on  his  nose. 

I'p  llolborn  Hill  they  went  one  after  the  other,  performing  all 
those  evolutions  for  which  cabs  are  so  famous,  until  they  came  to  a 
"  block,  "  as  a  stoppage  is  technically  ternuMl,  wiun  the  first  cabniRu 
flourished  bis  whip  over  his  head  a^  a  t>igual  to  the  next,  who,  in  his 
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fiiiii,  ilid  tin-  like,  indicfttm;;  tlirrcl»y  to  all  who  might  J>c  foHowing, 
that  tliry  (iiil  no!  wnul  If)  have  their  hnikn  Kcratchrd,  and  all  vfon  at  a 
ptanri  still  Mi.  llliiik'K  rahman  turning  over  hifl  Kboultler  and  cx- 
rhaii^inp;  winkH  with  Mr.  Ra(,'r|U('t'H  cahnian. 

Tlic  Mock  or  stoppaj^c,  aftrr  having  cndnrcwl  Komc  rpiartcr  of  an 
hour,  Mas  at  last  satisfarlorily  rcniovod  hy  flogging  Konic-  of  tin- 
horsrs,  almost  ])nlling  the  jaws  off  others,  and,  hy  harking  a  few 
Avilliin  an  inch  of  the  shop  fronts,  to  the  infinite  terror  of  their  worthy 
proprietors,  and  running  the  pole  of  an  oninihus  through  the  hack  of 
a  gentleman's  carriage  to  the  imminent  risk  of  the  footman's  ralvr  -, 
and,  hy  the  usual  shouting  and  swearing  and  rude  w it  of  the  driver*^, 
contrasting  finely  with  the  calm  and  dignified  deportment  of  the 
police  as  they  (two  of  them)  marched  majestically  ahout  among  the 
tangled  throng  of  carriages,  and  flourished  their  trunelieons,  and  liit 
this  horse  smartly  upon  the  nose,  and  the  other  authoritatively  uj)on 
the  rump,  and  ordered  and  counter-ordered  the  coachmen  until  they 
growled  again  with  indignation.  The  moh  of  vehicles  was  at  hi^t, 
liowevcr,  free  and  in  motion,  and  the  two  policemen  stood  serenely 
and  modestly  on  the  curh,  like  philosophers,  admiring  the  result  of 
their  own  good  works,  while  a  little  boy  picked  a  gentleman's  pocket 
close  under  their  noses. 

Away  went  our  two  cabs  among  the  rest,  a  little  gently  at  first,  until 
the  horses  were  warm  again,  along  Holborn,  round  St.  Giles's,  up  Tot- 
tenham Court  Road,  one  on  each  side  of  the  coach-stand,  until  they  ar- 
rived within  a  few  yards  of  each  other  at  the  corner  of  the  New  Road. 

It  was  now  quite  evident  to  Tom  that  ^Ir.  Blink  had  discovered  and 
wished  to  avoid  him,  for  that  gentleman  got  out,  popped  a  letter  into 
the  post,  and  calling  a  fresh  cab  set  off  again  immediately  down  the 
New  Road,  in  an  easterly  direction,  as  rapidly  as  before. 

"  I'll  find  out  who  he  is,"  said  Tom  to  himself,  *'  if  I  follow  him  all 
day  :  people  do  not  give  false  addresses  for  nothing."  So  he  also 
changed  his  cab,  and  rattled  away  in  the  same  direction. 

The  chase  was  kept  up  with  spirit  for  some  time.  \Miitechapel 
Church  saw  them  pass,  and  the  East  India  Docks  were  conscious  of 
their  presence — London  Eridge — the  Borough  Market — Meux's  Brew- 
ery— Bankside — Blackfriars  Bridge — Fleet  Street — Temple  Bar  :  here 
there  was  a  stop  again,  in  consequence  of  a  country  waggon,  piled 
about  six  inches  too  high,  ha^'ing  stuck  fast  under  the  bar. 

Tom's  attention  was  for  a  m.oment  taken  up  with  the  string  of 
struggling  and  floundering  horses  harnessed  to  the  back  of  the  wag- 
gon, in  order  to  get  it  out  again,  and  Mr.  Blink  jumped  out  of  the  cab 
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and  (lived  iiit(»  (ho  niol).  Tom  however  Nvas  informed  by  his  driver  in 
ail  instant  and  (li\ed  after  him.  Mr.  Blink  had  for«j;otten  that  he  wore 
a  white  hat  :  Tom,  •::uiih'd  hy  this  signal  of  his  presence,  soon  dis- 
covered him.  Mr.  lUink  walked  ra[)idly  (nnvard,  neither  looking  to 
the  right  nor  to  the  left,  with  Tom  at  his  heels. 

Still  onward  went  Mr.  lUink,  past  the  'New  Chnreli'  on  the  riglit 
hand  side  of  the  \\i\\,  dr()pj)ed  in  ftir  a  glass  of  ftle  at  the  '  l']dinhnrgh 
('astle,'  and  on  again.  Suddenly,  however,  he  stopped,  considered 
for  a  moment,  and,  w  ith  a  grin  upon  his  face,  turned  up  Catherine 
Stieet,  and  dived  into  the  i)it  entrance  of  Drury  i.aiu'  Theatre. 

Tom  followed  him,  hut  stopped  short  at  the  pay-place. 

Tom  had  hut  two  shillings  left  in  his  pocket,  and  the  price  of  en- 
trance wa>i  three.  Mr.  lUiiilv  walked  ([uietly  through  the  swing-door, 
provokingly  calm  and  collected,  and  entered  the  theatre. 

Tom  tired,  angry,  and  out-mano-nvred,  walketl  to  his  lodgings  in 
Jermyn  Street,  there  to  brood  over  his  disappointment  and  vow  ven- 
geance against  Mr.  Ulink,  if  he  could  but  catch  him. 

*'  A  pretty  wild  goose  chace  I  have  had  of  it,"  said  Tom,  ])Mtting 
on  his  slippers.  '*  Confound  the  fellow,  I  cannot  think  what  there 
is  about  him,  and  his  consummate  coolness  and  impudence,  that  stirs 
nu'  so.      What  the " 

Tom  made  a  pause. 

" can    he  want,    or  what    can    ho   moan  by  all   this    inquiry. 

However,  I  suppose,  as  the  old  ladies  say,  'Time  will  how;"  "  and  so, 
after  a  little  while,  Tom  dismissed  f/iat  subject  from  his  mind,  and 
took  the  next  which  olfered.  "Gone  to  the  lakes,  and  with  not  cnou 
the  slightest  intimation  to  me  that  such  a  journey  was  pr(»jected,'*  said 
Tom  half  aloud.  "  Not  kind,  to  say  the  least  of  it ;  1  suppose  now 
that  I  ought  to  feel  myself  inconsolable  and  miserable  beyond  redemp- 
tion; but  I  will  not — I  am  not  of  the  mettle  for  such  soft-hearted 
nonsense.  If  1  be  a  lover,  I  hope  I  am  a  sensible  fellow  notwithstand- 
ing;" and  Tom  hummed,  with  a  very  spectral  attempt  at  liveliness — 
"  If  .she  l>6  not  m:ido  for  me, 

W'hnt  cure  I  how  fair  she  be  I" — 

a)id  much  more  to  the  same  wise  puqiose,  all  tending  to  prove  that 
sensible  as  he  considered  himself,  he  was  no  more  proof  against  the 
slights  and  accidents  ever  atti'udant  upiui  the  tender  passion  than  his 
illustrious  grandl'athers  and  grantlmothers. 

"  .Mtogether,"  wiid  Tom,  stopping  sliort    in   the  stani:a,  which  he 
was  repeating  for  the  twentieth  time,  "  I  tlnnk  I  have  either  filled  my 
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own  lianils  prcMy  f'ltll  oi  IniHiiicAK,  or  have  had  t)i<-ni  iilU-tl  for  nic. 
I'ii>tly.  ( oiiicH  Miy  Aiiiith'  rcfiiHul;  Hfcondly,  foiiu*»  my  iiiilurky  pre- 
Kt'iKT,  w  Imii  I  s||(»iil(l  have  liccii  iitiHciit ;  thirdly,  coiiick  that  cunfoun'ifd 
couhM'ss  (Vom  '  Tapa  Wliif f hhiiry,'  ahoiit  that  ridiiiiloii'^  jiolia-  hu^i- 
iicss;  I'onrllilv,  (oiiH^  this  nuhiiky  fiiiah*  to  our  tri<-k  iijiori  Master 
iioiacc;  anil,  laHlly,  roinoK  that  white  liatted  iiidiviiliiai,  with  his 
niol  iM(|iiiri('K — so  flial.  alt(»;;(tli('r,  I  tliink  I  had  hotter  Rfi  np  a 
<l(  ik  or  sccicfaiy  at  omc  to  look  alhr  my  allairs;  at  any  rate,  1 
Nvill  sec  tli(r  Kattictons  to-n>oriow,  and  In  ar  tin-  rcsidt  of  one  part  of 
it  at  least,  fnnii  their  f)\vn  lips;  1  do  not  inueh  like  it,  thc«e  two 
Rattletons  played  Roh  IMiill|»ots  an  n^ly  trick  once." 

And  so  Tom  (ell  a>i('(p  in  his  chair,  and  then  suddenly  awoke  hy 
very  nearly  falling  out  of  it.  The  fatif^ue  he  had  undergone  hegan  to 
ueij:;li  heavily  upon  him,  and  the  anxiety  and  uneasiness  he  felt  with 
regard  to  the  seeminj;  neglect  on  the  part  of  his  lady  hjve,  in  spite  "f 
his  philosophy,  made  him  feel  chilly  and  despondent;  for  Tom  wa*'  a 
frank,  uarm-hearted,  good-natured  fellow,  placing  implicit  confidence 
in  all  around  him,  and  feeling  it  acutely  when  any  of  his  more  worldly- 
minded  and  cooler-headed  acquaintance  trespassed  a  little  uj)on  his 
open  nature  for  tlicii'  o^vn  selfish  ends,  which,  to  tell  the  truth,  they 
occasionally  did. 

*'  I  have  heen  deceived  before  now,"  said  Tom  bitterly;  "  and  that, 
too,  by  parties  in  whom  1  placed  the  most  unbounded  confidence; 
and  1  suppose  I  am  to  have  another  lesson  in  the  ways  of  the  world — 
but  T  do  most  sincerely  hope  not  from  that  f|uarter." 

Tom  had  no  sooner  concluded  the  sentence,  than  he  called  himself 
a  villain — an  ass — a  faint-hearted  poltroon — a  scoundrel — and  divers 
other  opprobrious  titles,  for  doubting  for  an  instant  the  truth  and  con- 
stancy of  his  heart's  choice ;  and,  feeling  much  relieved  by  the  exercise, 
he  ordered  his  candle,  and  proceeded  to  his  repose. 

Tom  slept  soundly  amid  the  many  noises  which  were  g'^ing  on  about 
him,  the  hum  of  convcrsati*on,  as  group  after  group  from  the  theatres 
and  pleasure-parties  sought  their  homes,  occasionally  bursting  into 
fits  of  hearty  and  merry  laughter,  at  the  repetition  of  many  a  well- 
told  jest  and  funny  story — slept  on,  through  the  bitter  and  piercing 
scream  of  some  lost-one,  dragged,  maddened  and  reeling,  from  the 
closing  gin-palace, — amid  the  deep  growling  and  suppressed  quarrels 
of  gamesters,  as  they  wended  their  homeward-way,  disputing  the  last 
cast  of  the  dice, — amid  the  sharp  rattle  of  the  cab,  and  the  more  lum- 
bering sound  of  the  heavily-laden  vegetable  cart,  bound  for  Covent 
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OarcU'ii  mftrket, — tlie  slirill  whistle  ol'tht-  boy  out  for  the  night,  nnJ  the 
l(»ii(l  halloo  (»f  soim*  Ijuir-ilniiiktMi  sailor,  saluting  I'vcry  pt'iscju  hr  uiot. 

'I'Ik*  night  hears  strange  noises,  and  sres  strange  seenes.  At  one 
and  the  sanu'  moment,  the  langhter  t)f  the  living  and  the  groans  (»t' 
tin-  dying, — the  \vhis|)(ii(l  plans  of  eowardly  sneaking  murdrr,  ami 
the  hoisterous  and  hearty  revel  of  him  upon  whom  the  foni  lU'vd  is  tt) 
he  doiu*, — the  musieal  and  light-sounding  merriment  (»f  ytmthfid  and 
hopeful  hearts,  met  together  in  eelehrate  some  dear-one's  hirth-ilay, 
and  the  silent  and  deep  sohs  of  the  lorn  and  despairing  uu)urner,  cmec 
ha[)py  and  lighl-lu  artcd  also,  hut  now,  alas  I  cdld,  weary,  alone,  and 
dying,  in  sonu'  rctttrn  and  fdthv  garret — starNcd,  lor  want  of  the 
eriind)s  whieh  fall  unheeded  from  nnmy  a  festive  hoard  ! 

At  sea,  night  covers  strange  sii^hts,  ami  hears  sounds,  wihhr  and 
stranger  than  on  laml.  The  dark  deep  field  of  waters  is  dotte«l  over  with 
ships — sonu' still,  sonu'  nu)ving,  hut  all  alike  wending  on  their  hononr- 
ahle  course  of  trallic  or  of  pleasure; — a// — no,  not  all — ther»'are  two 
or  three  among  that  ilistant  crowd — long,  low-huilf,  (piiek-sailing  ves- 
sels, with  their  tall  masts  raking  aft,  and  arnu'd  with  hmg  guns — 
which  are  not  upon  an  honourable  course  of  trallic,  although  they 
boast  of  bidonging  to  the  civili/ed  nations  of  the  earth.  Hark  I  from 
one  of  them  ihe  crew  are  throwing  some  of  the  spoiled  cargo  into  the 
sea.  Lights  are  at  the  side,  too — and  half  a  dozen  faces — nu-rry  ami 
laughing  faces — watching  the  splash  and  eddy  caused  by  the  sinking 
sub>tances.  Il'htil  are  they  throwing  thus  inerrily  into  the  sea  *.  Ask 
the  num  who  stands  so  (piietly  at  the  In  Im,  eyeing  the  sharks,  and 
smoking  his  cigar.  He  will  answer,  with  a  grin,  "  Heaving  the  dead 
slaves  overboard  !" 

TIuTc  is  a  flag  in  that  daslariUy  ship,  although  not  flying  at  the 
mast  head,  which  has  certainly  n//<' true  blue  eormr,  covered  with  >tars, 
upon  its  lield,  but  the  renuiinder  is  crossed  by  blood  red  stripe.^  '  \{ 
is  lioasted  of  as  the  flaunting  flag  of  liberty  !  r/mm/nn/  i noiiich,  (lod 
knows!  See!  another  ship,  of  a  larger  and  n«ore  ^(piare  build,  and 
upon  another  sea — a  fair,  and  calm,  and  moonliu;ht  sea — with  laml 
just  within  sight.  !iiL::]its  are  at  the  side  (her*-  al-o;  and  faces—  .sad 
faces — glancing  in  the  moonlight  !  The  crew  lower  sonuthing  npon  a 
grating,  wrap[)ed  in  sheets,  and  a  flag  ;  and  the  captain  is  rcaiiing,  from 
a  small  prayer-hook,  the  service  for  the  burial  of  the  dead  '  fhere  is 
a  pause — he  closes  the  book  '  K.ither,  mother,  and  husband  "-train 
their  tearfid  eye><,  to  catch  a  la>f  glimpse  of  all  that  whs  once  so  dear 
to  them!  Ciradmdly  the  grating  sinks  with  its  fair  and  lifeless  bur- 
then— reaches  the  surface  of  the  greedy  sea — slowly  it  is  lowered,  until 
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nothing  romainH  in  ni^lit — tlu*  tackl**  ia  H\i\t\ni\,  ami  all  i*  over! — ami 
slio,  tlic  ^cnllr  one,  fur  wlioni  that  Hliip  hiiA  iij)rca<l  Iht  MaiU,  an<I  lian 
dune  lur  utnioHt  to  rcacli  a  more  genial  climate,  now  re»tM  wiiliinar<\s 
niilcH  of  the  coveted  spot — readied,  alas  I  too  late  to  itay  the  pro;^r«»»»<* 
of  Kngland'H  hlighting  and  ever  fatal  malady. 

Truly,  nif^lit  covers  Ktran'^c  hights,  and  hearw  utran^e  Moundx! 

Tom  slept — the  iiid)rok(n  slecj)  of  the  weary  I  lliw  dreamn  wer«-, 
however,  dislnrhed.  Th()Ut<;hts  which  had  several  timcH  visited  him 
durini^  his  illness,  won/t/  ohtrude  themselves  upon  his  notice,  and 
irou/tl  l)e  heard,  in  spite  of  all  his  endeavours  to  put  them  aside. 
*'  Tom,"  said  one, — a  grave,  hut  good-tempered  old  fellow  of  a 
Thoup;ht,  "the  last  two  years  of  your  life  have  been  entirely  at 
your  own  disposal.  How  have  you  spent  them  ? — what  have  you  done 
with  the  six  thousand  and  nine  hundred  and  odd  hours  entrusted  to 
your  care,  for  the  well-doing  either  of  yourself  or  your  fellow-crea- 
tures? No  answer?  Well,  Tom,  I  will  enumerate  for  you.  You  hav. 
frightened  a  few  cats — shot  a  few  birds — caught  a  few  fish — ridden  a 
few  horses — hunted  a  few  hares  and  foxes — devoured  not  a  few  sheej) 
and  other  animals — been  asleep  fully  one-third  of  the  six  thousand 
and  nine  hundred  and  odd  liours,  and,  from  anything  that  can  \>e 
gathered  to  the  contrary,  done  little  better  with  the  rest.  Tom  I 
Tom  I"  continued  this  grave  old  Thought,  good-naturedly,  "  you  are 
a  mere  schoolboy !" 

"  So  von  are  I  so  you  are  I"  whispered  Tom's  conscience,  in  a  >harp 
tone,  ''  1  have  told  you  so  before!"  Tom  tried,  as  usual,  to  smother 
his  conscience — but  could  not  do  it ;  it  linked  itself,  arm  in  arm,  with 
the  grave  old  Thought,  and  said  again,  "  I  told  you  so  before,  but  you 
-would  not  hear  me  !"  And  then  the  grave  old  Thought  passed  away,  to 
the  mysterious  cell  from  which  he  came,  saying  as  he  went, — "  I  shall 
come  a«-ain,  Tom  I — I  shall  come  again  ! — when  yo*  least  expect  me  !" 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

CODDLETHORPE. 

Tom's  Aunts,  as  soon  as  he  had  left  them,  looked  at  each  other  with 
great  anxiety,  and  finally  agreed  iu  admiring  his  determination,  and 
blaming  his  precipitancy  ;  in  hoping  that  he  would  not  catch  cold, 
and  feavins  that  he  would  be  thrown  from  his  horse.  ^Vhen,  however, 
night  came,  and  he  did  not  make  his  appearance,  their  anxiety  became 
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extreme.  Robin  was  ftgain  sent  to  tlie  Coildletlioipe  Arms  for  news, 
l)iit  returned  witli  no  lurthcr  intornuition.  Aunts  Kuiily  and  (\*('ily 
put  on  tlieir  l)onnets,  and  stood  at  tlie  gate,  while  '  iiion,*  loosed  fVoui 
iiis  kennel  for  the  night,  poke*!  his  great  rough  nose  into  their  hands, 
soliciting  notice. 

The  village  street  was  unlighted,  save  by  the  light  of  the  moon  and 
the  few  and  far  between  gleams  which  shone  from  the  cottage  win- 
dows. Old  Dolly  Stubhs  was  just  shutting-up  her  cake  shop;  and  the 
noise  of  the  little  shutters,  as  they  were  litted  and  patted  into  tlieir 
|)!aces  by  the  active  old  dame,  sounded  quite  loudly  in  the  silent  street, 
and  was  echoed  back  by  the  opposite  houses,  and  rang  again.  Dolly 
Stubhs  stood,  for  a  few  minutes,  holding  the  door  in  her  hand,  and 
gazing  out  ui)on  the  silent  moonlight,  and  then  retired,  the  clatter  of 
the  little  bolt,  as  it  shot  into  its  stai)Ie,  being  quite  autlible.  One  by 
one  the  few  lights  disappeared;  and  the  half-muddled  visiters  to  the 
jiarlour  t>l'  tin*  Coddlethorpe  Arms,  walked,  or  stumbled,  or  reded 
homewards,  as  the  various  degrees  of  sobriety,  and  the  many  inecpia- 
lities  of  the  road  enabled  them.  At  last,  the  public-house  lights  were 
extinguished,  ami  the  village  was  at  rest. 

"  Good  night,  ladies  !"  said  a  gentle  voice,  close  beside  them. 

The  Misses  llacqnet  turned,  somewhat  startled.  It  was  only  the 
clergyman,  Mr.  Dalton,  going  home,  after  visiting  poor  old  Gardner, 
who  was  rapidly  recovering  the  etfects  of  his  son's  brutality. 

"  Will  you  not  stej)  in,  Mr.  Dalton  ?"  said  both  ladies  together,  for 
they  were  anxious,  and  had  become  nervous,  by  standing  ruminating 
in  the  cpiiet  moonlight  ;  and  they  were  glad  to  find  a  friend  to  whom 
they  could  detail  their  various  surmises  and  distresses. 

"  Not  to-night,  thank  you,  ladies,"  responded  the  clergyman.  "  I 
should  advise  you,  by-the-by,  to  let  Robin  sit  np,  and  also  to  let 
'Lion'  have  the  run  of  the  lawn  for  a  night  or  two;  it  seems  that 
Young  (iardner  has  been  uttering  threats  of  revenge  for  your  turning 
hiu)  out.  He  must  be  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood,  for  he  has 
visitcil  Peggy  again,  and  has  been  trying  to  induce  her  to  follow  him 
— happily,  I  am  glad  to  say,  without  efl'ect." 

The  two  anxicMis  ladies  detained  their  friendly  pastor  until  they 
had  informed  him  of  the  sudden  flight  of  their  Nephew,  and  of  the 
visit  of  the  man  with  the  white  hat;  and  they  felt  much  relieved  by 
his  expressing  an  opinion,  that  the  visiter  was  most  likely  some  fellow 
who  wished  to  extort  money  from  them,  but  who  was  fortunately 
frightened  from  his  purpose   by  the  mention  of  Tom's  name;  and 
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timt  Tom,  nftf  r   Ik-   li!i«i   tnucd    tlic   tcllow  to   hiM  hidiug  hole,  wouKi 
icdirn  saCc  ami  soiiimI  oii  tlit*  followiiij^  luorniii^. 

Oii(<'  a<^aiii  a  rriciidly  "  (i<»u\  iii;:ljf  "  wa.->  iiitcrclmiif^ed  by  tiie  \ailu 
ami    till-   clcr^^ynian,  ami    all    jii rparcd  to  Mcck    their  night'h  ri'\Hn^c 
'  liioii  '  was  called  in  tVoin  tlic  iMrc-coint,  and   introduced  to  tht*  la\(ii 
for  tlic  ni!j;iit,  not,  however,  Ix  tore    lie    had   indnlf^ed  in  Hfverai  gani- 
))ol.>    in    I  he  hnll,   and  very  nearly  brushed   the    li;?lit    out    of   li/djin' 
hand  \\itli  his  hushy  tail  as  he  skipped  at  last  through  the  gJaMs-door, 
])arkinjj;  and  friskinj^  in  the  moonlight  a8  if  he  were  a  fairy,  iiintead  of 
a  groat  heavy  fat  fellow  of  a  dog. 

Aunt  Ijucy,  who  was  afraid  of  the  night  air,  met  her  si.sterH  upon 
the  stairs  in  her  eaj),  and  rather  pettishly  upbraided  them  with  their 
want  of  caution  in  e\))Osing  themselves  so  unnece.-sarily  :  Aunt  Luey 
had  been  waiting  until  her  patience  was  fpiite  exluuisted. 

*'  It  is  such  a  beautiful  night,"  said  the  sisters,  Kmily  and  Cecily, 
in  extenuation  of  their  fault;   "  and,  besides,  we  saw  Mr.  lialton." 

*'  Why  is  'Lion'  turned  into  the  lawn?"  said  Aunt  Lucy.  **  He  will 
knock  the  tulips  all  to  pieces." 

"  Young  (Gardner  threatened  mischief,  it  seems,"  Haid  her  sir*ter 
Emily;   "  and  Mr.  Dalton  recommended  us  to  do  so." 

"  Dear  me  I"  returned  Aunt  Lucy,  alarmed.  "  1  thought  I  saw  a 
man  just  now,  as  I  Mas  looking  out  of  my  window,  creeping  along  by 
the  wall  of  the  rick-yard,  but  1  thought  it  was  only  fancy," 

Robin  was  called  and  consulted  upon  this  information  immediately, 
but  he  did  not  seem  to  fear  much  mischief  from  "Jolly  Dick,"  as  he 
called  the  ex-landlord  of  the  '  Fox,'  and  volunteered,  with  the  assis- 
tance of  *  Lion,'  to  insure  the  ricks  and  the  house  against  'Swing' 
himself. 

He  had  scarcely  fmi.slied  his  sentence,  before  the  deep  and  angry 
growl  of  *  Lion,'  bursting  every  now  and  then  into  a  sudden  bark,  drew 
the  attention  of  the  whole  party  to  the  lawn.  A  scuffle  and  a  worrying 
snarl  from  him  the  next  instant,  proclaimed  to  the  anxious  Aunts  that 
some  stranger  and  'Lion'  had  come  to  extremities.  Suddenly,  *  Lion  ' 
came  trotting  into  the  hall  with  a  piece  of  red  plush  in  his  mouth, 
beino-  part  and  parcel  of  the  nether  garment  of  some  gentleman,  whom 
lie  had  discovered  upon  the  grounds,  and  which  he  deposited,  with  an 
anxious  countenance  and  many  flourishes  of  his  bushy  tail,  upon  the 
floor,  as  a  trophy  fairly  captured  from  the  enemy. 

Robin  patted  'Lion'  on  the  head,  and  immediately  ran  out,  jumped 
OTer  the  little  wall  which  divided  the  lawn  from  the  farming  part   of 
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the  premise??,  aiul  proceeded  to  (In-  rick-yard,  l)Ut  found  notliins;  the 
iiiiitter:  all  was  as  siU'iil  as  moonlight  could  make  it,  and  all  pi*r- 
tcetly  safe. 

Aunts  Lucy,  Kmily,  and  (\iily,  —  miw  thoroughly  frightened  liy  lliin 
proof  of  tlie  presence  of  a  .strany;cr  upon  their  u;rouinls  at  so  late  a  time  ui' 
the  night, — all  three  unit»'d  in  deploring  Tom's  ahsenee,  and  agreeing 
that  he  was  an  exceedingly  tiresome  young  fellow  in  always  heing 
out  of  the  way  when  he  was  most  wanted  ;  one  of  them  esjieeially 
thinking  lo  herself  that  he  was  also  a  tirtsonie  ytumg  fellow  for  having 
heen  oiiee  nu)st  nuiterially  in  the  way  when  he  was  /utf  wanted;  and 
all  thne  linketl  themselves  ana  in  :inn,  and  waited,  and  listened, 
and  pondered,  and  whispei-ed,  ami  oeeasionallv  shivered  as  the  coed 
night  hreeze  came  sweeping  through  the  two  open  doors,  until  Kohin 
returned  with  '  Lion'  at  his  heels. 

Hobin  immediately,  at  the  urgent  comnnind  of  his  mistresses,  shut 
the  "nasty  door,"  and  then  proceeded  to  allay  the  alarm  whieh  Mr. 
l)altt)n's  intbrnnition,  eoupleil  with  '  Licm's'  capture,  Innl  originat»'d. 
He  assured  them  of  the  safety  of  the  premi>es,  ami  volunteered  to  sit 
up  all  night  ami  watch  until  the  aH'air  hatl  hlow  n  over. 

rhe  ladies  accepted  Holun's  proposition,  ami  left  hiui  the  hrandy 
ami  an  old  cloak  to  keep  liini  tV«)in  taking  cold  during  his  night- 
watch,  and  then  proceedctl  to  their  several  rooms,  douhle  locking  the 
doors,  and  peeping  out  of  the  windows,  ami  gazing  in  all  directions 
before  composing  themselves  to  sleep. 

Kobin  took  the  brandy  and  the  cloak,  and  made  himself  cond'ortable 
in  a  little  out-building,  from  which  he  coidd  comnnind  a  tolerably 
clear  view  of  the  premises;  and  trusty  old  '  Lion  '  picked  up  the  piece 
of  red  plush  again,  and  shook  it,  ami  pavsed  and  grow  leti  over  it,  and 
llapped  it  about  his  ears  most  fannmsly,  in  token  ol'  the  interest  he 
took  in  the  welfare  of  his  kintl  mistresses. 

The  night,  to  their  great  relief  passed  over  in  saf«'ty.  Robin,  and 
his  faithfid  companion,  '  Lion,'  had  not  been  distnrhed  in  their  watch; 
still,  however,  the  latlies  could  not  entirely  divest  themselves  of  cer- 
tain vague  feelings  of  alarm  —tears  of  they  knew  not  what, — and  so 
they  «'arly  sought  the  presence  of  their  frit  n«lly  visiter  of  the  previous 
night,  and  nmv  avrain  tohl  their  story  of  the  man  in  the  white  hat 
and  'Lion's'  capture  of  the  piece  of  retl  plush. 

The  reverend  gentleman  could  oft'er  them  little  nmre  advice  or  con- 
solation than  he  had  done  on  the  previous  t-vening,  so  gradually  led 
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tlu'iii  from  liic  hiil)jc(f,  uniil,  liy  di-gnM-H,  iic  introduerd  tliat  of  ()id 
Will  (iaidiK  T,  nnd  liis  uiiwoifliy  moii,  and  then  re\(.rtcd  to  the  fate 
ol   I  lie  iiiiluijipy  l*<'j^f;y. 

*'  What  will  you  do,  ladicB.'  The  poor  f^irl  must  not  he  thrown 
upon  I  he  world — will  you  receive  her  againT'  Maid  the  clergyman. 

At  this  (juestion  a  MrH.  CrosMcdge,  an  elderly  lady  from  l.,ondon, 
M'lio  had  called  on  Konie  missionary  charity,  opened  litr  eyes  with 
aN(oni>hnien( . 

**  Certainly — mo.st  certainly,"  exclaime<l  the  ladies  together.  "  We 
never  intended  to  desert  her;  she  ran  away  from  u»  in  the  extremity 
of  her  fright  and  grief  at  our  discovery  of  her — of  her " 

"  Of  her  wickedness,"  interposed  Mrs.  Crossedge.  "  i  am  sure, 
Miss  Racquet,  you  must  he  hold  indeed,  to  try  such  a  one  again,  as 
your  servant  has  proved  herself." 

*'  What  will  hecome  of  her  if  these  ladies  do  not  overlook  her  mis- 
conduct, and  once  again  receive  her?"  said  the  clergyman,  quietly 
turning  towards  the  fair  missionary. 

*'  I  am  sure  I  do  not  know,"  replied  that  lady,  somewhat  piqued. 
*'  She  will  go  to  the  workhouse,  I  suppose." 

"  She  will,"  said  the  clergyman,  warmly;  "  or  perhaps  to  a  prison, 
and  then  may  God  have  mercy  upon  her,  for  her  fellow-creatures  will 
not  :  once  stained  w  ith  the  prison-hlot,  and  she  will  hecome  the 
mark  for  the  finger  of  scorn  to  point  at  for  ever,  although  her  heart 
all  the  while  may  he  weeping  the  sincerest  tears  of  repentance  that 
ever  washed  away  sin — tears  which  w  ill  ensure  her  forgiveness  from 
on  High,  but  which  will  only  be  mocked  at  and  derided  by  her  jailors 
and  sister  felons,  and  doubted  even  by  those  who  boast  of  tender 
hearts  and  ready  hands  to  help  the  innocent ;  and  thus  she  will  live 
on,  until  either  tempted  or  starved  again  into  the  wrong  path,  when, 
indeed,  all  will  be  over  with  her  ;  and  she  w  ill  die,  as  many  have  done 
before  her,  as  utterly  depraved  as  if  she  had  been  born  in  the  veriest 
den  that  vice  and  infamy  ever  framed !" 

"  She  will  have  her  own  misdeeds  to  thank  for  it,"  said  Mrs.  Cross- 
edge,  with  a  toss  of  her  head. 

**  Excuse  me,"  said  Mr.  Dalton,  "  she  will  have  the  selfish  hard- 
hearted policy  of  those  who  should  know  better  to  thank  for  it  ;  those 
whose  duty  it  is  to  save  her  from  herself — whose  desire  it  should  be 
to  lure  her  back  to  the  paths  of  virtue — but  whose  purity,  forsooth,  is 
so  tender,  that  it  becomes  tainted  by  the  least  sympathy  with  the  de- 
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sorted  one,  and  whose  reputation  rests  upon  sueh  unstahle  grounds, 
tlint  tliey  are  atVaid  of  lioldiiiji:  out  a  helping  liand  to  an  erring  si«;ter, 
lest  tlicy  tlK'niscivc's  should  sulli-r  hy  the  euntai-t.'' 

•*  Keally,  Mr.  Dalton,*'  said  Mrs.  Crosscdgc,  rising,  "  your  remarks 
are  very  unpleasant." 

**  They  are  not  so  intended,  madam,"  returned  Mr.  Dalton.  **  I 
merely  meant  to  express  my  opinion,  that  the  late  of  this  young 
woman  in  her  at'tir-lilV  depends  very  much  upon  the  leniency  or 
severity  with  whieh  she  may  he  treated  in  the  present  instance;  and 
tli;it  her  mistresses  —  1  make  hold  so  to  say,  even  in  their  presence — 
will  !)(•  answerahle  I'or  her  end,  it' it  turnout  wretched  and  disgrace- 
ful, and  also  will  he  highly  praiseworthy — or,  what  will  he  of  infinitely 
more  value  to  their  kind  and  gentle  hearts,  will  reap  that  reward  of 
good  and  euviahle  feeling  which  is  always  attendant  upon  the  saving  of 
a  fellow-creature  from  destruction,  i)y  overlooking  lier  lirst  step  from 
the  path  of  rectitude." 

"  Ciood  morning,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Crosaedge,  who  had  waited  with 
the  looks  of  a  nnu'tyr  lor  the  conclusion  of  the  sentence. 

"  (Jood  morning,  madam,"  rej)lied  Mr.  Dalton;  and  his  visiter  de- 
parted. 

**  A  very  excellent  creature,  Miss  Hacfjuet,"  said  Mr.  Dalton,  ad- 
dressing Aunt  Luey.  "  .\  very  excellent  creature,  Mrs.  Crossedge, 
only  1  wish  she  would  look  a  little  at  home  now  and  then.  I  should 
not  wish  her  to  relax  in  her  endeavours  for  the  welfare  of  the  'I'imhuctoo 
Mission;  hut  there  are  very  many  in  our  own  favoured  isle,  (piite  as 
ignorant,  and,  unhappily,  almost  as  savage  as  the  inhahitants  of  that 
far  away  nation." 

Mr.  Dalton  walked  with  his  three  old  maiden  parishioners  as  far  as 
their  own  do«>r,  and  then  proceeded  on  to  inform  Peggy  that  her 
unstresses  were  ready  to  receive  her;  and,  in  a  few  tlays,  the  poor 
girl  was  once  again  innler  the  roof  which  had  shclteretl  her  from 
eliihlhood — tearful  and  hroken-hearted — hut  silently  thankful  to  the 
kind  hearts  which  still  held  their  protection  over  her,  in  spite  of  her 
delincpu-neies.  How  ditlerent  was  the  hearing  of  her  nniny  friends 
antl  acquaintances,  and  the  conduct  of ///w,  the  cause  of  all  her  misery 
and  selt'-reproach.  She  had  approached  the  Hall  hy  the  fields — she 
could  not  hear  to  walk  through  the  village;  she  scarcely  dared,  even 
nitw,  \^^  o])en  the  gate;  she  knew  that  the  n.>ual  little  knot  of  gOHsips 
were  colhcted  round  Old  Dolly  Stuhhs'  shop-door,  and  round  the 
heneh  at  the  puhiic-house,   and  she  felt  that  their  talk  wa.«*  oi  her  and 
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licr  worthless   \n\ov.     Tlic   p;ciith'  method,   however,   purmied  by  h« 
roi*;^i\ing  nuHtrcMscH,  re-UHHurfd  |)0(»r  IVgj^y  by  (hprceii,  and  in  a  da;, 
or  two  mIm*  May  ahh*  to  attend  to  her  (h)nief  tic  duti»M  hh  before, 

(hcjiI  was  th<'  blame  laid  to  I  he  di.or  of  the  three  exeeil»-nt-heart(-d 
»>hl  maiils  of  Coddlcl Iwupe  by  the  strict  and  exemplary  Mr.  Ilaithen.. 
a  robbUr  \>y  fiadc  but  a  preacher  by  profeH.sion,  and  the  Helect  few 
who  IVcfjiienteil  libc  nezer  Chapel;  mueli  did  tliey  Hay  about  Kittiii- 
down  with  the  scorner,  and  about  the  sheep  wliieli  defdeth  tlie  whole 
flock,  and  piously  did  they  curl  up  their  noses  at  the  Ke\ .  .Mr.  iJalton, 
and  his  doctrine  of  fori^iveness  to  the  repentant  sinner. 

A  nine  days'  wonder  in  London  lasts,  we  believe,  /jiif  for  nine  day- 
hut   a  nine  days'  wonder  in  a  country-village  is  limited   to  no  Hiith 
small  space  of  time — it  is  a  matter  of  much  greater  moment;  in  fact 
ninety  days  will   scarcely  be  found  enough   to  express  its  lengthen*  a 
duration — but  even  ninety  days  must  have  an  end  ;    and   the  Dolly 
Stubbs'  tongues,  be  they  never  so  well  hung,  will  tire  at  last — thanks  to 
the  laws  of  nature.     Long  before,  liowever,  the  nine  days'  wonder  w;: 
over,  Old  Will   Gardner  was  once  more  able   to   find  his  way  about, 
although  marked  for  the  remainder  of  his  life  by  the  hand  of  lii«  re- 
probate son. 

Of  Young  Dick  Gardner  himself  the  village  entirely  lost  sight,  and 
the  gossips  contented  themselves  with  asserting  that  he  had  gone  to 
"  Lnnnon  "  to  be  hanged,  or  gone  with  the  recruiting  party  to  be  a 
'^  sodgcr ;"  either  of  which  was  a  happy  release  to  the  quiet  village  of 
Coddletliorpe. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

MR.   CHUCK   DINES,   AND  MEETS  WITH   AN   OLD  SCHOOL-FELLOW. 

St.  Paul's  clock  made  up  his  mind,  one  dingy  morning,  that  the  time 
of  day  was  just  one  hour  past  meridian,  so  gave  his  bell  a  good  sound- 
ing thump,  by  way  of  announcing  the  fact  to  the  citizens  about  him. 
How  he  came  to  be  so  decided  upon  a  point  whicli  had  puzzled  all  the 
other  clocks  so  intensely,  was  a  mystery  only  known  to  such  grave 
machines  as  himself.  Taking  into  consideration,  however,  that  no  sun 
had  been  seen  for  a  week  previously,  the  indecision  of  the  smaller 
clocks,  for  they  were  striking  at  all  minutes — between  five  minutes  to, 
and  five  minutes  after  the  true  time — was  in  some  way  excusable  ; 
especially  as  they  were  almost  all  of  them  modest  enough  to  confess 
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their  error,  and  set  themselves  right,  as  soon  as  they  lieaicl  the  great 

\  llat  '  (•!  tlieir  ecelesiastic  superior;  lint  there  were  a  iVw  young, 
newly-built  clocks,  nevertheh'ss,  with  l>r.i/en  laces  l)y  day,  and  llaniing 
faces  hy  night,  who  seemed  to  hold  opinions  of  their  own,  and  olisti- 
nately  and  sturchly  to  insi  t  that  tiie  time  of  ilay  was  one  hour  and  a 
(juarter  past  nuiidian,  and  not  tlie  one  hour  only,  as  falsely  set  forth 
by  the  sun,  and  ins  al)ject  follower  St.  Taul's. 

Mr.  Horace  Chuck,  how<ver,  was  a  tirm  believer  in  the  infallibility 
of  St.  laud's;  and  therefore  when  that  old  cathedral  struck  one, — which 
he  did  rather  sulkily  that  morning,  having  had  his  hall  and  cross  in  a 
fog  all  niglit, — he  compared  it  w  ith  his  own  watch,  and  feeling  satisfied 
that  it  was  right,  went  to  dinner. 

Now,  mai»y  people  living  in  a  certain  genteel  part  of  London  called 
the  "West  Kml,"  have  an  idea  that  a  citizen's  dinner  is  the  most  gor- 
geous and  elegantly  elaborate  banrput  ])ttssible  ;  that  the  tables,  be- 
fore the  feast  begins,  groan,  as  the  poet  says,  under  the  weight  of 
accumulated  turtle  and  \enison,  'ahlermen  hung  in  chains,'  and  other 
tremendous  delicacies,  whereas,  il'  tlure  is  any  groaning  at  .'.11  upon 
the  occasion,  it  is  obvious  that  it  nni>t  be  occasioned  l)y  the  alder- 
men themsel\es  when  they  groan  at  the  tables  after  the  feast  is  con- 
cluded. Thirc  is,  it  must  be  confessed,  some  foundation  for  this 
popular  error,  inasmuch  as  there  are,  at  certain  periods,  certain  stated 
and  state  jolly  inflations,  by  the  uninitiated  called  "Lord  Mayors' 
Dinners,"  and  "  Companies' Dinners"— but,  Heaven  help  n^  '  they  are 
no  more  like  a  young  citizen's  ordinary  dinner,  than  tlu'  monument  is 
like  a  toothpick. 

Horace  Chuck  went  to  his  ilinner.  He  sallied  forth  at  the  top  of 
his  speed,  and,  with  his  iiands  in  his  pockets,  turned  intoCornhill,  and 
dived  down  a  littli',  narrow,  corkscrew  y  alley,  at  the  back  of  the  old 
Hoyal  Lxchange,  composed  of  watch  and  elockmakers,  and  chop-houses 
alternately,  interspersed  with  printsellers  and  hatters. 

into  one  of  the  chop-houses  of  tiiis  little  alley  did  Horace  make  his 
way,  by  a  vigorous  tlirust  at  the  cloth-covered  swing-door,  which  fhw 
open  w  ith  the  violence  o(  the  i)low  ,  and  idmost  annihilated  an  unwashed 
waiter,  who  was  rushing  past  at  the  moment.  This  place  was  evi- 
dently divided  into  more  boxes,  or  pens,  than  the  carpenter  ought  in 
his  conscience  to  have  found  room  for  ;  but,  nevertheless,  tjie  unmer- 
ciful vagabond  had  fixed  them  all  in,  somehow  and  s«)mewhere,  greatly 
to  the  discomfiture  of  many  of  the  long-legged  race  of  her  Majesty's 
lieges  w ho  were  iu  the  (.Uurual  habit  of  takiug  sustcuauce  therein. 
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The  ceiling  of  thin  region  of  refrcMhrneiit  wa*  finely  clouded  ^itli 
tho  smoke  of  yeni« !     No  innovating  wliitewa«li,  with  the   hrunli  <» 

iclorni,  li;i(l  swe))!  away  its  original  dingineMM;  and  everything  ahoiii  j' 
bore  the  marks  of  anti(|ui(y,  exeept  the  waiters,  who  never  iitood  »t»ll 
hm^  on()Uii;h  to  l)e  marked  hy  anything. 

Horace  Cliuek  looked  ahoiit  him.  Kvery  box  wm  full  of  tlic  hu^;. 
and  feeding  citizens,  all,  with  bended  backH  and  eager  eycn,  dcvourini 
t]i("ir  cliops  in  hun^'ry  haste  ;  their  knives  and  forks  crosfting  cac  li 
oilier  fiercely  ui)on  their  plates,  and  clattering,  m  if  to  guard  them  from 
being  i)rematurely  snatched  away  by  the  vivid  waiters.  Nobody  here 
was  ever  known  to  have  waited  longer  than  three  minutes  for  his  choj), 
or  wasted  more  than  ten  minutes  over  it,  or  sat  three  minute."  after  h' 
had  despatched  it.  All  was  hurry  and  seeming  confusion  ;  it  waa  a 
mercy  the  very  waiters  did  not  run  down  one  another's  throats. 

Horace  dodged  in  and  out  of  the  restless  waiters,  and  about  tin 
room,  looking  out  for  a  vacant  seat,  until  he  saw  a  genileman  suddenly 
start  up,  seize  his  hat,  and  make  for  the  door.     Horace  seated  himself 
immediately. 

At  his  back  was  the  huge  fire,  piled  up  and  w  ired  over  with  one  im- 
mense gridiron,  upon  which  were  cooking  numberless  chops  and 
steaks,  superintended  by  a  salamander  of  a  cook,  who  kept  turning 
them  over  and  over,  and  handing  them  to  the  waiters  as  tliev  were 
required.  Close  to  the  cook  stood  a  used-up  waiter,  washing  the 
glasses. 

Horace  had  no  sooner  taken  his  seat,  than  a  waiter  appeared  before 
him,  as  suddenly  as  if  he  had  popped  up  through  a  trap  in  the  floor. 

"  Steak  and  taters,  sir  ? — yes,  sir,"  said  the  waiter,  placing  two 
plates,  covered  with  round  flat  tin  covers,  before  him. 

**No!"  stormed  Horace ;  *' don't  bring  any  of  your  aggravators 
here — chops  !" 

*Aggvavator'  was  a  term  much  in  vogue  by  the  frequenters  of  Jolly's, 
and  was  conferred  upon  those  pieces  of  steak  the  tantalizing  dimen- 
sions of  w^hich  rendered  one  of  them  not  enough  for  a  gentleman's 
dinner,  while  two  of  them  were  a  great  deal  too  much. 

"  Oh  !  beg  pardon,  sir.     Pork  or  mutton,  sir  ?" 

"  Mutton — underdone  !"  said  Horace,  gmmbling  to  himself  at  the 
waiter's  impudence  in  trying  to  palm  upon  him  the  destitute  '  steak 
and  taters,'  which  had  hung  on  his  hands  for  the  last  five  minutes. 

"  Look  sharp,  Jimmy  I"  said  the  waiter  to  the  cook ;  *'  there's  a 
reg'iar  one  o'clock  in  Number  '2,  as  grumpy  as  old  boots  I" 
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Presently  another  waitt-r  riislud  uj)  with  two  more  tin-covered 
plates.  •'  Pork  cliop  and  peas  I'or  you  .' — yes,  sir  !"  and  down  went  the 
two  plates  upon  tin-  table,  opposite  lloraee,  and  away  went  the  waiter. 

llorare  jumped  up,  hut  had  searerly  time  to  turn  round  to  storm 
at  this  new  mistake,  before  the  plates  were  snatched  from  their  places 
l)y  a  hungry  young  gentleman  op[)osite,  who  adopted  them  as  his  law- 
ful property,  and  commenced  a  fierce  attack  upon  their  contents  with- 
out apolo«;y  or  delay. 

Horace  gazed  at  the  young  geiitleuiau  for  a  minute,  and  after  wait- 
ing the  usual  time  of  three  minutes,  began  trying  to  caj)turc  one  of 
the  flying  waiters,  in  order  to  institute  incpiiries  as  to  the  cause  of 
delay  in  his  own  case.  Just  as  he  had  succeeded  in  catching  hold  of 
one,  another  started  u[)  before  him. 

**  Underdone  mutton  for  you,  sir,  if  you  please;"   said  the  waiter. 

"Yes,"  said  Horace.     *'  Look  sharp  ;  pint  o'  stout." 

Down  went  the  plates  again,  and  away  went  the  waiter,  and  to  work 
went  Horace.  The  chops  were  hot  and  splendid,  and  done  to  a  turn  ;  the 
potatoes — sweet  jewels  of  the  earth — encased  in  their  'jackets,'  like 
jockies  before  the  start,  peeled  beautifully,  and  the  'pinto'  stout'  was 
invigorating  to  the  last  degree.  Horace  disposed  of  them  all  within  the 
prescribed  time,  and  had  just  paid  his  reckoning,  when  he  became 
conscious  of  being  very  much  stared  at  by  a  shabby-looking  individual 
sitting  opposite,  just  under  a  peg  upon  which  was  hung  a  dingy  white 
hat.      Horace  stared  in  return. 

The  shal)by  gentleman,  feeling  that  he  was  observed,  gave  his  sandy 
brutus  a  fierce  rough  up  with  both  hands,  aud  then  went  on  with  peel- 
ing a  potato. 

Horace  Chuck  having  disposed  of  his  dinner,  and  feeling  satisfied 
at  having  stared  the  shabby  gentleman  down,  looked  at  his  watch,  ))ut 
on  his  hat,  (gloves  are  not  worn  in  the  city,)  pulled  down  his  waist- 
coat, and  emerged  into  daylight,  and  winked  and  looked  about  him 
when  he  got  out,  like  a  man  surprised  at  the  purity  of  the  summer  air, 
— as,  indeed,  he  well  might  be,  if  he  compared  it  w  ith  the  heavy,  beery, 
warm,  mutton-fat  atmosphere  he  had  just  left. 

''Waiter I''  said  the  sha)»by  gentlenum,  under  the  white  hat, 
pouncing  so  suddenly  upon  an  individual  of  that  j)rofeRsion  carrying 
a  tray,  as  he  hurried  past,  that  he  was  obliged  to  make  a  catch  at  an 
erratic  rpiart  pot  ;   "  who  is  that  gentleman  just  gone  out  ?" 

"  James,  who  was  that  underdone  mutton  in  Xo.  J  ."*  said  the 
water,  transferring  the  question  to  a  passing  brother. 
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"  Mr.  Wliittlchm  V  Clmck,"  urIjI  Jnnn'H,  without  itoppiiig;   •' No.  fi, 

l.illlr  Clciiniit' <  Lmim-;   ii  ro^'hir  oin*  o'clock. " 

"  I  tlioiiL'lit  1  knew  liiin,"  said  tin*  sliabliy  ^ciitlcmfln,  bh  \u-  pullc'l 
out  his  |)ockrt  Ixiok.  and  made  a  note  of  tlu*  adrlrcHH  ;  he  then  rovcrcd 
over  tlic  -Minly  l»nit II  -  wiili  tin-  white  hat,  paid  hiA  reckoning,  and 
departed. 

It  WHS  afternoon,  according;  to  the  sun  and  the  city  ffdkf»,  and  a- 
the  weather  was  fijie,  and  there  was  nothing:  particular  to  do  at  the 
counting-houbc,  Horace  thou;;ht  he  woidd  nidul;;e  liiniself,  for  once  in 
a  way,  hy  going  home  early  ;  so  hcdiie  he  went,  not  to  NcIhou  Sfpiar^- 
and  the  domestic  attractions  of  good  Mrs.  Bo})lodgcr,  but  to  Stamford 
Hill  and  his  own  ruminations. 

Horace  had  passed  rather  an  exciting  hour  or  two  durinj:  the  morn- 
ing, closeted  in  his  little  back  ofiice,  with  a  tall,  swaggering,  tipsy, 
countryman,  who  had,  in  addition  to  a  great  deal  of  information  re- 
specting the  late  robbery  at  Beech  lilnd,  brought  liim  a  small  empty 
pocket-book  or  note-case,  with  Mr.  Thomas  Raerpiet's  name  written 
therein.  The  countryman  had  informed  Horace  Chuck  that  he  liad 
seen  the  four  men  in  masks  and  cloaks  lurking  in  the  ditch,  a-s  he 
passed  with  his  team,  and  had  had  the  curiosity,  upon  his  return,  to 
search  the  place.  The  empty  pocket-book  he  found  among  the  gra«s, 
just  where  he  had  seen  the  men  sitting.  The  countryman  had  left 
Horace  with  a  promise  to  call  again  the  next  day,  in  order  to  go  before 
the  magistrate,  and  swear  to  the  facts,  and  receive  the  reward  oftered 
in  the  bills  and  advertisements. 

"  If  it  be  a  hoax,"  thought  Horace,  "  and  I  can  catch  the  fellows, 
I'll  give  'em  a  lesson  :"■ — and  down  went  his  hands  to  the  bottoms  of 
his  coat-tail  pockets,  and  great  was  the  jingling  of  the  halfpence  and 
keys  therein  confined  ;  and  savage  was  the  grin  which  stretched  itself 
across  his  flat  face,  as  the  thought  of  a  little  bit  of  sweet  revenge  oc- 
curred to  his  mind. 

But  the  pocket-book — if  the  affair  were  a  trick,  what  had  become  of 
it  ?  Horace  took  counsel  with  himself  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then 
went  over  again  to  the  policc-oflice. 

Serjeant  Dummy  stood  bolt  upright  and  looked  wigs  full  of  wis- 
dom, for  Inspector  Ridabout,  who  was  in  command,  had  that  moment 
entered,  and  the  Serjeant  w  as  a  protvyv  of  his. 

INIr.  Chuck  stated  the  particulars  of  the  return  of  the  pistol  and  the 
finding  the  letter,  when  Inspector  Ridabout,  who  was  a  very  polite 
gentleman  with  bushy  red  whiskers,  ordered  Serjeant  Dummy  to  make 
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a  note  of  the  ciieumstance,  and  after  a  «;reat  deal  of  talkinj^  between 
tlieni,  tliey  deeided  that  a  rohheiy  had  certainly  heen  eoininitted,  but 
that  most  likely  the  robbery  '*  >va»  a  lark;" — but  it  was  a  robbery  to 
all  Mitents  and  purposes  notwithstanding.  They  having  settled  this 
knotty  point  to  their  satisfaet lou,  Inspector  |{idabout  wished  .Mr. 
Cliuck  good  nuMuing,  mounted  his  horse,  and  departed. 

"  1  shoidd  advise  you  to  atlvcrtise  for  tin-  book,  sir,"  said  the  Ser- 
jeant, "  'specially  as  you  say  it  isn't  vorlh  having." 

"  There  was  luckily  nothing  in  it  but  papers  and  im  niorandums," 
said  ll(uace. 

"  Of  no  usi'  to  hanny  body  but  tlir  linwiier,"  eontinue»l  the  Ser- 
jeant ;-    "jest  so." 

Mr.  Chuck  advertized  his  juissing  pocket-pook  tin-  ne\t  morning, 
(Inly  informing  the  parties  in  possession  that  it  wastif  no  use  to  a>iv- 
bodv  bill  the  owner,  as  the  Serjeant  bad  adsi^ed  ;  but  such  was  the 
pi'itiiiaeily  or  pig-headed  stupidity  of  the  tliie\j's,  tJiMl  one  ol'  lliem 
insisted  upon  adopting  it  as  his  own,  ami  that  gentleman's  better-half, 
as  if  in  defiance  of  the  advertisenu'Ut  and  in  |)roof  of  her  superior 
aliilities,  used  the  leather  covering  to  patch  a  hole  in  the  ulterior  por- 
tion of  her  young  son  and  heir's  corderoy-imp'ossible-to-run-about- 
\\  ithoutables  ;  thus  proving  (hat  the  advertiser  laboured  under  a  mis- 
take and  was  strangely  ignorant  of  tlie  ingenuity  of  his  fellow  crea- 
tures. 

Horace  wailecl  a  day  or  two  for  the  arrival  of  his  pocket-book -but 
of  course  with  disappointment  ;  he  ^^as  tlestined  lu^er  to  behohl  its 
shining  Russia  leather  sides  again,  unless  indeed  he  might  by  accident 
catch  a  sight  of  them,  extended  lik«'  a  spread  eagle,  as  they  'riverdl' 
the   posts  upon  the  rear  (d' their  juvenile  possessor. 

The  nunc  II mace  Chuck  thought  up«»n  his  late  adventure  the  more 
he  was  intlined  to  suspect  that  he  had  been  tricked,  and  the  more  he 
began  to  pn^h  Ins  hantls  to  the  bottoms  «tf  his  coa'  tails,  and  |)onder. 
His  ntleetions  at  last  took  a  decided  turn,  and  pointed  at  his  ae(piaint- 
anec'^,  Messrs.  Uattleton,  Hac(piet,  and  I'hillpots.  He  was  the  more 
inclineil  to  suspect  them  from  the  tone  with  which  the  two  Rattletons 
had  ( ondoled  with  him  upon  his  loss,  and  the  number  of  (pie>tious  they 
had  asked  about  tlu^  height,  si/e,  ferocity,  and  inuubei of  the  r(dd)ers. 

In  possession  of  the  information  furnished  by  the  countryman,  who 
was  no  other  than  Young  (Jardiu'r  of  Coddlethorpe,  and  alsf)  in  pos- 
session of  the  earthenware  pistol,  which  he  could  almo-t  swear  he  had 
seen  in  Tom's  apartments,  Horace  Chuck  had  enough  to  think  about 


niiil  keep  lin  vfiif^fanrc  WHnii  f(»r  Hoiru-  Ijijjc  to  coriiP.  To  Stanifoid 
ilill  (lien  rorc  diil  In*  <^n  curly,  in  orflcr  to  riiriiiiiatc  and  clicw  tlu'  ciid 
of  the  swcci  and  l»i(tcr  fanricM  mIiIcIi  thcuc  combined  j»roof»  of  Mr. 
'riioniHs  ita((|U(t'M  (lclin(|UC'ncy  aii'ordcd  him. 

*'  I'll  |)r(t>(riil('  liini,  as  nnre  as  In;  liM  got  n  head,"  said  Iloraro, 
tlirustin<^  liis  iiands  nervously  to  the  very  bottoms  of  bin  poeketw. 
"  I  Avisb  I  could  get  hold  of  sonic  not  over  particular  legal  gentleman 
now  ; — and  yet  1  don't  know,  the  thing  is  plain  enough — //m  pintol 
found  ill  my  gig — and  liiH  pocket-book  found  on  the  ground — and  my 
own  oath  to  iiis  identity  m  ill  do  ;  I  don't  much  like  the  oath  tho', 
because  1  am  not  (juitc  certain — and  yet  I  don't  know;  and  thin  young 
clodpolc's  evidence;   I  think  it  will  work — I  think  it  will  work." 

Horace  went  on  muttering  to  himself  and  walking  down  the  garden, 
occasionally  stopping  to  pick  up  a  small  spider  at  the  end  of  a  stick, 
and  to  drop  him  into  the  web  of  a  larger  one,  and  then  to  watch  the  battle 
which  ensued,  and  the  inevitable  death  of  the  small  one ;  tired  of  the 
spiders,  he  made  vicious  cuts  with  his  stick  at  all  the  butterflies  that 
glittered  past  him  in  the  sunshine  ;  and  then  he  passed  out  by  the 
little  gate  into  the  meadow  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden,  still  deep  in 
his  schemes  of  revenge  against  Tom  and  his  friends  the  Kattletons. 

Horace  had  met  these  latter  gentlemen  often  since  the  eventful 
evening,  partly  by  chance,  and  partly  by  his  own  seeking;  and,  in  a 
quiet  sneaking  kind  of  manner  peculiarly  his  own,  had  induced  them 
to  talk  a  great  deal  upon  the  subject  of  the  robbery.  With  all  their 
care,  they  could  not  help  many  little  expressions  escaping  them, 
"which  were  all  gathered  up  and  treasured  by  Horace  as  so  many  in- 
direct proofs  of  their,  at  any  rate,  being  privy  to  the  whole  transac- 
tion. Still,  he  could  not  make  up  his  mind  to  apply  for  a  warrant 
against  Tom  and  his  companions;  there  was  a  freezing  fear  lurking 
about  his  heart  as  to  the  result  of  the  oath  he  must  take  in  order  to 
insure  their  committal — an  abject  cowering  before  his  own  conscience, 
which  a  wicked  man  always  feels  when  about  to  commit  a  bad 
action. 

Horace  walked,  moody  and  silent,  along  the  uneven  green  sward  of  the 
meadow,  occasionally  stumbling  at  an  inequality  of  the  ground,  and 
now  and  then  getting  his  feet  almost  tied  among  the  dry  flowering 
grass  and  butter-cups  which  waved  in  the  sunshine,  and  lent  their 
fragrance  to  the  evening  breeze. 

'*  I  can-;?o^  make  up  my  mind,"  said  Horace,  lashing  at  the  grass 
with  his  stick,  and  disturbing  one  of  the  cows  £iom  her  di'owsy  repose. 
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Crombiegot  clumsily  up  and  moved  slowly  away,  folloMcd  by  licr  calf. 
Horace  roamed  dreamily  on,  swinging  his  stick  and  pondering  deeply. 
He  was  suddenly  startled  from  his  reverie  l)y  a  voice. 

"  Hal — How  d'ye  do,  Horace  Chuck.'  Fine  afternoon  this  I"  said 
a  voice  over  the  hedge,  which  divided  the  meadow  from  a  little  lane. 

•*  1  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Horace,  taken  very  much  by  surprise, 
and  looking  up;   "  I — 1  do  n(tt  remember  you." 

**  Possibly  not  !"  said  the  stranger,  taking  oif  a  white  hat,  aljstract- 
ing  a  hanilkcrchicf  therefrom,  and  wi))ing  his  forehead  with  it.  *'  My 
name's  Blink — Jeremy  Blink — Little  Jerry,  you  know,  your  partner 
at  Old  Stone's.  Lord,  to  think  how  soon  a  man  forgets  his  school- 
fellows." 

**  Ah  I  how  are  you?"  said  Horace  in  return,  making  up  to  the  hedge, 
and  then  continuing  his  walk  parallel  with  his  old  school-fellow. 
"  How  are  you  I     CJetting  on  in  the  world  T' 

"  No!  confound  it  I"  said  his  companion.  "  I  have  been  slipping 
and  sliding  about  ever  since  I  left  school — can't  keei)  my  feet  anyhow 
— no  sooner  up  than  I'm  down  again:  thundering  greasy  \\orld  this 
(o  walk  upon." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  replied  Horace;   '*  you  should  walk  steadily." 

*•  You  seem  to  have  done  pretty  well  I"  said  Mr.  Blink,  pointing  to 
the  house  ;  *'  brought  your  *  dumps'  to  a  good  market  at  last,  eh  ?  Ah  ! 
I  iMMuendjcr  your  filching  the  old  window  lead  from  the  school-room, 
and  saving  up  all  the  little  bits  of  metal  you  could  lay  hands  upon  to 
make  'dumps'  of,  and  charging  enormously  for  half  a  dozen.  You 
were  an  unconscionable  dog,  Horace." 

"You  don't  remember  cheating  mc  out  of  half  a  dozen,  do  you  V 
replied  Horace,  witli  a  grin. 

"  I  rcnuMuber  giving  you  a  licking  for  saying  so,"  said  his  school- 
fellow ;   *'))ut  I  did /?o/  cheat  you,  ni'vertheless." 

Horace  and  his  friend  laughed  over  their  school  reminiscences,  and 
walked  on  to  the  corner  of  the  meadow,  pleasantly  chatting  over  the 
news  of  the  day. 

*•  Here's  the  gate  ;  come  in,"  said  Horace,  beginning  to  unfasten 
the  chain  and  padlock.      "  By-the-by,  how  did  you  find  me  out  ?" 

'*  Saw  vou  at  Jolly's  this  morning  at  dinner  ;  a.nked  the  waiter  ;  got 
\our  address  in  the  City  ;  went  there  ;  foiuul  an  old  fogie  of  a  porter, 
who  told  me  you  were  here.  Never  mind  the  gate,"  replied  Mr.  Blink, 
n\nking  a  leap  over  the  hedge,  "  hero  I  am  1 — Prime  little  meadow 
this,  upon   my  lionour! — two  cows  and  a  calf! — pretty  httle  peep 
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tliM.ii-li    llmt    Moor— int.)    tlic  frarden,    too! — You're    a   Ik-nedict,   of 

couiHc  r* 

"  I  nm  !i  liadi.  lor,"  said  Hoi.kc,  latlicr  niilkily,  f'-r  »li'-  ()iie«tion 
liroti'rlit  jlisjiLTirralilc  rcmiiiiscfiiccs  with  it. 

"That'K  riglit  !"  said  Mi  I'diiik,  «;ivinf;  liiiu  a  familiar  ^\a\i  on  the 
nli<>nld(i  . 

"  Yon  arc  a  l)a(  liclor  too,  then  .'"   sanl  Horar*-. 

"'Haclicloi:— I  iKlirvc  yon!"  said  Mr.  Blink  ,  "A  [)0«.r  df^j  of 
a  lawyer  Nvith  a  wife  !   ha!    lia  !    iia!" 

"  Dh  !  you're  a  lawyer,  are  you  T'  said  Horare,  gravely,  for  he  wa» 
rather  startled  at  finding  a  legal  gentleman,  and  one,  frr>m  what  he 
eould  remember  of  him  when  at  sehool,  not  likely  to  he  over  scru- 
pulous, so  ready  to  his  hand,  just  at  the  moment  he  had  heen  wish- 
ing for  him  ;  it  almost  seemed,  Horace  thought,  as  if  somehoiiy  had 
heard  him. 

"  Been  long  in  the  law .' "   carelessly  observed  Horace. 
"  Why  the   fact  is,   between  old  chums,   you  know,"  replied  Mr. 
Blink,  lowering  his  voice  ;   "  1  do  not  exactly  j)ractise,  just  now,  on  my 
own  account — I    have  a  little  agency  for  another — I  am  a  sort  of  out- 
o'-door  do  everything — a  legal  packhorse — a  clerk  i»i  fact — but,  never- 
theless, I  can  be  of  use  to  my  friends,  when  occasion  may  require." 
'*  Just  so  !"  said  Horace  musing,  and  walking  on. 
"  Just  the  same  sort  of  fellow  that  you  used  to  be.  Chuck ;  always 
considering,  and  looking  at  your  toes  !     Fifty  pounds  for  your  thoughts 
now — come,"   said  ^Ir.  Blink,  in  his  usual  free  and  easy  tone. 

"Ton  don't  seem  much  altered,"  said  Horace ;  *' bidding  more 
money  than  you  can  pay,  for  things  of  no  use  to  you,  and  w  anting  to 
meddle  with  other  folks'  business." 

"  Come,  come — don't  be  too  hard  upon  a  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Blink  ; 
"  I  merely  spoke  in  jest,  by  way  of  rousing  you  from  your  reverie  a 
little.     I'll  keep  my  fifty  pounds,  and  you  keep  your  thoughts." 

"  To  tell  the  truth,  I  have  a  great  deal  to  think  about  just  now," 
said  Horace,  walking  up  to  the  calf,  and  beginning  to  stroke  its  ears 
with  a  very  solemn  countenance.  "  You  have  heard  that  I  have  been 
robbed,  I  suppose  ? — (Mr.  Blink  nodded  assent) — Now  I  very  much 
suspect,  or,  rather,  I  am  quite  certain,  that  I  have  been  tricked  bv  a 
parcel  of  rascally  young  fellows — acquaintances  of  mine — verv  fond 
of  practical  jokes.  They  have  returned  me  the  things  they  took  from 
me, — all,  except  my  pocket  book ;  and  I  can't  make  out  w/ii/  that  has 
not  been  returned  with  the  rest  ;  without  thev  have  lost  it  indeed."' 
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'*  Po.ssibly  they  have,"  saiil  Mr.  lilink,  dropping:;  all  at  onci-  into  his 
short  way  of  speaking,  wlun  upon  I)iisint*s8.  '•  What  aii'  tin-  I'i'Howh' 
nanu's  '.      W\\  a  man  of  business  ;   perhaps  I  can  he  of  list'  to  yon." 

Horace  sitlh'd  more  in  front  of  the  calf,  and  takinjii:  a  laiji;(r  hold 
upon  its  soft  anil  llc.xihle  ears,  drew  them  through  his  hands  sIonnIn  and 
pleasantly.  "  The  names  are  of  no  conseipience,  just  now,*  said  Horace. 
"  There  is  one  fellow,  however,  1  should  like  to  trounce,  if  1  euuld  do  it 
decently." 

"  I'os.sihlv  so,"  said  Mr.  lUink,  with  an  air  of  intelliprenee  ;  **  and  I 
think  you  could,  too." 

Horace  commenced  ))ulline;  the  calf's  ear.**  more  vigorously  than 
ever,  and  gazed  again  at   Mr.  lUink,  as  niiuh  as  to  say,  **  Co  im." 

"You  sav,  or  rather  (In-  advertisement  says,  yon  'were  stopped  and 
rohhed.'  Well  1 — you  suspect  I'ertain  parties.  \\'ell  I — apply  for  a  war- 
rant, and  make  them  prove  where  they  were  upon  that  particular  night. 
Kh  !  nothing  easier  than  that  I  should  imagine,"  said  Mr.  lilink,  with 
the  air  of  a  man  conscious  of  ha\ing8aid  something  clever. 

•'  I've  got  hold  of  a  country  fellow,  who  .^ays  he  >aw  tiie  party  just 
})efore  the  rohhery,  hiding  in  a  ditch  ;  and  he  has  brought  me  a  pocket- 
book,  with  one  of  their  names  in  it,  which  he  found  when  it  was  all 
over,  in  the  place  where  they  wire  hiding. — ("  Bravo!"  said  .Mr.lilink.) 
1  have  also  got  a  curious  earthenware  brandy  bottle,  in  the  fnini  (.f  u 
pistol,  which  one  of  tlu  in  ilropt  in  the  gig  during  tin*  xnllle." — 
('•  liravol"  again  said  Mr.  Blink.)  Horace  stroked  away  at  the  ih  \(»t( d 
calf's  ears,  until  they  were  almo.nt  reil-hot  with  the  friction,  and  pro- 
ceeded— "  So  that,  altogether,  1  think  if  I  were  inclined  to  be  severe, 
I  could." 

"  What''^  his  name  ^"  said  Mr.  Hlink,  so  sharply,  that  Horace  was 
thrown  from  the  guarded  way  in  which  he  hail  hitherto  continui-d  tin- 
conversation. 

"Thomas  Haccpietl"  said  Horace,  airain  apj)lying  himself  strenu- 
ously to  the  calf's  ears. 

Before  Horace  had  had  time  to  inite  the  surprise  beaming  in  Mr. 
Blink's  countenance  at  this  pi. ce  of  intelligi-nce,  an  uiilookid-for 
event  bet'el  him. 

Crombie,  the  old  brown  cow.  who  had  been  wati-liinu:  the  ])air  e\er 
since  they  had  entered  the  meadow,  ha\inir  bec<»me  at  last  terribly 
puzzled  as  to  w  liat  tin  y  could  be  doing  w  ith  her  friend's  offspring,  lowed 
gently  to  her  drowsy  companion,  by  way  of  drawing  her  attention  to 
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wUid  waHf;oin^(.n.  'J'Ik  malcriial  cow  turiu-d  licr  head  to  that  part  of 
the  field  win  re  Ilriraci-  stood,  willi  Win  Ic^h  wide  apart,  and  un  ear  of 
tlic  calf  ill  cacli  Iiaiid,  and  with  ail  her  parental  fcclinj^n  aroimcd  in  an 
instant  by  the  sii^ht,  hhc  made  a  (jiii(;t  hut  desperate  rush  down  upon 
the  devoted  car-coniher,  Hinging  up  her  heels,  and  hiwering  her  head  an 
ahe  n))proaeli((l.  Siie  caught  Horace  just  under  the  coat-tail**,  and 
Milh  one  tremendous  butt,  sent  him  with  the  force  of  a  catapult  flying 
clean  over  the  calf's  hack,  and  then  quietly  commenced  drCH/iing  the 
ears  of  her  outraged  offspring  herself. 

Mr.  Blink,  ^vllo,  like  li(»race,  iiad  his  hack  to  the  quarter  from 
whence  this  sudden  visitation  arrived,  started  upon  seeing  hin  friend 
take  this  involuntary  flight,  and  made  ready  to  run  ;  hut  upon  per- 
ceiving that  there  was  no  danger  of  attack,  stared  liard  for  a  minute, 
and  then  walked  after  Horace  Chuck,  with  a  curious  mixture  of  sur- 
prise, fear,  and  stitled  laughter,  playing  upon  his  countenance. 

"AVhat  the  devil  was  that  ?"  said  Horace,  sitting  up  among  the  long 
grass,  and  staring  at  the  calf,  the  veriest  picture  of  rueful  surprise  that 
can  well  be  imagined. 

IMr.  Blink's  laughter  burst  forth  with  uncontrollable  force,  as  he 
shouted  rather  than  answered,  **  The  co\^- — the  cow  !  lucky  she  had 
no  horns  ! — never  saw  such  a  '  coifp  '  in  my  life  I" 

Still  Horace  did  not  seem  at  all  to  see  the  fun  ;  and  it  was  evident 
that  he  rather  suspected  that  he  had  been  made  the  victim  of  another 
practical  joke. 

'*  You  flew  over  the  calf — ha  !  ha  I — like  a — (oh  I  my  sides) — like 
Astley's  best  tumbler  !  Never  could  have  believed  it  ! — what  a  para- 
graph for  the  Sunday  papers  ! — Oh,  dear  I"  continued  Mr.  Blink, 
wiping  his  eyes  with  his  knuckles ;  "  I  beg  your  pardon.  Chuck,  but 
I  can't  help  it — you  do  look  so — ha  I  ha  I  ha  I" 

Another  explosion  of  laughter  from^Ir.  Blink  sent  him  bowing  and 
stamping  half  over  the  field. 

Horace  picked  himself  up  from  among  the  long  grass  unhurt,  ex- 
cept in  dignity,  and  looked  with  no  pleasant  expression  of  countenance 
after  his  old  school-fellow,  and  then  looked  at  the  calf  with  savage 
tlioughts  of  veal  cutlets,  and  calf's-foot  jelly. 

Presently  ]Mr.  Blink  returned,  still  laughing  immoderately.  "  I 
could  not  help  it,  'pon  my  honour,  Chuck,  you  did  look  so  ridiculous; 
but  let's  get  to  business  again." 

"  I  do  not  feel  at  all  inclined  to    'get  to  business,'  as  you  call  it, 
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with  a  fellow  who  can  laugh  at  such  an  awful  accident  as  that,"  saiil 
lloiacc,  rul»l)in}^  hinisell"  very  hard  behind,  "  and  with  ahnost  a 
stranger  into  the  bargain." 

"  hut  1  can  help  you,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Blink. 

**  Yes,  about  as  much  as  you  did  just  now,  l)y  laughing  in  my  face, 

like  a  d d  fool,  as  you  are,"  said  Horace,  whose  wrath  was   rising 

rapidly,  the  more  so  that  he  thought  he  saw  traces  of  another  explo- 
sion hovering  about  the  corners  of  Mr.  iiliuk's  lips. 

*'  No — no!  come,  don't  be  so  hot,"  said  Mr.  iJlink.  "  1  till  you  1 
am  sorry  for  having  laughed  at  you." 

*'  1  tell  you  again  you  are  a  d d  fool,  and  a  rascal  also;  and  I'll 

kick  you  off  my  grounds,  if  you  don't  walk  oil,"  ^iud  Horace,  sud- 
denly bursting  out  into  a  raging  passion.  "  \\  ho  the  de\il  are  yoUy 
sir,  that  you  should  come  here  and  laugh  in  my  face?" 

"Gently — gent-ly,"  said  Mr.  Blink,  elevating  his  hand  with  ))ro- 
voking  calmness.  *'  'Rascal'  is  actionable,  Mr.  Horace  Chuck;  .sntn- 
tlttlmii  mat/na/ui/i,  my  dear  sir;   and  I'm  a  nnm  of  business." 

"  And  who  the  devil  cares  what  you  aiv?"  said  Horace,  boiling  with 
passion.      **  (Jet  oil' my  grounds  instantly,  or  I'll " 

Horace  doubled  his  list,  and  niiule  a  demonstration  of  treating  his 
old  school-fellow  to  a  pugilistic  encounter. 

"  You'll  what.'"  said  Mr.  Blink,  still  as  coolly  as  possible,  and 
looking  full  into  his  face.  "  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  you  will 
strike  nu',  merely  because  I  happened  to  laugh  at  your  ridiculous  ad- 
venture with  that  calf.'  Pooh,  nonsense!"  and  .Mr.  lUink  turned 
upon  his  heel  with  a  sneer. 

Horace,  who  was  raving  mad  with  anger,  flew  at  him  from  behind, 
clung  round  his  neck  viciously  with  one  arm,  and  punisheil  him  pretty 
severely  with  the  other  before  he  could  shake  himself  free  ;  one  to- 
hrably  stinging  blow,  however,  from  Mr.  Jeremy  Blink  was  suflicient 
to  rccal  Horace  Chuck's  prudence  and  to  (|uell  bis  exuberant  courage 
— and  the  two  unniuhile  friends  stood  apart,  glow  ring  at  each  other — 
angry  and  bleeding  from  their  respective  noses. 

"  Damages,  sir,  damages!"  said  Mr.  Blink,  from  behind  his  hand — 
"Court  of  Queen's  ;liench,  sir! — damages! — 'sault  and  battery!  .\ 
man's  not  to  have  hi.s  head  punched  for  merely  laughing  at  one  calf 
jumping  over  another." 

Horace  stood  still,  astonished  at  his  own  deeds  of  daring,  and  trem- 
bling for  the  conse(|uence3  ;  his  courage,   never  at   any  tnne  a  large 
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Htock,  liad  all  hrrn  oxpcnrlcd  in  the  fiirioiiu  on<4ft,  aiuJ  In-  now  Ix-ean 
totliink  thai  In-  had  hccn  rallur  |»rrri|)ilHt» •;  lii»»  h«-arl  Ix-nt  airaiiiHt 
hiM  vide  HO  rapidly  that  it  almo-t  driii  is<«l  liini  of  linath  ;  In- »»t<>od 
tninhlih«5  and  iinriTtain,  niiahh*  to  nttcr  a  word,  either  in  extenuation 
of  hi^  viohiuf  or  in  I'm  t  her  dcjianre.  .Mr.  Jeremy  Blink  iiail  thtn- 
forc  nil  th.'  lalk  to  hinistif,  and  very  well  and  very  roolly  he  availed 
liiniMirof  the  (.pport  unity,  for  l>y  the  time  he  had  finikin  d  hin  threat", 
of  tiu'  actions,  Horace  was  in  a  cold  perspiration  of  anxiety  at  tin- 
long  grisly  phantoms  in  the  shapes  of  writ.s,  warrants,  l>ill.«  of  eoHtw, 
counsels'  fees,  fees  of  coiiit,  and  damages,  which  Mr.  Blink  k(  pt 
fiourislung  hefore  bis  eyes. 

Horace  began  to  feel  desirous  of  making  up  his  quaiTei  with  hn 
late  antao-onist,  but  knew  not  bow  to  commence  the  reconciliation. 
i^Ir.  Blink  also  bad  found  a  reason  for  not  wishing  to  part  with  bis 
newlv  found  scbool-fellow  too  abruptly.  .Mr.  Tbonias  Hacquet's  name 
bad  dropt  out  just  before  the  *fru(:an'  and  was  a  charm  which  bound 
bim  for  tbe  present  to  keep  tbe  peace,  in  hopes  of  making  out  '  some- 
tbing  to  bis  advantage  '  in  tbat  quarter, — besides,  with  professional 
sbrewdness,  be  calculated  upon  turning  tbe  *  'sault  and  batten'  to 
account  without  going  to  e.xtremities ;  be  remembered  tbe  cowardly, 
passionate,  and  slinking  disposition  of  bis  school-antagonist,  and 
calculated  tbat  tbe  same  intlueuce  wbicb  held  bim  in  awe  during 
tbose  earlv  days,  would,  if  properly  administered,  In-^e  none  of  its 
effects  in  tbe  present.  He  therefore  re.-olved  to  bold  tho  action  over 
bim  *  h\  tervorem,'  and  get  as  mucb  as  be  could  out  of  binf  tbat  way 
to  begin  witb. 

Horace  also  remembered  tbe  overbearing  long-legged  scliool  bully 
in  tbe  person  of  bis  newly-found  acquaintance  ;  and  some  of  bis  old 
feelino-s  of  awe  at  bis  prowess  crept  coldly  round  bis  heart.  The 
wbole  transaction  reminded  bim  so  strongly  of  bis  boyisb  days,  tbat 
be  quite  expected  to  be  *pitcbed  into,'  and  well  tbrasbed,  and  almost 
felt  incUned  to  make  bis  usual  craving  appeal  to  the  Dominie  of 
"Please,  sir,  bere's  Blink."  In  sbort,  tbe  little  tussle  brought  tbem 
botb  back  to  tbeir  scbool-boy  days,  and  made  tborougb  scbool-boys 
of  tbem  :  tbe  tall  tyrannical,  not  over-particular  school  '  bully,'  and 
tbe  crino-ino-,  timid,  vengeful  scbool  'sneak' — and  tbere  tbey  stood,  the 
one  calculating  "wben  be  should  bave  bim,"  and  tbe  other  watcbing 
for  an  opportunity  for  a  bolt. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 
A  TRii'  T(j    riii:    i,\Ki:s. 

Now  whotlicr  old  Cronibic  hiul  hoconic  liiTil  of  the  company  of  Mr. 
Jeroniy  IJlink  and  Mr.  Horace  ('Imrk,  or  whi'lhor  she  had  found  I  lie 
soft  velvet  of  lier  oUspring's  tender  ears  so  damaged  that  her  ma- 
ternal feelings  overpowered  her,  is  a  matter  of  hut  little  nmment.  She 
h)oked  for  a  minute  in  the  direction  of  Horace  and  .Mr.  .leremy  Blink, 
and  then  suddenly  flourished  her  tail  in  the  air,  and  counneneed 
another  furious  career  down  upon  them.  Horace  and  his  companion 
however — who  had  nn  inclimition  for  a  second  taste  of  her  prowess — 
lied,  like  the  wind,  towards  the  little  garden  door;  Horace  reached  it 
first, — sfjueczed  through  it,  hanged  it  to,  and  locked  it,  in  an  instant  ; 
leaving  Mr.  Hlink  and  Oond)ie  to  settle  anything  which  might  happen 
to  he  hetweeu  them,  at  their  leisure. 

Cromhie,  having  put  her  personal  inemy  to  flight,  seemed  to  con- 
sider Mr.  Jeremy  lUink  beneath  her  notice,  and  walked  l>riskly  away 
again  in  the  direction  of  her  interesting  offspring;  leaving  him,  how- 
ever, a  little  nervous  and  totally  out  of  breath,  leaning  against  the 
closed  gafe  of  the  garden. 

Horace  listened  some  minutes  from  the  safe  side,  and  finding  every- 
thing silent,  slowly  opened  the  gate  and  peeped  out,  to  see  how  matters 
had  been  going  on.  Mr.  iUink  innneiliately  pushed  himself  through  into 
the  garden,  with  a  cool  "Thank  you  !" — as  if  he  connidered  thai  the 
door  had  been  opened  solely  for  his  accommodation. 

'*  I  was  afraid  she'd  done  for  you!"  said  Horace,  in  a  very  agitated 
tone. 

"  Thank  you!"  said  Mr.  Blink  ;  and  then  he  turned  suddenly  round 
upon  Horace  and  said  arriously,  **  Mr.  Horace  Chuck  ! — that  has 
))assed  between  us  for  which  one  gentleman  never  forgives  another!" 

**  Oh,  nonsen.se!"  saitl  Horace.  "  (y'ome  into  tln^  house,  and  let  us 
talk  it  over." 

"  I  must  have  satisfaction  !"  .<aid  Mr.  lilink  ;  obstinately  keeping  his 
place,  cocking  the  white  hat  very  much  on  one  side,  and  striking  bin 
clenched  fist  into  the  palm  of  the  other  hand.  **  I  must  have  satisfac- 
tion, Mr.  Chuck  !" 

"  Well — well,"  said  Horace — sorely  perplexed,  Ixtween  the  cool 
determiuarton  of  his  visiter  and  the  violent  trepidation    into  which  bis 

.M 
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rare  away  from  (romliif  liaM  rcdiKM-d  him — *' Well — well;  let  ii**  go 
into  tlic  liouHc." 

Mr.  hliiilv  lioNvcvcr  Nsould  not  8tir  :  and  it  waji  not  until  Horn/*- 
Inid  inhauc'ly  proiniHod  him  every  Hort,  kind,  and  dcHcription  of  'jiatiifae- 
lion,'  that  he  could  he  prevailed  n])on  to  move. 

*'  I  tell  yon  wliat  it  Ih,  lilink,"  Haid  Horace,  after  they  had  reached 
the  house  ;  "take  a  ^lansof  wine? — (Mr.  Blink  nodded; — that'H  good: 
so  you  shall."  Horace  poured  out  two  ^laH.seH,  and  spilled  kh  much 
as  would  have  filled  another.  "  I  tell  you  what  it  ia,  Blink,  I  think 
you  can  he  of  service  to  me  in  a  wmall  matter;  and  a«  you  «ay  the 
world  has  knocked  yon  ahout  a  little,  I'll  see  whether  I  cannot  make 
it  np  to  you.  You  do  not  look — you  will  excuse  my  Baying  ho — a«  if 
you  had  a  very  large  sum  in  the  ('onsols." 

"  Possihly  so !"  said  Mr.  Blink,  not  at  all  ahashed  by  this  compli- 
ment to  his  personal  equipment;  "  the  more  is  the  necessity  for  a  little 
of  that  'satisfaction'  you  promised  me  just  now.  I'm  a  man  of  busi- 
ness— and  never  waste  time  :   can  you  lend  me  ten  pounds  ?" 

Horace  returned  no  answer  to  this  sudden  *  arrjumentum  ad  era- 
menam.*  Most  men  are  feelingly  alive  to  such  an  application  ;  but 
Horace,  whose  very  heart  and  soul  lay  among  the  jingling  denizens  of 
that  interesting  locality,  was  very  much  startled  at  the  coolness  of  the 
request ; — feeling  confident,  from  the  tone  of  voice  in  w  Inch  it  was 
preferred,  that  it  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  an  absolute  *  stand 
and  deliver'  sort  of  a  demand. 

"Yes,"  said  Horace,  after  a  little  consideration,  "I  can.  Take 
another  glass  of  wine  ?" 

"  Cash  up,  then,"  said  Mr.  Blink,  in  answer ;  "  and  I'll  give  you 
my  *  I.  0.  U.,*  and  take  another  glass  of  wine  also." 

"  Pity  you  are  not  in  practice  yourself,"  said  Horace:  "how  is 
it?" 

*'  Want  of  capital — short  of  the  stumpy,"  said  Mr.  Bhnk,  holding 
up  his  w^ine  to  the  light.  "  Perhaps  you  could  lend  me  five  hundred 
or  a  thousand,  by  the  by?" 

This  second  appeal  put  Horace  into  a  worse  trepidation  than 
Crombie  had  done.  "  Why  not  exactly,''  said  he  ;  "I  might  set  you 
upon  your  legs,  perhaps." 

"  I  tell  you  what  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Blink  ;  "  come — if  you  will  set 
me  a-going — if  you  will  only  give  me  enough  to  pay  my  admission  fee 
and  for  my  certificate — I'll  soon  find  means  to  keep  on,  and  will  drop 
this  like  aftair  between  us  about  the  calf,   and  give  you  a  good  lift  in 
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the  business  of  your  friend  Tlionias   Knequet    into  the   hargnin.      My 
artieh's  liave  been   out   witli   oUl    Silvi'r>vinj^   these   two  yearn.      IIc'h 
gone  abroad:   so  1  can  pitch  into  his  connexion  ri;j^ht  and  left." 
"  Ha,  ha!"  said  Horace.     *'  You  are  a  sharp  chap,  Jt-rry." 
"  Possibly  80 !"   said   that   genthnnan,    filling   his  ^Itma  again  un- 
invited,  and   reaching  across  with  tlie  decanter  to   his  worthy  host. 
*'  No  more  !     Well  then,  tell  me  all  about  v hy  you  want  to  'trounce,' 
as  you  call  it,  this  young  fellow  ;  and  let  us  get  to  business  at  once." 
Horace — still  full   of  doubt   as    to    the   propriety  of   trusting  his 
newly-made  legal  adviser  to  the  fullest  extent — hesitated  :   there  was 
an  oil-hand  easy  informat ion-drawing-manner  about   him  that  he  dis- 
liked, and  yet  could  not  for  the  soul  of  him  resist.     The  conseciuence 
was,  that  Mr.  Jeremy  IJlink,  after  an  afternoon  spent  over  a  bottle  of 
sherry  and  another  one  of  port,  was  put   in  possession  of  the  whole 
history  of  Mr.  Thomas   llac([uct — his  friends  and  relatives,  and  also 
became  accpiainted   with  the  circumstance  of  his  attentions    to  the 
daughter  of  Mr.  Whittlebury, — together  with  a  great  deal  of  other  in- 
formation touching  matters  connected  with  the  lirm  of  '  Whittlebury 
and  Chuck,' — which,  under  any  other  influence  than  the  cool  business- 
like cross-examination  adopted  by  Mr.  lilink,  would  have  remained  as 
secret  as  the  grave. 

\^^len  Mr.  Jeremy  iUink  left  Stamford  Hill  that  night,  he  placed  his 
linger  upon  the  side  of  his  nose  and  grinned  a  grin  of  satisfaction ;  in 
a  few  days  afterwards  he  mounted  a  new  white  hat,  a  new  suit  of 
sables,  a  new  card  with  a  new  address,  and  with  a  new  world  before 
him  determined,  by  dint  of  impudence  and  roguery,  to  push  his  way 
and  make  his  fortune. 

Ih'forc  Mr.  lUink  left  Horace  Chuck,  it  was  decided  that  the  war- 
rant for  Tom  Kacfjuet's  apprehension  for  the  robl)ery  should  be  ile- 
ferred  for  a  week, — as  he,  Mr.  lilink,  would  not  have  time  to  attend 
to  the  prosecution,  having  a  little  business  to  transact,  which  he  had 
undertaken  for  his  old  friend  Silvcrwing,  and  which  would  recpiirc 
his  presence  in  the  country  for  a  few  days.  The  warrant  was  deferred 
accordingly. 

Horace  Chuck  rubbed  his  hands  with  glee  as  he  jumped  into  bed, 
after  his  guest's  departure,  to  dream  about  iiis  revenge  upon  Tom, 
and  composed  himself  to  sleep.  His  dreams  however  were  anything 
but  pleasant  :  lie  was  llying-tlii'-gartcr  over  innumerable  calves  and 
Jeremy  IMinks  the  whole  niij:ht  ihnnigh,  and  boxing  with  cows  and 
lawyers,  and  getting  himself  ca>.t  in  r nonnous  damages,  and  working 
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HO  Imrd,  tliat  to  wake  in  tlip  moruinfr,  nrnl  onro  npftin  join  in  thr  rral 
anxictioH  and  everyday  toil  of  life,  wa.s  a  relief  unHpeakalilc. 

Poor  Tom  Unrrjuet  I  how  little  he  MUKpccted  the  mine  which  wax 
digging  under  liis  feet :  he  waH  happy  and  contented,  and  full  of  hiH 
Hchcmc  for  carrying  hin  Aunt  Lucy  for  a  trip  to  the  I>akeH, — keeping, 
of  courHC,  the  eireuinstanre  of  his  drarly-heloved'H  prcHcncc  in  tliat 
beautiful  region  diHcreetly  in  the  Ijack  ground. 

Upon  Tom's  return  to  Coddlethorpe — after  his  unBUCceanful  cliace 
after  the  tormenting  Mr.  Blink — he  proposed  his  trip  to  the  North, 
stating  as  his  principal  reason,  the  physician's  most  urgent  advice, 
that  he  shouhl  have  change  of  air  and  scene.  Not  a  little  to  his  sur- 
prise, his  Aunt  Lucy  immediately  fell  in  %vith  his  views,  and  approved 
of  the  scheme,  and  almost  without  waiting  for  his  invitation  volun- 
teered to  accompany  him. 

Aunt  Lucy  had  a  two-fold  reason  for  accepting  Tom's  proposal : 
firstly,  she  w  ished  to  introduce  him  to  his  father's  old  friend.  Colonel 
Crey,  whose  residence  lay  upon  the  banks  of  Windermere;  and  secondly, 
she  thought  it  would  be  a  good  opportunity  of  separating  him,  at  any 
rate  for  a  time,  from  the  fascinating  society  of  Stamford  Hill.  "  Who 
knows?"  argued  the  old  lady  -with  herself,  **  Colonel  Grey  has  a 
daughter — a  far  more  eligible  match  than  this  Miss  Caroline  Whitth? — 
Whittle — whatever  it  is" — and  then  Aunt  Lucy,  in  spite  of  herself, 
sighed  and  finished  the  name  properly — "  Whittlebury" — after  in  vain 
trying  to  cheat  herself  into  believing  that  she  had  forgotten  it. 

There  was,  however,  a  great  deal  to  do,  and  an  immense  amount  of 
talking  to  be  completed  before  the  day  for  the  dep.irture  could  be  settled. 
Tom  was  nearly  tbiven  out  of  his  wits  by  the  tremendous  preparations 
for  the  journey;  however,  at  last,  to  his  infinite  satisfaction,  evciTthing 
and  every  body  was  gazetted  '  Ready,'  and  the  day  arrived  which  was  to 
waft  him  upon  the  wings  of  steam — (in  the  good  old  days  it  was  the 
wings  of  love) — nearer  to  the  abode  of  the  lady  of  his  affections  ;  but 
not  a  word  or  a  hint  escaped  him  respecting  the  present  residence  of 
that  young  lady  and  her  papa.  "  The  Chapter  of  Accidents,"  said  Tom 
to  himself,  ''  has  a  great  many  funny  things  to  account  for,  and  must 
e'en  take  our  all  meeting  together  in  Westmoreland  among  the  rest." 

Aunt  Lucy  had  never  been  much  of  a  traveller,  and  was  therefore 
not  a  little  surprised  at  the  coolness  with  which  Tom  talked  about  a 
few  hundred  miles,  and  spoke  about  passing  through  Northampton- 
shire, Warwickshire,  Staffordshire,  Cheshire,  and  Lancashire,  making 
uo  more  of  them — shires  thoughthey  be — than  a  cat  scampering  over 
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Ihc  pattern  of  a  BruRscls  carpet.  Aunt  Lucy  was  also  not  a  little 
Hurried  at  Tom's  bustling  about — Hying  after  the  luggage— disputing 
with  the  drivers  touching  the  ovcr-ciuirge  at  the  various  places  where 
vehicles  were  necessary  before  they  reached  the  railway  station ;  and 
lastly,  utterly  scandalized  at  the  behaviour  of  the  railway  people  theni- 
sulves  in  violently  seizing  upon  all  the  moveableH,  and  vanishing  w  ith 
them  through  a  side  door  before  she  could  turn  round,  and  not  a  little 
annoyed  at  Tom's  inattention  at  the  very  moment  when  there  seemed 
to  be  more  than  ever  a  reason  for  his  vigilance.  Aunt  Lucy  tried  to 
follow  her  cherished  bandboxes  and  hair  trunks,  but  was  in  a  very 
short  and  decided  nuinner  repulsed,  and  lilleil  with  ire  and  indigna- 
f  ion.  Tom  soon  procured  the  tickets,  and  taking  his  Aunt's  trendjling 
arm  within  his,  led  her  through  into  the  station.  Her  indignation  was 
soon  appeased — here  in  comely  order  were  })iled  all  the  vanished 
moveables.  In  token  of  her  admiration  of  his  honestv,  she  oHered 
the  guardian  j)orter  a  si.xpence. 

*'  We  never  fii/ies  money,  mum,"  said  the  oiiicial,  civilly. 

Aunt  Lucy  hesitated,  and  was  returning  the  sixpence  to  her  purse. 

**  Sometimes  we  do  find  a  sixpence  on  the  [/roniuf,  mum,  when  its 
dropt,"  said  he  of  the  velveteen,  turning  half-round  to  adjust  the 
luggage. 

Aunt  Lucy,  in  obedience  to  the  hint,  let  fall  the  sixpence — but  what 
became  of  it,  this  history  knoweth  not. 

Tom  proposed  a  walk  up  to  the  head  of  the  train  to  examine 
'  .iupiter,'  who  had  condescended  so  far  as  to  unch^rtake  to  drag  the 
train  to  liirmingham. 

Aunt  Lucy  almost  jumped  out  of  her  shoes,  when  'Jupiter,'  liaving 
l)een  backed  to  his  place,  commenced  letting  off  his  steam,  and  snorting 
as  it  were  with  rage,  at  finding  such  a  train  of  mortals  waiting  to  be 
tacked  to  his  tail.  The  bell  ranir,  and  Tom  and  his  Aunt  took  their 
places.  Tom  all  delight,  and  his  Aunt  all  wonder  and  auia/ement,  and 
not  a  little  suspecting  that  the  whole  train  would  be  blown  to  shivers 
long  before  it  got  from  under  the  shed. 

Away  they  went  at  last  at  a  rattling  j>ace  along  the  open  country — 
through  deep  cuttings — along  the  tops  of  cnd>ankments — under  via- 
ducts, the  suddiMi  echoes  of  which  nnido  .\unt  Lucy  shrink  tightlv  into 
luT  corner — wriggle,  Mriggle,  wriggle;  snort,  snort,  snort;  and  an  oc* 
casional  jerk  or  two  by  way  of  variety,  until  they  arrived  at  the  first 
8tati«)n.  Aunt  Lucy  drew  her  breath  mori-  freely,  thanked  her  for- 
tunate stars  that  she  had  not  been  minced,  and  looked  out  of  the 
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wiihIow.  Tdni  opnud  I  In;  otliir  <loor  und  juni|K-d  <iut,  tlttlannp:  he 
MUM  Imngi  V  ;  •>iit  fiiidiii;;  tlml  thin.'  wun  i»<<lliing  to  hf  liad  l>ut  i»«»iiic 
linli'-imli  deals,  ]w  jiimpfd  in  again,  f^Tcatly  to  the  relief  ol  hiii  Aunt, 
who  had  no  80(»nc'r  niiHHcd  liini  than  she  became  iu  a  very  excited  and 
anxious  state,  ininginin^  all  sorts  of  iniReraUeH,  from  the  Himple  acci- 
dent of  his  being  left  behind  to  (he  complicated  catajitro|dic  of  her 
linvin;;  to  collect  ids  arms,  legs,  and  head,  from  five  dilferent  counties. 
*  Jupiter,'  after  taking  a  drink  through  a  katliern  hose,  borne  by  a  dingy 
looking  Ganyniedes,  gave  one  or  two  tremendouw  tugw  and  anortii,  and  a 
most  excruciatingly  screaming  whistle,  and  drew  his  tail  nluggihhly 
after  him  again  ;  his  attendant,  however,  gave  him  a  feed  of  coah  aiid 
coke,  and  a  tremendous  stir  up  with  a  long  pole,  and  away  he  went 
again  as  merrily  as  ever,  wriggling  and  snorting,  and  thr(»w  ing  oil  bin 
«tcani  in  huge  pull's,  which  hung  aijout  the  treey,  and  Hkinnned  along 
the  ground  like  so  many  great  clouds  from  some  Drobdignag  tobacco- 
pipe.  Aunt  Lucy  began  to  get  accustomed  to  the  rapidity  of  the 
motion,  and  iu  some  measure  to  feel  assured  of  her  corf>oral  safety, 
so  she  popped  out  her  head  to  catch  a  better  view  of  the  country, — 
but  unfortunately  just  as  the  up-train,  with  all  its  stunning  uproar, 
Hashed  past  them. 

Aunt  Lucy  gave  a  shrill  little  scream,  withdrew  her  head  with  the 
rapidity  of  lightning,  and  almost  pinched  a  piece  out  of  Tom's  arm 
in  the  extremity  of  her  fright  and  astonishment. 

"  A  regiment  of  soldiers  going  by  the  up-train,"  said  Tom,  in  ex- 
planation, and  rubbing  his  arm. 

"  Lor !"  said  Aunt  Lucy,  "  I  thought  it  was  a  strip  of  red  tape. 
I  am  sure  I  shall  never  get  on  without  screaming.  I  had  rather  not 
go  any  further — suppose  it  had  run  against  us  I" 

Tom  explained  again,  and  made  his  Aunt  look  at  the  double  hne  of 
rail;  but  she  withdrew  her  head  again  instantly,  alarmed  more  than 
ever; — the  sleepers  were  all  laid  bare — there  seemed  to  be  nothing  to 
support  the  carriage  but  a  little  slip  of  iron. 

Aunt  Lucy  however,  by  degrees,  got  over  this  new  alarm,  and  only 
winked  very  hard,  and  shrunk  up  very  much,  when  they  passed  the 
little  watch-boxes  and  small  stations  ;  and  at  last  was  so  far  herself  as 
to  find  amusement  in  counting  the  mile-stones  as  they  flew  past  her, 
and  wondering  at  the  sizes  of  the  cows  and  other  animals  grazing  iu 
the  fields,  and  totally  disbelieving  in  the  width  of  the  old  coach  roads 
in  the  vicinity. 

'*  Here  we  are,"  said  Tom,   "  at  Scraubattle,  fifty  miles  from  Cod- 
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tll('tli(H-pc.  Now  for  sonic  luncheon.  I  lire,  you  i^uard,  \sh;it  ihc  devil 
(lid  }ou  lock  us  in  lor  f  OpLii  the  door."  'Jupilir'  hlaekiiu'd  his 
pace,  and  the  first  carriage  bumped  agaiiiHt  him,  and  the  second  car- 
riage bumped  the  first,  and  the  third  bumped  the  second,  like  a  Cani- 
Ijfidge  boat  race, — and  then  they  lUl  stood  still. 

The  guard  opened  the  door,  and  Tom  sprang  out  and  joined  (lie 
rushing  crowil,  who  were  hustling  each  other,  and  driving  heiter 
skelter  to  a  long  covered  booth,  where  five  or  six  lively  waiters  were 
waiting,  corkscrews  in  hand,  to  supply  the  required  refreshments. 

Tom  knew  the  raluc  of  time  too  well,  at  Scranbattle,  to  stand 
upon  much  ceremony  with  his  ])rother  passengers,  80  pushed,  and 
struggled,  and  scrambled,  with  the  rest,  until  he  found  himself 
mounted  upon  a  form,  and  was  served  with  his  "  Half  a  pork  pie  and 
pint  bottle  of  stout,"  (with  the  cork  pushed  into  it,)  over  the  heads  of 
the  ravenouR  multitude  around  him.  Never  was  there  such  a  scene  of 
devastation  :  whole  l)atterie8  of  pork  pies,  sausage  rolls,  and  sand- 
wiches, w  ere  demolished  before  you  could  wink  ; — everybody  seizing 
upon  that  nearest  to  his  hand,  and  calling  lustily  for  the  wherewith  to 
wash  it  down.  The  waiters — the  whole  six  of  them — rushing  hither 
and  thither,  almost  throwing  the  pork  pies  over  the  heads  of  the  front 
rank  at  the  unhappy  mortals  in  the  back  ground, — screwing  in  and 
uncorking — pop,  pop,  pop  ! — with  au  energy  which  if  it  were  to  last 
beyond  the  customary  seven  minutes  would  use  tliem  up  for  ever. 

'*  Here  :  here's  luUf-a-crown,"  said  Tom,  as  the  bell  began  to  ring 
for  the  departure  of  the  train. 

"  That'll  do,  sir,"  said  the  waiter,  seizing  hold  of  it  and  suddenly 
diving  through  a  little  door. 

**  My  change — my  change  I"  shouted  Tom,  as  the  crowd — now  as 
anxious  to  regain  their  scats  as  they  were  a  few  minutes  before 
anxious  to  leave  them — rushed  pa.it,  and  almost  upset  the  form  upon 
which  he  was  standing. 

No  waiter  made  his  appearance. 

"  My  change — my  change  1"  shouted  Tom  again. 

*'  Now,  gentlemen,  take  your  scats  I"  said  the  guard  ;  and  away 
ran  the  two  or  three  remaining  stragglers,  half  choked  Mith  the  ha.ste 
with  which  they  swallowed  the  last  mouthful  of  a  pork  pie ;  clang, 
clang,  clang,  went  the  bell ;  snort,  snort,  went  'Jupiter;'  and  the  train 
began  to  move  slowly  onwards. 

Tom — determined  not  to  be  done  out  of  his  chang<' — seized  upon  a 
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nniplf  oC  (lislicH  (il  pantry  and  fairly  b«Wt<(l  a\*ay  wiih  tln-ni,  ran  down 
till'  line,  and  jiimix-d  into  titc  carria^^c  junt  in  tinic  to  ha\c  liii^  |>l;u-e. 

Ah  Toni'K  carriage  moved  rapidly  pa^t  the  refrenhineiit  rrwrn,  he  hehl 
np  the  t  \s«)  (lislicH  for  the  edification  of  the  waiter  witli  the  whort 
memory  and  the  impaired  Hensc  of  hearuig,  and  had  the  Hatinfaction  of 
Reeing  that  individual  immediat«ly  recover  from  )joth  maladies,  the 
ijiHtant  the  CKcheated  property  met  hin  eye. 

The  waiter  leaped  over  the  counter — hut  the  train  wa»  gone  I 

•'  I  liavc  been  seiTcd  that  trick  before  at  this  place,"  said  Tom,  in 
e.\i>lanatioii  to  his  fcUow-travellerH.  "  They  always  forget  the  change, 
— if  you  let  them  ;  but  I've  turned  the  tables  for  once,  at  any  rate. 
So  Tom  divided  his  capture  among  his  companionH  ;  and  merrily  the 
iianhurics  and  other  confections  w  ere  eaten,  by  all  but  his  Aunt  Lucy, 
— who,  although  she  held  a  biscuit  in  her  hand,  could  scarcely  be  pre- 
vailed upon  to  eat  it,  lest,  as  we  suppose,  ehe  should  convert  herbclf 
into  a  receptacle  for  stolen  goods. 

"Why,  bless  you,  Aunty — that  is  nothing!"  said  Tom.  "I  re- 
nicmhcr  coming  from  Oxford  once,  when  the  w  aitcr  brought  me  a  glass 
of  brandy-and-water,  while  we  were  changing  horses  ; — bitter  cold  day; 
— only  three  minutes  allowed  to  change  ; — but  the  rapscallion  brought 
it  so  scalding  hot  that  1  could  scarcely  hold  the  glass,  much  less  drink 
the  contents ;  an  old  trick  of  John  Trot's — he  guessed  I  should  be 
obliged  to  leave  it  ; — no  such  thing,  when  the  coach  drove  off,  it  drove 
oil"  glass  and  all,  and  coachce  and  1  cbank  the  brandy-and-water  upon 
tlM3  road.     I  never  heard  of  John  trying  that  trick  afterwards." 

The  male  passengers  grinned  and  the  ladies  simpered  at  Tom's 
anecdote,  and  the  train  rattled  on  ;  Tom  grew  sleepy,  and  reclined  in 
his  comfortable  seat ;  Aunt  Lucy  adjusted  her  spectacles,  and  opened 
her  hook  ;  a  long  line  of  uninteresting  heath,  brown,  flat  and  treeless, 
allowed  her  uninterrupted  leisure  for  its  perusal ;  page  after  page  of 
the  novel  was  conned  ;  the  interesting  lovers  were  together  in  a  de- 
lightful garden, ^ — moonlight — music,  love,  and  flowers, — and  the  ruf- 
fian was  behind  them,  with  his  uplifted  stiletto,  hstening,  and  ready 
to  put  a  bloody  termination  to  their  tender  interview.  Aunt  Lucy  was 
in  a  fever  of  interest  and  excitement  for  their  fate;  she  turned  the 
page  anxiously,  and  the  train  plunged,  dashing  and  roaring,  into  a 
long  dark  tunnel,  and  all  was  as  black  as  midnight,  save  a  little  lamp, 
which  Aunt  Lucy  now  for  the  first  time  discovered  was  hanging  from 
the  roof  of  the  carriaire. 
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y\iinty  p;avc  n  little  sqiu-ak  of  surprise,  pincheil  Tom  to  wake  him 
lip,  and  leniud  hack  in  her  8eat, — fully  persuaded  she  was  huried 
alive  in  the  howels  of  the  earth. 

On  went  tlie  train,  tliundering  and  eehoinj^,  on  its  darksome  journey. 
I'resently  there  appeared  at  the  side  of  the  way  a  figure  holding  a  white 
Hag,  and  standing  in  a  sort  of  semicircular  recess,  filled  with  a  dim 
and  a  ghostly  light  ;  the  ligure  pointed  his  flag,  like  llandet's  father 
pointing  his  truneheon,  and  seemed  to  say,  'Onward  !'  and  onward  tliey 
sped,  howling  more  than  ever.  Again  all  was  dark  for  some  minutes, 
the  atmosphere  heeoming  colder,  and  the  noise  more  deafening,  when 
tluy  suddenly  flashed  past  another  spectre  with  a  white  (lag,  standing 
in  a  similar  recess,  who  also  waved  them  onward — still  onward. 

Aunt  Lucy  hegan  to  tremhle,  and  to  fancy  that  she  was  in  the  region 
of  spirits.  She  spoke  to  Tom,  hut  the  noise  of  the  train  was  so  great 
that  she  could  not  catch  his  answer.  Presently  a  dim  pale  hlueish  light 
hegan  to  lind  its  way  into  the  carriage,  and  Aunt  Lucy  had  scarcely 
time  to  consider  what  it  meant,  l)efore  the  train  rushed  suddenly  into 
the  open  and  hrilliaut  sunshine. 

"  Dipsleigh  tunnel,"  said  Tom,  looking  out;  "  five  miles  long — cut 
tlirough  Dipsleigh  hill." 

Aunty  spoke  not,  hut  looked  with  startled  eyes  at  her  Nephew,  re- 
gretting in  her  own  mind  the  change  from  the  old  fashioned  road 
which  crossed  the  hrow  of  the  hill  and  gave  the  traveller  the  henefit 
of  the  free  and  the  hracing  air,  and  the  heautiful  laudsea})e,  for  the 
close  noisy  unhealthy  hole  through  which  she  had  just  heen  shot, 
and  thought  to  herself,  What  will  not  man  sacrifice  for  gain ! 

"  I  wish  we  were  there,"  said  Aunt  Lucy,  at  last.  "  I  am  heartily 
tired  of  my  journey." 

Clink,  clink,  clink — rattle,  rattle  —  thump,  went  the  train,  as  it 
gradually  turned  on  to  another  set  of  rails  inside,  to  take  nj)  a  junction 
train  which  was  waiting  for  its  arrival.  As  one  train  ranged  up  along 
side  of  the  other,  the  passengers  of  each  stared  out  of  the  windows, 
and  looked  with  as  much  sur[)riRe  at  each  other  as  if  they  had  been  so 
nuuiy  wild  animals  from  some  newly-discovered  land. 

Here  there  was  a  deal  of  hooking  and  unhooking;  rushing  ahout  (»f 
smart-looking  guards,  humping  of  heavy  boxes,  running  of  passengers, 
ringing  of  bells,  and  lastly  a  backing  of  the  whole  train,  until  the 
carnage  containing  Tom  and  his  Aunt  became  stationary,  direetlv  op- 
posite the  engine  of  the  other  train — a  great  brass-backed,  grccu- 
whecled  screaming  monster,  clnistened  •  Hercules.' 
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Tlic  htiiniiing  roar  kept  up  hy  thJH  brazen  ^ant  ^ut  enoii^li  to 
dt'affii  a  rcf^iiiK  lit  ol"  KoldicrM.  I'oor  Aunt  Lucy,  nho  had  Ixt-n 
already  HuHiciciitly  tried,  gazed  out  of  the  window  at  the  ruftliing 
Htcani,  gave  licrKeU'  for  lost,  resigned  herself  to  her  fate,  and  coniii* 
dercd  lierHclf  blown  up  beyond  all  redemption;  suddenly  'Hercules* 
indulged  in  a  Hhrill  wluHlle,  which  set  every  body's  teeth  on  edge — 
gave  one  or  two  trcniendoua  gasps — slowly  turned  his  huge  wheels, 
and  gradually  moved  off  to  take  up  his  ntation  at  the  end  of  the  train, 
and  push  behind  for  the  remainder  of  the  journey. 

The  relief  of  his  absence  was  unspeakable  ! 

Some  more  running,  and  bustle,  and  bell-ringing,  and  the  train  was 
off  again,  under  the  combined  cnergicK  of  *  Jupiter*  and  *  Hercules,' 
and  with  the  additional  satisfaction  to  the  passengers  of  knowing  that 
if  'Jupiter,'  who  was  in  front,  should  happen  to  break  down,  'Her- 
cules' who  was  behind,  was  ready  and  quite  powerful  enough  to  drive 
the  whole  train  over  him  in  a  heap,  for  his  stupidity. 

One  or  two  more  stoppages,  with  the  same  rushing  and  clatter,  and 
they  arrived  at  the  open  and  handsome  station  of  Birrningliam ;  and 
from  thence  proceeded  on  and  on — and  on — until  they  arrived  betw  een 
two  high,  black,  dripping  lines  of  rocky  walls. 

Here  Aunt  Lucy  perceived  many  superannuated  *  Venuses,'  '  Mi- 
ncrvas,'  '  Mercuries,'  aud  other  heathen  ladies  and  gentlemen  w  ith 
corroded  wheels  and  cankered  backs,  turned  out  by  the  rail  side  to 
rust — miserable  and  shrunken  they  looked  by  the  side  of  their  more 
modern  brethren ;  old  wheels,  supernumerary  *  sleepers,'  as  the 
supporting  blocks  of  wood  are  called,  bundles  of  rails,  piles  of 
cinders,  and  other  dingy  *  still  life'  completed  the  picture  ;  presently 
a  rope  was  hooked  on  to  the  train,  and  it  was  drawn  smartly  through  a 
dark  and  yawning  archway,  spanning  from  wall  to  wall,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  they  immerged  into  the  handsome  station  of  Liverpool. 

"  Curious  classification  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  county  of  Lan- 
caster," said  Tom.     ''  They  classed  themselves,  by  the  by." 

"  IIow  mean  you?"  said  his  Aunt. 

"  A  LivQiyool  ffenfleman,  a  Manchester  wff/<,  a  Buit  ^hlockheady  a 
Bolton  chap^  and  a  fellow  from  Wigan,"  replied  Tom,  with  the  gravity 
of  a  historian. 

The  guard  threw  open  all  the  doors  ;  the  porters  threw  down  all  the 
luggage,  by  means  of  a  slide — bandbox  first ;  and  before  that  could  be 
snatched  out  of  the  way,  down  came  a  trunk,  then  a  carpet  bag  with 
a  bottle  in  it,  and  a  heavy  'Imperial'  on  the  top  of  that. 
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''  Now  tlien,"  HiOid  Tom,  Imvinc;  sccurt'd  liis  hi^};ai;i',  and  liuiuliiig 
Ins  Aunt  into  an  omnibus;   "the  lioyal  llotti," — and  away  tin*}  went. 

Tliry  hud  no  sooner  arrived  at  tliat  excellent  hostelry,  than  Aunt 
Lucy,  although  it  was  still  daylight,  insisted  tliat  it  wtuj  bed-time  ; 
lluy  had  started  at  tin  in  the  niorninu:,  and  had  travelled  more  than 
a  hundred  miles — and  she  remembered  that  it  had  always  become 
bed-lime  at  the  end  of  such  a  lon;^  journey,  and  could  .scarcely  be  in- 
iluced  to  believe  that  it  was  just  five  o'clock,  and  by  consequence 
dinner-time  instead ;  however,  Aunt  Lucy,  as  she  said  of  herself,  was 
ibc  most  biddable  creature  in  existence,  and  one  with  whom  sisters  and 
nephew,  and  every  body  else,  did  just  as  they  pleased  ; — and  so  she  sat 
down  and  enjoyed  her  dinner. 

The  next  morning  ^^aw  them  apiin  upon  the  road,  and  before  the 
sun  had  brought  dinner-time  round  again,  they  had  entered  the  town 
of  VVolderton,  on  the  banks  of  the  lake  of  Windermere,  that  being, 
according  to  Tom's  disinterested  account,  the  most  eligible  spot  for 
the  recovery  of  his  health  and  spirits,  and  also  for  viewing  the  beauties 
of  the  surrounding  scenery.  Aunt  Lucy  was  the  more  satisfied  with 
the  locality  from  its  being  within  a  few  mile«'  distance  of  Colonel  Grey's 
residence ;  and  as  they  intended  to  make  a  stay  of  some  duration  in 
the  neighbourhood,  proposed  to  Tom  to  seek  lodgings,  and  so  save  the 
expense  of  a  public  hotel ;  to  which,  of  course,  Tom  dutifully  ac- 
fjuiesced ;  and  so  Aunt  Lucy,  early  the  next  morning,  left  Tom  to  his 
meditations,  and  sallied  forth  in  search  of  a})artments. 

Tom  no  sooner  saw  his  dear  Aunt  fairly  depaited  upon  her  errand, 
than  he  set  ofl'  out  of  the  town  in  the  direction  of  the  Wren's  Nest 
Mine,  hoping  to  lind  out  from  some  of  the  work-people  about,  the 
address  of  old  Mr.  Whittlebury  and  his  fair  daughter.  Guided  by  a 
little  ragged  urchin,  he  was  not  long  in  discovering  the  works,  which, 
to  his  great  suri)rise,  instead  of  wearing  an  asj)cct  of  bustle  and  busi- 
ness, were  totally  deserted.  The  engine  house,  a  tall  narrow  brick 
building,  with  a  gigantic  iron  arm  thrust  out  of  its  side,  was  silent 
and  at  rest — every  thing  about  seemed  to  wear  an  aspect  of  desolation. 
Tom  wandered  through  the  arched  cutting  in  the  upright  range  of 
rocks,  followed  by  his  ragged  guide,  but  found  no  one.  Here,  at  the 
back,  the  crags  had  been  worked  or  cut  away  until  they  formed  a 
long  cathedral-like  aisle  of  arches,  open  on  one  side  to  the  foot  of  a 
lull,  whose  precipitate  sides  closed  in  all  further  view  of  the  country, 
and  on  the  other  supported  by  a  wall  of  solid  rock. 

Tom's  little  guide  here  said  something  to  him,  the  import  of  which 
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lie  rould  not  uiMUrHtand,  ho  tliorou^'lily  WcHtmorclarni  >*a.H  \Ui-  <linlccl  j 
Jill  lie  could  cjittli  were  koiiic  wofiIm  jiko  "  Tlinr  J)ivirH  Mnwr  I"  ami 
the  link'  fellow  poiiitt'd  nt  the  wnmc  time  to  n  part  of  the  cxcnvation 
a  little  lurllH  I  on.  Tom  waH  induced  to  proceed  in  the  direction,  and 
cunie  all  at  unce  at  a  Huddcn  turn  in  the  rock  to  the  hrink  of  an  irn- 
nienHc  clinHin  in  the  ground,  fenced  hy  a  vail  of  h>oHe  «toneh  ahont 
llic  heif^lit  of  a  man's  knee.  Tom  gazed  down  thiK  treini-ndfjUH  and 
misty  opening  with  no  little  wonder,  and  watched  tlie  thin  hlueii^h 
vapours  as  they  floated  ahout  between  him  and  the  bottom  of  the 
chaKm.  After  gazing  a  little  while,  lie  became  accuRtomed  to  the  light, 
and  could  plainly  distinguish  the  huge  heaps  of  refuse,  and  some  of 
the  rocky  forms,  which  lay  in  the  hazy  depth. 

**  Thur  Devil's  Mawr!"  said  his  little  guide  again,  grinning  at  Tom 
and  stepping  over  the  low  stone  wall. 

Tom  drew  back  "witb  horror  and  astonishment,  at  the  urchin's  teme- 
rity, expecting  the  next  minute  to  hear  him  dashed  to  pieces.  The 
little  fellow  however  threw  himself  coolly  over  the  edge  of  the  chasm, 
holding  on  by  a  stout  iron  pin,  and  with  his  feet  upon  the  first  step 
of  the  chain  ladder — (mentioned  some  chapters  back,)  and  his  head 
and  shoulders  just  above  the  level,  motioned  to  Tom  to  follow  him  in 
his  descent. 

Tom's  attention  however  was  diverted,  by  the  sudden  appearance 
of  a  WTinkled  and  decayed  old  dame,  whose  face  somehow  seemed  fa- 
miliar to  him;  she  came  down  the  hill-side,  on  the  open  part  of  the 
works,  bearing  a  tin  vessel  and  a  bundle.  The  old  woman  came  di- 
rectly to  the  brink  of  the  chasm,  and  catching  the  young  urchin  by  the 
hair  of  the  head,  compelled  him  to  ascend,  and  then  dismissed  him 
with  no  very  gentle  words. 

She  placed  the  tin  vessel  and  the  bundle  just  within  the  dwarf 
wall. 

Tom  could  not  help  looking  at  her  very  intently.  *'  Either  my 
memory  plays  me  an  unaccountable  trick,"  said  Tom  to  himself,  "  or 
I  have  seen  that  face  before." 

"  Is  the  descent  dangerous  ?"  said  Tom,  by  way  of  opening  a  con- 
versation, which,  for  some  undefined  reason,  he  felt  himself  impelled 
to  do  with  the  old  woman. 

She  looked  at  him  for  an  instant,  and  said  "Very!"  and  then 
turned  to  depart.  There  was  a  something  in  the  tone  in  which  the 
word  was  uttered  which  seemed  to  imply  that  there  were  other  dangers 
to  be  encountered  besides  the  mere  difficulties  of  the  descent.     Tom 
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was  perplexoil,  ami  followed  the  oltl  woman,  in  liopos  of  getting  Bome 
fiirtlier  informiilion  from  her. 

*'  If  you  must  go  down — go  down  to-morrow,  at  twelve.  Others 
will  he  there;  and  the  boy  Bhall  guide  you;"  nhe  aaid  at  hu^t,  in  reply 
to  Tom's  many  interrogatoriefl.  But  to  all  bin  questions,  aa  to  \\liy  lie 
\va.s  to  make  the  descent  to-morrow,  and  at  twelve,  rather  than  at  the 
present  time,  and  who  the  others  were  to  Ije,  tlie  old  lady  was  ob- 
durately silent. 

"  Well,"  said  Tom,  a.s  he  .saw  the  ohl  woman  cross  the  brow  of  the 
hill,  "  I  like  a  bit  of  mystery  :  1  will  obey  tlu'  old  dame — come  what 
will  of  it." 

Tom  soon  after  caught  sight  of  bis  juvenile  guide  again,  and  after  a 
little  trouble  elicited  from  him,  that  Mr.  Whittlebury  and  a  party  of 
ladies  were  going  down  on  (he  nn)rrow,  and  that  the  old  woman  was 
a  fortune-teller  by  profession  and  a  relative  of  one  of  the  miners.  Her 
profession  at  once  accounted  for  her  dark  bints  of  hidden  dangers, 
and  therefore  spoiled  all  the  romance  with  which  Tom  had  at  first 
been  ineliiu'd  to  invest  the  rencontre,  but  the  other  information  filled 
bis  heart  with  delight. 

Still,  however,  Tom  felt  dissatisfied  ;  the  more  bo  thought  about 
the  old  woman,  tlie  more  be  felt  certain  that  lie  bad  seen  her  before; 
\w.  therefore  resolved  to  pay  the  old  lady  a  visit,  and  have  bis  fortune 
told  ; — hoping,  that  during  the  operation  something  would  turn  up 
which  would  elucidate  the  mystery.  Cuided  by  his  juvenile  com- 
panion, be  crossed  the  hill  in  the  same  direction  taken  by  the  old 
woman  a  little  while  before,  and  after  a  short  walk,  entered  the  lower 
])art  of  \Vcldert(;n — the  remains  of  tin*  original  village,  in  fact,  iVom 
which  sprang  the  present  populous  and  popular  town  ;  the  streets,  or 
rather  lanes,  were  dirty,  narrow,  and  ruinous,  and  the  inhabitants  — 
principally  consisting  of  the  miners  and  their  families — s(|ualid  to  a 
degree;  the  habitation  of  Old  Joan  Illlettle  was  soon  found,  and  Tom, 
after  knocking  repeatedly  with  bis  stick  to  no  }>urpose,  opened  (he 
door  and  enterc<l ; — bis  little  companion  giving  one  peep  of  cu- 
riosity into  the  wretched  dwelling,  and  then  taking  to  his  heels  in  an 
agony  of  fright  at  the  appearance  of  a  black  cat — the  indispensable 
companion  of  all  witches,  sorcerers,  and  fortune-tellers,  from  tiine  im- 
nuMuorial. 

"  I  want  my  fortune  told  I"  said  Tom,  appealing  to  the  old  woman, 
who  was  cooking  a  herring  on  the  end  of  a  skewer. 

The  old  woman  took  no  notice  of  Tom  for  some  minutes;  suddenly 
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liowcvor  HJio  turned  rouiul  niwl  far«<l  iiim,  ntoopin^  fon»'«r<l  aikI  wIum- 
j)oriiip;  ill  a  low  liiiHky  four  of  voire,  *'(in — tnkr  uj»  your  lodjriti^'*^ 
in  'J!),  Hill  Street,  and  your  fortune  will  tell  if^lf  in  leu,  f|,afi  nue<l. '" 

'•  IJut  why  ?"  began  Tom. 

"(io! — and  rhK'  no  fjueHtionw.  Stay:  to  nhow  you  that  1  hiow 
>vhat  1  am  about — tiiere  arc  pcrKonw  residing  there  who8c  nafety  yon 
Mould  pureluiKo  ^vitll  your  heart's  blood  !  Your  name  begiuK  with  \i 
and  theirs  vith  \V.  Tell  tlicin — but  especially  /lir/i — to  mind  that  the 
red  fox  docs  not  sit  upon  his  hearth  before  the  week  l>e  pa.-t !" 

"  You  know  mc  then  I"  said  Tom,  feeling  somewliat  uncomfortable, 
and  struggling  desperately  with  some  few  feelings  of  old-fa.-^hioned 
superstition  which  all  of  a  sudden  sprung  up  in  his  heart, — the  results 
of  many  a  seed  sown  in  his  infancy. 

"  I  do!"  said  the  old  woman  ;  *'  and  let  that  suffice.  Do  my  bid- 
ding at  the  mine,  and  at  the  house,  as  you  already  have  done  it  by 
coming  to  Westmoreland." 

"  The  devil!"  said  Tom  in  astonishment,  at  this  last  flight  of  the 
old  woman's. 

Old  Joan  111  fettle  immediately  thrust  Tom  out  of  the  door,  and  fas- 
tened it  behind  him  with  much  noise  and  clatter. 

"  The  devil !"  said  Tom  again,  when  he  found  himself  outside.  "  I 
don't  understand  all  this  :  I  must  look  about  me  a  little.  I  received 
no  intimation  to  come  to  Westmoreland." 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE  RENCONTRE. 


Old  Mr.  Whittlebury  was  at  Weldcrton,  and  Old  Mr.\\liittlebury  was 
in  that  state  of  mind  popularly  termed  "a  fidget."  There  seemed  as 
if  there  would  be  no  end  to  the  dispute  with  the  miners — no  end  to 
the  meetings  of  the  delegates — no  end  to  their  speeches — no  end  to 
Mrs.  Shrinkinwood's  evening  ghost  stories — no  end  to  Caroline's 
mountain  rambles — and  lastly,  no  end  to  the  tops  of  the  pens  he  him- 
self nibbled  to  destruction,  in  the  uncertainty  and  perplexity  in  which 
he  found  himself  involved. 

Visions  of  a  certain  fair  lady  in  a  straw  bonnet,  with  "a  white  veil 
and  gold  spectacles,  haunted  his  sleepless  pillow  : — one  moment  grace- 
fully dancing  the  double  shuffle  with  Teddy  Ewbank,  a  tall  athletic 
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yoiino;  fellow,  an  overlooker  of  the  miners;  another  moment,  walkinji; 
lovingly  to  Chnrch  with  some  visionary  individnal, — whose  rihs  Mr. 
W'hittlehnry  felt  that  he  conkl  ilrnh  very  soundly,  if  he  could  but 
get  at  tliein. 

Mr.  Whittlebury  could  not — as  his  pensive  daughter  Caroline  did — 
indidge  in  long  solitary  ramhles  among  the  wooded  crags  and  leafy 
recesses  of  the  hanks  of  the  lake,  and  so  charm  away  his  melancholy. 
No  sooner  was  his  good-natured  face  seen  in  the  vicinity  of  the  works, 
than  he  was  beset  with  petitions  from  the  vives  of  the  turn-outs,  f<d- 
lowed  by  the  ragged  children,  or  stopped  and  argued  with  by  a  busy 
({('legate  ;  he  therefore  kept  as  much  w  ithin  the  house  as  his  situation 
allowed — i)referring  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood's  ghostly  gabble  to  the  un- 
ceasing annoyance  he  met  with  out  of  doors. 

Another  matter  too  annoyed  the  old  gentleman  exceedingly  :  the 
many  good-natured  concessions  which  he  wished  to  make  to  the  re- 
fractory miners  were  not  approved  of  by  iVIister  ITorace  Chuck;  there 
was  in  consequence  a  great  deal  of  writing  between  the  partners; — the 
elder  advocating  gentle  nu^asures,  the  younger — constitutionally  hot- 
headed and  obstinate — insisting  upon  coercion. 

Mr.  Whittlebury's  walk  therefore — when  he  did  walk — was  from 
one  bunch  of  Kidderminster  roses  to  another,  upon  Mrs.  Skrinkin- 
wood's  best  carpet,  and  his  views  of  the  beauties  of  nature  were  con- 
fined to  the  opposite  row  of  cream-coloured  houses — except  when 
occasionally  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  herself,  with  her  little  fat  pug  dog 
(balanced  upon  the  mull)  would  pass  the  window. 

Everybody  is  aware,  either  from  personal  experience  or  from  read- 
ing, of  the  deadly  lively  look-out  at  a  country-house  window,  and 
everybody  will  therefore  commiserate  the  feelings  of  poor  Mr.  ^^^little- 
l)nry  : — within  stone's-throw  of  some  of  the  most  interesting  scenery 
in  the  country',  and  yet,  from  various  causes,  confined  to  the  narrow 
limits  of  his  chamber.  He  felt  dispirited  and  melancholy  in  spite  of 
himself.  We  fpiestion  much  whether  our  own  favourite  method  of 
chasing  away  the  'blues,'  when  placed  in  similar  circumstances,  would 
have  had  any  eflcct  upon  his  drooping  spirits. 

Reader!  the  next  time  thy  dismal  destiny  flings  thee  alone  into  the 
empty  cofft^c-room  of  an  inn, — after  thou  hast  caught  all  the  flies,  read 
all  the  newspapers,  badgered  the  waiter,  hunted  the  chambermaid, 
growled  at  the  *  Boots,'  lectured  the  landlord,  sneered  at  the  w  ino, 
and  done  other  acts  and  deeds  all  tending  to  show  the  loss  of  thy  equi- 
nimity  ^f  temper. — ]>l;\nt  thyself  at  the  window,  if  there  be  one,  an<l 
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watcli ; — thrif  in  ft  portion  in  tlic  anatomy  of  every  pft/mer-liy  which 
Hlmll  repay  thco  lor  thy  trouhh',  ami  call  forth  thy  hpcculativo  |>owerH 
to  tlicii  iittcrnioMt,  hcHidcM  pleasantly  titillating  thy  ri><ihlc  nenreit. 
livery  lady  and  gentleman  hath  a  uohc:  our  advice  to  thee  in — Kxamine 
eacli  as  it  apjieareth  hcfore  tliy  place  of  ohnervation.  In  the  multi- 
tnde  of  rounsellera  there  is  safety — so  in  the  ninltitnde  of  noKes  there 
is  aninsenient. 

Firstly  comes  a  dapper  little  fellow  with  swinging  armH  and  dancing 
gait,  his  hat  on  one  side,  and  his  hands  in  hi.s  pocketH,  the  happy 
posse«8or  of  an  'af|niline'  of  the  first  (piality;  how  he  came  hy'it  net-inn 
to  he  a  mystery — the  rest  of  hi.s  hody  is  evidently  hnilt  for  a  '  Hnnh,* 
— hut  nevertheless  he  has  it,  and  right  aristocratically  it  Knnffs  the  air, 
and  holds  less  gifted  forms  in  high  disdain.  This  little  fellow  has  a  great 
deal  to  say  for  himself  upon  every  topic,  whether  he  understands  it  or 
not,  and  says  what  he  has  to  say  very  loudly,  and  with  many  emphatic 
nods  of  the  head  and  peeks,  as  it  were,  with  the  aquiline  feature  in 
question.  Following  this  happy  individual  will  come  a  dam."»el,  dainty 
and  dangerous,  with  a  very  perfection  of  a  nose — no  fun — nothing  hut 
sentiment  and  sweet  sensihility ; — therefore,  delicate  and  heautiful 
though  it  he,  most  strenuously  to  he  forgotten  as  soon  as  heheld,  lest 
per  chance  it  maketh  an  impression  not  easily  ohliterated.  Next  in 
rotation  will  appear  a  chuhhy-faced  individual  with  a  rno.st  violent 
*  snuh,'  and  a  pair  of  eyes  which  have  flinched  into  their  respective 
corners  at  the  very  sight  of  it.  Next  follows  a  long-legged  solemn  hero 
with  a  most  unmistakahle  'Komau' — an  organ  like  a  cheese  knife — who 
looks  straight  hefore  him,  and  seems  detenniued  to  follow  *  liis  nose'  at 
all  hazards,  knowing  perhaps,  from  experience,  that  he  will  cut  his  way 
through  the  world  the  hetter  for  it.  In  short,  endless  is  the  variety, 
and  inexhaustihle  the  amusement,  of  a  livhig  chapter  of  noses.  There 
is  only  one  specimen  of  the  number  at  which  prudence  hints  that 
we  should  shut  our  eyes  and  be  discreetly  silent : — a  fine  rubicund 
blossom-covered  mulberry  promontory,  wagging  and  shaking  with  every 
step  of  its  burly  and  portly  owner.  Egad  I  you  must  not  be  caught 
criticising  that  fire-brand  proboscis  ;  it  will  give  itself  an  angiy 
twitch,  turn  spitefully  purple  in  a  minute,  shine  like  a  salamander, 
telegraph  its  exasperation  to  its  immediate  attendants — a  pair  of  half- 
shut,  sharp,  red  little  eyes,  who,  in  their  turn,  finding  their  neighbour 
so  irascibly  hot,  will  know  directly  that  somebody  is  looking  at  him, 
and  immediately  transmit  the  aggravating  intelligence  to  the  fiery 
fists  and  the  stout  walking  stick — the  never-failing  attendants  upon 
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a  'jolly  r.ed  nose,'  and  then  tliero  is  no  telling  what  will  ho  the  end 
of  it  :  fu'ry  fist.s  and  stout  walkiiig-stit-ks  are  not  notoriou.s  lor  lor- 
beai'ance  when  their  owners'  noses  are  in  an  nnnatural  state  of  exeite- 
iMciit,  Ihit,  hk'Hs  na  I  we  have  been  following  other  people's  noses, 
and,  by  consequence  thereof,  wanderin*^  from  the  path  lefore  us.  We 
M  ill,  however,  now  follow  our  own,  and  go  on  with  our  story. 

Among  the  many  sources  of  uneasiness  which  grieved  (>>iii  .Mr.  Wliit- 
tlehury,  was  the  now  rapid  expiration  of  the  time  allowed  for  the 
miners,  either  to  return  to  theii-  duties,  or  to  give  up  the  houses  whith 
tliey  inhabited,  belonging  to  the  tirm:  another  week,  and  coercive  mea- 
sures would  he  resorted  to — by  the  ejection  of  the  men  from  their 
dwellings,  and  tlio  installation  of  otiiers  willing  to  undertake  llie 
work  at  the  stipulated  })riee. 

Old  Mr.  Whitllebury  had  received  more  than  one  threatening  htttr 
breathing  fire  auil  sword  in  the  event  of  bis  persisting  in  his  deter- 
mination ;  to  none  of  whi<h  had  be  paid  more  attention  than  com- 
municating their  contents  to  the  nuigistratc  of  the  district.  Colonel 
firey,  the  old  friend  of  Tom's  lather,  vsho  was  the  principal  magistrate, 
thought  more  of  these  ebidlitions  of  public  feeling  than  Mr.  Whittle- 
bury,  and  (piietiy  i)repared  ftu*  the  worst,  b\  having  a  nundicr  of 
special  constables  sworn  in,  ami  the  military  at  the  neighbouring  town 
of  rellborough  upon  the  alert. 

In  conse([uence  of  the  many  personal  interviews,  which  tlie  <listurbed 
state  of  the  place  had  rendered  necessary,  between  Mr.  Whittlebiiry 
and  (!olonel  (irey,  an  intimacy  had  sprung  up  between  the  daughters 
of  these  two  gentlemen,  which  .soon  ripened  into  an  'everlasting' 
friendship.  Mary  Grey  was  a  young  lady  of  about  Caroline's  own 
age,  but  timid  and  retiring  in  her  manner  to  a  painful  degree;  this 
uidiappy  feeling  was  induced  by  an  unfortunate  accident  in  her  in- 
fancy, which  left  her  marked,  and  in  her  own  idea,  disfigured  for  life — 
a  long  deep,  but,  to  those  not  aware  of  its  existence,  searcely  percep- 
tible scar,  crossed  oiu'  of  her  fair  cheeks,  almost  from  the  eye  to  the  ear; 
t}ie})ainful  thought  that  this  mark  rendered  her  particular,  if  not  dis- 
agreeable in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  haunted  the  poor  girl's  imagination, 
and  tlrove  her  to  solitude  and  stmly  for  solace  and  comfort. 

The  gentle  heart  of  her  newly-found  friend,  howi\er,  soon  wiled 
Mary  from  her  solitary  musings,  and  under  her  good-natured  guidance, 
and  excellent  arguments,  she  at  last  became  a  little  more  reconciled  to 
the  world  without,  greatly  to  the  Colonel's  delight.  The  young  la<lie<, 
theret'ore,  soon   became   firm  and  niseparablc   friends, — randiliug  the 
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moniilains  fof^ofhrr,  fx|)lorine:  *'•<'  rockn,  tlirrndinp  tho  woodn,  and 
vixitiii^  ami  relics iiig  tho  wivos  of  the  poorer  tloiiii  of  the  rifrarlory 
luinnrH. 

Another  and  a  Hfron^er  hond  of  friendMhip  waj4  »»oon  formc^l  l>c- 
twccn  tho  two  youn^  ladicB — confnh-nrc  followed  confidenre.  (Jiiro- 
linepiit  her  new  friend  into  posweRBJon  of  all  the  partiriilarn  re.Kjiectin^ 
her  atfa(;hnient  to  Tom; — the  many — many  monthn  they  had  been 
separated — thepromJHe  she  had  made,  and  faitlifnlly  kept,  of  not  even 
mentioning  his  name  during  her  Htay  in  NVe«tmoreland — her  liopeH 
of  all  ending  well — and  her  nnalterablc  determination  of  never  for- 
getting liim  ; — and  received  from  Mary  in  rettirn  a  simdar  areount, 
wherein  a  certain  Mr.  Smythc  (not  Smith),  a  lawyer,  and  according  to 
that  young  lady's  account,  a  very  great  bore,  figured  very  ridiculously  ; 
and  a  certain  Stephen  Ward,  at  present  in  India,  figured  on  the 
contrary,  after  a  very  interesting  fashion,  ^fhey  had  also  had  their 
fortunes  told  together  by  Joan  lUfettle,  and  among  the  many  dark  and 
mysterious  hints  then  thrown  out,  there  was  one  which,  strangely 
enough,  bound  their  fates  together.  Sensible  and  educated  as  the 
two  young  ladies  were,  they  could  not  wholly  divest  themselves  of  the 
influence  which  this  strange  coincidence  held  over  them. 

Mr.  AVhittlebury  was  one  afternoon,  as  was  his  wont,  sitting  by 
the  fire — for  the  weather  was  now  getting  cold,  and  the  wind  blus- 
tering and  fitful — when  his  daughter,  accompanied  by  Mary  Grey, 
having  concluded  some  charitable  errand  to  the  lower  part  of  the 
town,  returned.  Caroline  was  pale,  and  trembling  violently  ;  and, 
together  with  her  friend,  endeavoured,  by  tears  and  entreaties,  to 
induce  her  papa  to  give  up  a  visit  to  the  interior  of  the  mine,  which 
had  been  projected  for  some  days,  and  to  put  an  end  to  the  contest 
with  the  refractory  miners. 

They  had,  in  the  course  of  their  peregrination,  seen  old  Joan  Illfcttle 
again,  wdiose  hints  and  mysteries  had  become  darker  than  ever ;  but 
all  pointing  to  the  danger  of  ^Ir.  ^^^littlebury-'s  remaining  in  the 
town  after  the  twelfth  day  of  the  month — the  day  upon  which  the 
ejection  was  to  take  place.  She  had  also  mingled  matters  of  a  more 
personal  nature — startling  Caroline  by  telling  her  of  the  proximity  of 
her  lover,  even  whispering  his  name  in  her  ear,  and  bidding  her  meet 
him  in  the  Wren's  Nest  Mine  on  the  following  day. 

The  old  gentleman  was  firm  in  his  determination  not  to  quit  his 
residence  at  the  throats  of  the  miners,  and  joked  his  daughter  and 
her  friend  so  unmercifully  upon  their  fortune-telling  adventures,  that 
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tlioy  at  Ifl^^t  rorovrred  their  spirit,  in  somo  d.-roo,  nn.l  even  after  dinnor 
CHsaycd  a  vocal  duct  ;  tl.cir  voices,  however,  refusrd  their  olhee  a.ul 
tliey  retired  to  Caroline's  room  to   talk  over  their  adventure  hy  them- 

selvcM . 

The  younu;  ladies  had  no  soonrr  departed  than  Mr.  Whittlebury 
walked  out  with  the  purpose  of  gatherinj?,  if  he  eould.  any  informa- 
tion respecting  the  suhject  whieh  had  alleeted  his  dani;hter  ho  mate- 
riallv;  hnt  he  could  j^ain  nothing  hut  m  hat  he  >vas  nhvady  m  i.osses- 
sion  of,  namolv,  that  if  he  turned  the  miners  out  of  their  houses  (as 
they  somewhat  preposterously  called  Mr.  NVhittlehury  s  property.) 
thev  would  turn  him  out  of  his. 

Ourin-  the  old  gentleman's  absence,  a  lady,-with  a  straw  honnet 
and  a  white  veil  attached,  and  a  pair  of  gold  spectacles  on  her  no.e - 
tempted   hy  the  imposing  exterior  of  the  house,   and  the  httle  card  m 
the  window  infornung  all  passers-by  that  "  Genteel  Apartments     were 
-  to  be  Let  within,"  knocked  at  the  door,  and  incpiired  lor  Mrs.  Shnn- 
kinwood,  the  lady  of  the  mansion.     That  person  was  not  long  in  pre- 
dentin- herself,   attended  by  her  everlasting  pug  '  Bobby.'     '  bobby 
immediately  flew  at  the  visiter's  ancles,  and  was  half  throttled  as  he 
wa.  dra-ed,  struggling  and  snarling,  away  by  the  blue  ribbon.     Mrs. 
Shrinkinwood  introduced  the  lady  with  the  white  veil  and  gold  spect- 
acles to  the  ♦  genteel  apartments'  which  were  the  objects  of  the  adver- 
tisement,-and  which,  as  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  said,  combined  "all  the 
accommodations  of  a  genteel  private  residence,  with  the  advantages  of 
a  first-rate  hotel:"— the   'accommodation'   being  the   scarcity  of  the 
servant  whenever  she  was  most  wanted,  and  the  'advantages'  the  simi- 
laritv  in  the  sum  total  of  the  weekly  bill. 

Aunt  Lucy,  however-for  it  was  no  less  a  personage— tired  with 
her  lod-in^-hunting,  and  feeling  plensed  with  the  rooms.-after  one 
or  two  inetlectual  attempts  to  remove  Mrs.  Shrinkinwoo.l  s  dislike  to  a 
reduction  in  her  terms.-agreed  to  become  the  tenant,  and  pa.d  tbr 
re(Mured  deposit  of  two  guineas. 

"  There  are  no  other  residents  in  the  hou.se,  of  course .'"   ^ai.l  Aunt 

'Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  did  not  approve  of  the  "  of  course"  of  her  new 
lo.Ver  by  any  means,  and  so  replied,  with  some  asperity,  "that  there 
were  otlier  residents— a  very  genteel  ohl  gentleman  and  his  daughter- 
persons  as  was  of  consequence  in  the  place-proi)rietor  of  the  i^orks 
near  the  town-great  merchant  of  London.  Mr.  Orasmus  Whittlebury 
byname  and  hisbeautiful  and  accomplished  dMUu'hter  (•aroline-(Mrs. 
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Skriiikiiuvood  took  ii)  tho  Mnminfj  I'oMf) — the  clpganto^t  yoiin^  la<ly 
hIk;  hud  ever  kccii,  jiiuI  tin.*  touMt  oi'  tlic  town  ever  Hincc  hIic  had  l>e«  ii 
there." 

Aunt  Lucy — aflrr  tlic  (irMt  ^reat  KtArt  of  Hurpriiie  wliich  the  mention 
of  this  name  had  orcasioncd  lirr — allowed  Mth.  Slirinkinwofxl  to  run 
on  for  some  time  with  her  deserijitifin  of  her  tenantn,  but  in  lier 
extreme  astonishment  srareely  understanding  a  word  the  good  h-uly 
uttered.  Aunt  Lucy  douhted  tlie  evidence  of  her  ears,  and  felt  inelined 
to  pinch  herself  or  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood,  to  make  sure  tliat  she  wait  not 
in  a  dream. 

**  Did  you  say  *  Whittlehury?'  *'  said  Aunt  Lucy,  rlMng  from  her 
chair. 

**  0-rasmus  Wliittlebury  !"  said  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood,  )>landly — 
stroking  *  Bobby,'  whom  slie  liad  lield  under  her  arm  during  tliewliole 
interview.     *'  0-rasmus  Wliittlebury,  of  Ijondon." 

"  You  must  excuse  my  altering  my  mind  about  this  bu.'«ineP8,  Mrs. 

Shrinkinwood,"  said  Aunt  Lucy  ;  "but  circumstances that  is — I 

— I  am  afraid  the  house  would  not  exactly  suit  me  just  now." 

*'  Oh,  certainly,  ma'am,"  replied  Mrs.  S.,  drawing  herself  up  and 
hastily  pocketing  the  two  guineas,  which  she  held  in  her  hand  ;  "if 
*  circumstances'  is — as  you  say — why  of  course  it  must  be  so.  But  in 
tliem  cases  the  deposit  is  always  forfeited  :" — and  Mrs.  S.  gave  her 
pocket  a  sort  of  accidental  tap. 

This  state  of  the  case  did  not  at  all  fall  in  with  Aunt  Lucy's  ideas 
of  propriety ;  she  therefore  attempted  to  argue  the  matter  with  the 
lady,  but  the  more  she  tried  to  convince  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood,  the  more 
that  lady  laid  down  the  law  and  tapped  her  pocket,  until  from  quiet 
argument  the  two  fair  disputants  gradually  rose  to  a  genteel  wordy 
battle — suppressed  in  its  tone  certainly,  but  none  the  less  intense  for 
all  that.  Aunt  Lucy  called  ]\lrs.  Shrinkinwood  a  "rogue"  and  a 
"cheat,"  and  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  in  return  threw  out  disrespectful 
hints  upon  Aunt  Lucy's  motives  in  wanting  lodgings  already  occupied 
by  an  elderly  single  gentleman,  and  then  opened  the  parlour  door,  and 
curtseyed  her  out  in  a  very  lofty  manner. 

Aunt  Lucy — boiling  with  indignation  and  smarting  under  ^Irs. 
Shrinkinwood' s  sarcasms — sailed  majestically  past  that  lady  and  made 
hastily  for  the  street  door,  which  she  was  allowed  to  reach  by  herself ; 
she  threw  it  widely  open,  and  bounced  out  into  the  street,  puUing  it 
smartly  and  spitefully  after  her.  Bang  went  the  door  I  and,  unluckily 
for  poor  Aunt  Lucy's  cUgnity,  she  was  caught  fast  by  the  tail  of  her 
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uown — the  door  had  closed  upon  it,  and  she  was  a  prisoner  ;  she  tried 

to  extricate  liirsclf  by  pulling  at  her  dress — it  was  too  tightly  fixed  ; 
slu.'  applied  herself  to  the  knoeker — but  no  one  answered!  Mrs. 
Nliriukinwood's  head  appeared  lor  a  moment  at  the  window,  and  some- 
lliing  like  a  malicious  smile  was  seen  upon  her  face  when  she  perceived 
the  un[)leasant  predicament  of  her  late  customer.  No  one  however 
answered  the  door. 

Aunt  Lucy  stood  fur  a  minute  or  two,  after  playing  four  startling 
fantasias  upon  the  knoeker,  anil  began  to  feel  somewhat  discomposed, 
in  consequence  of  seeing  several  wimlows  thrown  up  in  the  innuediate 
neighbourhood,  and  linding  several  incpiisitive  pairs  of  eyes  directed 
Mj)on  her  and  her  proceedings;  the  shopkeepers  too  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  way  came  to  their  doors  and  lookid  out,  and  a  little  mob«>f  dirly 
boys  began  to  gather  round  her  and  whimper,  "Oli,  crikey!" — "  Here's 
a  go!" — "  She's  caught  by  the  taill" — "  How  rum  !"  with  many  other 
little  expressions  of  delight  at  lier  forlorn  situation. 

Aunt  Lucy  felt  herself  getting  very  red  in  the  face  and  very  hot  in 
her  temper,  and  was  upon  the  point  of  turning  round  to  borrow  a 
knife,  wlien  who  should  she  see  coming  leisurely  down  the  street,  with 
his  eyes  also  directed  with  no  little  curiosity  to  the  door,  but  Old  Mr. 
Whittlebury  himself!  Aunty  turned  hastily  round  in  despair,  and 
gave  one  tremendous  tug  at  her  tail,  but  the  silk  was  too  good  to  give 
way, — and  Mr.  ^Vhittlebury  arrived  at  the  door,  all  smiles,  bows,  and 
astonishment. 

Aunt  Lucy  backed  against  the  door,  in  order  to  hick'  her  accident  — 
bewildered,  angry,  and  confused;  rushing  through  lier  mind,  with  the 
force  of  a  whirlwind,  cume  a  whole  torrent  of  anything  but  blessings 
upon  Tom's  head — for  his  unpardonable  trick  in  bringing  her  into  the 
same  town  with  Old  Mr.  Whittlebury. 

The  oKl  gentleman  bowed  again,  and  wondered  exceedingly,  in  the 
first  [)lace,  at  seeing  the  lady  at  all  ;  in  the  second  place,  at  seeing  her 
upon  the  steps  of  his  own  door  ;  and  thirdly,  at  the  pertinacity  with 
which  she  seemed  inclined  to  keep  possession  of  the  said  steps. 
Kushing  through  his  mind  came  whole  hosts  of  sixty-year  old  cupitls 
and  ami(pie  leap-year  jokes,  among  which  latter,  he  felt  timorously  in- 
clined to  place  the  very  unaccountable  presence  of  Miss  Lucy  Kac(pict 
upon  the  threshold  of  his  dwelling. 

He  smiled  a  smile  of  welcome  and  affection  upon  the  chosen  of  his 
heart,  and  held  forth  his  hand  as  he  ascended  the  steps. 

Aunt  Lucy,  trembling  and  now  thoroughly   'beside  herself,'  as  the 


|)lira«e  ^och,  bctMccii  tlie  fixture  of  her  drenii,  the  «u|>|)rr»«HL<l  "Oh, 
ciikcyH!"  of  liii-  nioh  of  hoyH,  ami  the  presence  (if  Mr.  NMiiltlihiiry, 
ictmind  that  f^i'iilleinairH  courtesy  an  lie  RHcended  the  »tep»,  l>y  a 
lurvouH  and  random  poke  in  llie  wainteoat  witli  her  parajsol,  l^y  way  of 
keeping  him  at  a  rcHpectfid  diHlancc,  and  then  once  again  turned  round, 
seized  the  knocker,  and  treated  the  neigld»ourliood  to  a  final  and 
reiiiarkai)ly  loud  flomisli  upon  tliat  houKcliold  muHical  inHtrument. 

Aunt  Lucy  having  rompk'U'd  her  fhniriHli,  to  the  great  Ui'toniuhment 
of  Mr.  \Vhitlkl)iiry,  and  liie  infinite  amusement  of  the  ralihle,  wound 
the  scene  handsomely  up,  by  fainting  properly  away,  and  falling  into 
Hie  ohl  gentleman's  arms,  just  as  he  had  apphed  his  latch  key  and 
ellieted  an  entrance  into  the  house. 

Tlic  old  gentleman,  all  surprise  and  trepidation,  carried  his  fair 
burthen  to  the  sofa,  summoned  the  two  young  ladies  from  their  cham- 
ber, into  wliich  they  had  bolted  themselves  upon  the  repeated  alarniB 
of  the  terrific  knocking,  and  handed  Aunt  Lucy  over  to  their  care. 

Mrs.  Shriukinwood  was  seen  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden,  half- 
smothering  *  Bobby'  in  her  endeavours  to  pacify  him  and  coax  him  to 
cease  his  barking; — that  interesting  animal  having  taken  a.-?  much 
umbrage  as  the  young  ladies  had  taken  fright,  at  the  extraordinary 
hubbub  of  the  knocker.  Mrs.  Shrinkiuwood  was  instantly  summoned 
in  by  the  excited  Mr.  Whittlebury. 

Under  the  care  of  the  two  young  ladies,  the  sharji  remedies  admi- 
nistered by  Mrs.  Shrink inwood,  and  the  unremitted  exertions  of 
'  Bobby' — w  ho  kept  snarling  and  snapping  at  any  part  of  her  person  or 
dress  which  w as  within  his  reach,  poor  Aunt  Lucy  was  once  again 
brought  to  herself;  sitting  upright  upon  the  sofa,  she  gazed  timidly 
and  quickly  round  the  room,  and  finding  that  two  young  ladies  were 
her  only  compauions,  she  gradually  recovered  herself.  Mrs.  Shiinkin- 
wood  had  found  it  necessary  to  retire  with  '  Bobby,'  to  prevent  his 
amputating  her  little  finger  in  his  attempts  to  bite  the  strange  lady ; 
and  had  also  judged  it  prudent  not  to  produce  herself  to  her  late 
visiter  upon  her  recovery,  lest  her  deafness  might  be  called  in  question, 
and  her  behaviour  animadverted  upon  in  any  unpleasant  manner. 

"  It  was  strange  that  no  one  answered  the  door,'^  said  Aunt  Lucy, 
looking  at  her  young  compauions. 

Mary  Grey  shrunk  from  the  gaze  of  the  stranger ;  but  Caroline 
answered,  that  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  had  called  to  them  not  to  go  to 
the  door  upon  any  account ;  and  feeling  fi'ighteued  at  the  noise,  they 
had  retired  to  their  own  rooms. 
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Amit  Lucy  nmde  no  furtlur  remark,  l)ut  rose,  shook  hands  kindly 
with  her  two  nurses  and  departi'd  ;  cluhing  the  door  tliis  time  curdully 
al'tcr  her,  and  taking  elalioratc  care  of  her  tail  as  she  did  so. 

Caroline  immediately  went  in  search  of  her  papa,  in  order  to  hear 
what  accident  had  befallen  the  lady,  but  he  svfn  not  to  be  found,  lie 
liad  left  the  house  about  ten  minutes  before  the  lady. 

As  Aunt  Lucy  turned  the  corner  of  Hill  Street,  she  was  met  by  a 
gentleman:  she  stoppeil — hesitated — walked  on — stopped — hesitated 
again — with  him  at  her  siile  all  the  while — and  finally,  with  some 
reluctance,  allowed  him  to  take  her  ann  within  his.  That  gentleman 
was  Mr.  Wliittlebury. 

As  they  passed  down  one  of  the  green  lanes  (oh,  those  green  lanes!) 
just  out  of  the  town — they  were  bi>th,  not  exactly  laughing  \ery  heartily 
— but  they  were  both  smiling  away  till  their  very  cheeks  ached,  at 
their  late  curious  rencontre;  and  were  walking  as  happily  and  cosily 
together  as  if  they  had  known  each  other  from  infancy. 
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TREACHLRY. 

SoMKTiMK  after  Tom  had  left  Old  Joan's  residence,  and  when  the 
dusk  had  well  set  in,  two  men  knocked  for  admittance,  and,  like  Tom, 
meeting  with  no  encouragement  to  enter,  entered  without  any.  Old 
.loan  was  busy  with  a  scanty  preparation  for  her  evening  meal,  and 
paid  no  attention  to  their  arrival. 

The  stronger  and  more  savage  of  the  two  immediately  stepped  tor- 
ward,  knocked  the  meagre  fare  out  of  the  old  woman's  hamls,  and  with 
many  curses  and  imprecations  demanded,  why  his  usual  suppi}  of 
l)rovision8  had  not  been  placed  in  its  customary  nook. 

'•  It  was  placed  there  I"  said  the  old  woman,   turning  fiercely  upon 


her  savage  visiter. 


*'  It  has  not  been  there  these  ihreetlaysl"  said  the  felloNs,  clenching 
his  fists  and  menacing.  "  Wc  have  been  starved  out,  and  have  been 
into  the  town  for  grub." 

"Then  the  fiend  has  Ijiken  it — as  he  will  you  I"  sai<l  Joan.  "  I 
put  it  in  the  nook  myself." 

A  heavy  kick  was  the  only  nsponse   to  this  remark,  vouchsafed  by 
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till  niflinn.  Ffc  Hin  w  f»fl  lii^  hairy  raj»  uuf\  fliiiig  himf^elf  into  tli*- 
only  chair  in  I  Ik  place,  and  (h«covercd  the  Hwarlliy  and  »»avag<'  frnturrn 
of  iud  liill. 

•*  You'ro  a  lit  tic  too  free  of  yonr  hand,  Bill,"  naid  Scrahh^K.  "  Yon 
slionid  iiol  Iim'  IhiiI  .MoIIk  r  Joan.  [  dare  nay  Homchody  !ia«  found  out 
Aviicic  she  lii<hH  tlic  grnh  for  uh,  and  liaH  cut  off  with  it." 

This  conciliatory  strain  did  not  avail  him  nnytliing  with  the  c»ld 
woman  :  n\iv  turncil  as  fiercely  nj)on  liini  aH  nlie  liad  done  upon  hi- 
companion. 

*'  Free  of  his  liand !  Yes — and  liave  nr)t  you  been  free  of  your 
hand?  ^Vllat  makes  you,  skulking  and  hiding  in  a  hole  in  the  earth, 
and  with  sucli  a  companion  as  he  is,  but  that  you  have  been  *  free  of 
your  liand'  as  you  call  it  ?  JJut  the  time  is  coming  for  yon  both  !  I 
saw  that  to-day  which  will  soon  bring  your  blood-^'-elling  career  to  a 
close.     Ay!  and  your  master  Blink's,  as  well — sly  as  he  is!" 

"  What  do  you  mean?"  growled  Ked  Bill,  in  a  tone  which  Rcemed 
to  intimate  that  some  superstitious  feelings  were  tugging  at  hiji  cou- 
rage— greatly  to  the  dani»:er  of  its  overthrow. — **  What  did  vou  see 
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"  The  mid-day  spectre  of  the  mine  I"  said  the  old  woman,  in  a 
whisper. 

"  Oh,  ghosts  be  hanged  !"  said  the  fellow,  with  a  very  poor  attempt 
at  incredulity  ;  **  a  ghost  will  never  hurt  nie  !" 

*' Wait  till  to-morrow,  at  twelve,  and  see!"  said  the  old  woman, 
shaking  her  bonv  fins:cr  at  him  and  grinnino'  like  a  fiend.  "  Kemem- 
her  !  I  always  told  you  it  would  come.  \'ou  refused  to  hear  me  once. 
In  three  days  from  the  time  you  see  it,  you  will  be  a  dead  man !" 

Ked  Bill  uttered  a  forced  laugh,  which  sounded  like  the  howl  of 
some  wild  beast,  and  bade  Old  Joan  lUfettle  to  give  over  her  screeching 
and  produce  the  gin.  Ilis  spirits  were  however  too  much  damped  by 
the  old  fortune-teller's  ominous  prediction,  to  rally  very  speedily,  even 
under  the  influence  of  the  quantity  of  alcohol  which  he  imbibed. 

Scrabbcs,  taking  advantage  of  a  temporary  lull  in  the  conversation, 
hazarded  another  remark,  in  hopes  to  conciliate  the  old  woman,  but 
was  as  unfortunate  as  before. 

'*  I  never  refused  to  hear  you,  Joan,"  said  J^crabbes,  suppliantly. 

"  You  I — you  sneaking  cowartUy  abject  cur — you  have  not  the  pluck 
to  face  a  mouse  !  Y^ou,  like  Blink,  listened,  and  promised,  and  fawned, 
and  lied  !  and  murdered  with  your  pen  as  much  as  Bill  did  with  his 
knife  !    Murdered — murdered — murdered  I" 
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The  old  woman,  in  the  excitement  of  her  feelings,  had  rained  her 
voice  to  snch  a  pitch  that  (here  was  every  Ukehhood  of  the  neighljouis 
overliearinj^  her.      Red  Ihli  siuhknly  rose,  in  mucli  agitation. 

"  ilohl  hard  there  I     'I'iiis  won't   do,  old  woman  :   give  us  as  much 

of  your  gliosis  as  you  like — hut,  d n  it,  don't  take  to  playing  with 

a  man's  neek  after  that  fashion.  " 

"  Your  neck's  safe  enough!"  said  the^  ohl  woman,  willi  marked 
emphasis. 

Scral)hes  applied  Ijolli  his  hands  to  his  neckcloth,  and  looked  aghast 
at  the  inference  thus  thrown  out. 

Ked  Hill,  relieved  hy  this  iuformation,  laughed  again. 

"  1  did  not  say  you  were  not  to  die!"  said  the  old  fortune-teller 
sternly.  Itcd  Bill  hccame  suddenly  silent.  *•  You'll  die  within  three 
days  ;  and  hy  your  own  hand  !" 

"  ril  he  d (1  if  1  do  !"  said  the  rullian,  with  another  horse  laugh. 

"  Come  along  mate — let's  leave  old  Mother  Devilskind  to  herself;  she's 
put  out  a  little  with  our  visit.  r)ut  harkyc,  old  woman!  don't  let  us 
starve  for  three  days  again,  or  you'll  have  another  call.  It  don't 
exactly  suit  us  just  now  to  he  visiting  the  daylight." 

"  You  won't  visit  it  again!"  said  the  old  woman  (piietly. 

The  two  fellows  departed  from  Joan  lllfettle's  wretched  dwelling, 
and  sauntered  side  hy  side  through  the  narrow  and  dirty  lanes  in  the 
direction  of  the  works ; — Scrahhes  turning  his  head  and  hending  at 
every  attempt  of  the  ))assengers  to  catch  sight  of  his  face  hy  the  lights 
from  the  windows;  Ited  liill,  on  the  contrary,  stariug  down  the  curi- 
ous with  a  fierce  although  a  startled  glance  ; — and  thus  they  proceeded 
in  silence,  until  they  found  themselves,  hy  the  calm  and  (piict  star- 
light, in  the  open  country. 

"  Ihll !"  said  Scrahhes,  suddenly  slopping  and  glancing  round  ;  "  I 
will  m)t  do  it — you  may  take  all  ;  I  will  not  go  down  the  mine  again  !" 

Ued  Mill  also  glanced  warily  around  biui,  and  then  laid  his  heavy 
hand  upon  the  shoulder  of  Scrahhes. 

'•  Mate!"  said  he  softly,  "  I'll  have  no  skulking!  Old  Joan  is  right 
— you  can  murder  with  your  pen  as  well  as  I  can  with  a  knife  !  You 
shall  share  this  last  (ling  with  me,  and  then  we'll  give  n[)  trade,  and 
set  otr — 1  to  Meriker  and  you  to  the  devil  if  you  like  :  hut  you  don't 
get  out  of  my  sight  just  yet.  Hut  look  you,  the  joh  can  he  done 
more  quietly  than  you  think  for.  and  will  look  like  an  accident.  They 
are  all  coming  to  the  works  to-morrow,   and  are   to  come  down  the 
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hIiuH  Io  bIiow  the  women  tlic  mine  : — that  you  heard,  I  uuppoac,  whiK- 
yon  y>L'Vv.  hiiyin^r  the  hrciid  .'" 

ScniljIiCH  Hnlhiily  nodikd  axHcnl.  Ited  Hill  wa«  Again  nilent,  and 
once  more  peered  wurily  round  him.  Seeing  all  necurc,  he  drew  out 
his  elu.sp  knife,  and  made  a  movement  of  rutting,  i^ooking  hi«  com- 
panion very  hard  in  the  face,  he  whispered — "  The  ropn  !" 

*'  Hut  there  will  he  someliody  witii  the  girl,  in  the  basket,"  whih- 
percd  Seralihcs,  gazing  round  into  the  darknesri. 

**  All  the  better,"  said  Red  Hill,  huHkily ;  "  the  more  the  merrier  I 
Down  they'll  come,  and  off  we'll  go.  She  will  be  sure  to  be  done  for. 
Hlink  will  hand  over  Old  SilverM'ing's  X  lUO,  and  we  shall  be  gentlemen 
for  ever  !" 

**  The  cut  in  the  rope  wUl  tell  tales,"  said  Scrabben,  hesitating. 

"  I'll  take  care  of  that,"  said  his  companion;  "we'll  unravel  and 
cut,  and  fray  it,  till  it  looks  like  wear." 

An  intense  and  almost  supernatural  stillness  seemed  to  reign  around 
them  all  of  a  sudden,  when  Red  Hill  ceased  speaking,  and  they  both, 
as  if  by  mutual  consent,  moved  onwards. 

A  short  walk  soon  brought  them  to  the  engine-house,  and  the  shaft 
— now  covered  over  to  prevent  accidents.  The  ti\l\  brick  building 
looked  twice  its  real  size  by  the  bright  starlight,  and,  with  its  gigantic 
out-stretched  arm,  might  be  taken  for  some  black  monster,  guardian 
of  the  entrance  to  the  mine. 

The  ni2;ht  was  dark.  Red  Bill  and  Scrabbes  walked  anion?  the 
loose  stones  and  refuse,  and  soon  found  themselves  standing  by  the 
huge  cylinder,  round  which  was  wound  the  rope,  and  attached  to  the 
end  of  the  rope  was  the  iron  "basket" — formed  like  an  immense 
scale,  and  now  resting  upon  the  wooden  cover  which  was  drawn  over 
the  mouth  of  the  pit. 

Red  Bill  looked  round  him,  drew  out  his  knife,  and  raised  it  to  the 
rope. 

"  Here — here,"  said  Scrabbes,  nervously,  "  take  this  flint,  the  cut 
will  be  more  ragged." 

*'  That  will  do,"  said  his  companion.     "  If  your  hands  were  only 

as  steady  as  your  head,  Scrabbes,  you'd  distance  all  of  us.     D n 

the  flint,  it  won't  cut  at  all — I  must  take  to  the  knife  again." 

Red  Bill  flung  the  flint  from  him. 

"  Hush  I"  said  Scrabbee,  alarmed  at  the  rattle  it  made  amongst  the 
loose  stones. 
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An  anxious  five  minutes  ehipHeil,  during  ^^hieh  the  ruffian  MUi»  busy 
witli  eiitling  away  as  much  ul'  the  rope  as  wouhl  render  the  remainder 
ineapaljle  of  subtaining  any  weight  beyond  a  lew  pouniU.     lie  eliose 
a  portion  of  the  rope  whicli  he  caleuhited  woukl  allow  of  the  descent 
of  aliout  thirty  feet  before  tlie  accident  would  be  discovered. 
"  Have  you  unravelled  it  f"  said  IScrabbes,  whisi)ering. 
•'  All  rij^ht,"  said  Ited  Bill,  in  a  low  tone  ;   '*  give  us  some  clay." 
Scrubbes   handed  him  some   loose  earth,  which  he  rubbed  into  the 
destroyed  part  of  the  rope  to  hide  its  newness. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Red  Bill,  at  last ;  "  let's  get  batk." 
They  both  moved  otf  through  the  cutting  in  the  rock,  and  round  by 
(he  *'  Maw,"  as  the  chasm  at  the  back  of  the  works  wai>  more  fami- 
liarly called,  and  by  means  of  the  chain  ladder  descended. 

"  1  am  sorry  fur  Old  Wliittleliury,"  said  JScrabbes,  shivering  with 
the  damp  and  cold,  when  they  had  arrived  in  their  old  habitation.  "  1 
wish  we  could  keep  him  out  of  it." 

•'  He  may  go  to  h Ifor  me,"  said  the  other  ruHian;  "the  girl  is 

our  Tuark." 

In  the  ))hick  de})ths  of  the  mine  sat  the  two  scoundrels,  hike  some 
obscure  animals,  plotting  and  planning  their  movements,  after  the 
success  of  their  diabolical  schcnu*.  Scrabbes,  under  the  inlluence  of 
a  (juautity  of  gin,  and  feeling  secure  from  the  darkness — (for  their 
scanty  fire  and  wretched  candle  scarcely  lit  even  the  confined  limits  of 
their  parlour) — and  the  rocky  widls  by  which  he  was  surrounded, 
almost  emulating  the  savage  hardihood  of  his  companion. 

Night  passed  from  the  earth's  surface  ;  and  the  day  dawned  upon 
which  Mr.  \Vliittlebury,  accompanied  by  his  daughter  Caroline,  Colonel 
Grey  and  Mary,  was  to  visit  the  interior  of  the  mine  ;  the  engine-house 
once  again  emitted  its  train  of  long  l)lack  smoke,  and  the  boiler  sent 
lorth  its  white  and  graceful  vapour  in  rapidly  curling  wreaths. 

The  interior  of  a  mine  was  new  to  all  the  party;  and  many  an 
anxious  flutter  of  the  heart,  during  breakfast-time,  was  caused  by  the 
idea  of  descending  to  a  tremendous  depth  by  means  of  a  few  threads 
of  twisted  packthread,  and  many  a  consolatory  iilea  broached,  that 
hundreds  had  descended  in  sntVty  before,  and  therefore  where  could 
be  (he  danger  now.  Caroline  Whittlebury  was  nervous  and  more  than 
iialf-inelined  to  stay  at  home,  and  persuade  her  friend  Mary  to  do  so 
likewise  ;  but  as  the  party  had  been  principally  got  up  to  gratify  the 
longing  curiosity  expressed  by  both  ladies — once  a  day  for  the  last 
fortnight — they  could  not  m  gratitude  do  less  than  accept  the  invita- 
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tioji,  niid  llicrcfon-,  with  very  wliitr  faccH,  and  v«ry  |>aljiitati()g  lK'art»>, 
tliry  expressed  tlieniselves  delighted  Ixyoiid  nieaMure  at  the  idea  <»f 
Kwiiigiuj^  (h)wn  a  shaft  liall"  a  mile  (h-ej),  at  tlie  end  of  a  t<i\)c. 

nreakfast  wuh  finiHhed  at  lant  by  Mr.  NMiittlehury  and  liix  da»ight<r, 
not  that  either  of  them  ate  anything  ; — the  young  lady  from  the  palpi- 
tation conse(pu'nt  nj)()ii  her  apj)roaehing  adventure,  and  her  worthy 
paj)a  from  tlie  reminiscences  of  liiH  laKt  cvening'K  plea'*iiig  walk  down 
tiic  'fi^vvQii  lanes,  lie  sat  musing  and  smilin;:,  until  his  daiijrhter  re- 
minded him  that  they  were  to  meet  the  (JreyH  at  the  turnpike.  The 
old  gentleman  put  away  his  sniileK,  finiKhcd  Ida  coffee,  and  prouounced 
himself  ready. 

The  morning  was  beautifully  clear,  though  frosty  and  cold,  and  they 
walked  on,  and  joined  the  Colonel  and  his  daughter.  The  two  young 
ladies  took  each  other's  arms  and  walked  fcu-ward,  each  expressing  to 
the  other  her  fears  and  anxieties;  Caroline  in  particular,  trying  in  vain 
to  divest  herself  of  a  feeling  of  coming  evil,  for  which  she  could  not 
account,  but  which,  the  nearer  they  approaced  the  scene,  became  more 
and  more  predominant. 

Her  more  timid  companion  rallied  her  upon  her  want  of  couraire, 
and  by  the  time  the  tall  form  of  the  old  engine-house  was  ihsceruible, 
had  succeeded  in  recalling  her  a  little  to  herself. 

The  party  soon  reached  the  spot,   and  stood  among  the  rubbish- 
which  surrounded  the  mouth  of  the  shaft. 

Teddy  Ewbank,  a  young  miner  in  attendance  upon  the  party,  drew 
the  wooden  covering  aside,  and  exposed  to  the  young  ladies  a  larire 
round  opening  in  the  ground.  They  immediately  went  to  the  brink  and 
peered  down  the  darksome  depth,  but  drew  back  again  giddy  and  pale. 

After  awhile  spent  in  examining  the  back  of  the  works,  the  "  Maw," 
and  the  engine-house,  the  party  prepared  to  descend.  ^Vhen  they 
returned  from  their  ramble,  they  found  the  cover  replaced  over  the 
shaft,  with  a  large  iron  basket,  used  in  the  descent,  standing  upon  it, 
and  suspended  by  its  chains  to  the  rope  which  was  to  lower  them  into 
the  bowels  of  the  earth  ;  the  rope  passed  over  a  strong  pulley,  fixed 
directly  over  the  mouth  of  the  pit,  and  was  carried  over  other  pulleys 
until  it  was  wound  round  the  great  cylinder  turned  by  the  steam- 
engine. 

*' All  ready,  Ewbank?"  said  Mr.  "VMiittlebury,  turning  laughingly 
away  from  some  badinage  of  the  Colonel's. 

"  All  ready,  sir!"  said  Ewbank,  running  his  eye  along  the  rope. 

After  a  little  argument  about  who  was  to  go  first,  whether  all 
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bHouU  not  go  together,  and  other  matters  of  hesitation,  it  was  ileciiled 
that  the  two  young  ladies  should  lirst  make  the  descent  hy  theniselves, 
and  should  wait  at  the  foot  of  the  shaft  iluir  papas'  arrival.  They 
were  handed  through  the  ruhhish,  and  on  to  the  cover  of  the  mine,  hy 
Teddy  Ewhank,  who  good-naturedly  spread  his  flannel  jacket  over  the 
lia.sket.  They  stepped  lightly  into  the  iron  vessel,  ami  were  directed 
hy  Teddy  to  sit  quiet  and  hold  on  l^y  the  chains,  and  on  no  account 
to  attempt  to  stand  up. 

'*  All  ready  now — lloi !"  shouted  Ewhank  to  the  man  at  the  engine. 

The  chains  of  the  hasket  clanked  as  they  were  drawn  tight,  and  the 
two  young  ladies  felt  themselves  gradually  raised  a  few  feet.  In  a 
moment  Teddy  withdrew  the  cover  from  under  them,  and  they  were 
suspended  over  the  mouth  of  the  pit. 

*•  Hoi !"  shouted  Ewhank,  again,  and  the  great  cylinder  hegan  to 
unrol  the  rope  which  w as  to  carry  them  safely  to  tlie  bottom,  if  it  held 
together. 

*'  Who  is  at  the  engine.'"   said  Mr.  Whittlehury. 

*•  1  don't  know  ids  name,  sir, — Red  Bill,  we  call  him,"  said  Ewhank. 

Mr.  Whittle))ury  nnide  no  reply,  l)ut  waved  his  hand  to  the  young 
ladies  as  they  disappeared  beneath  the  level  of  the  ground. 

"  Iloi! — not  80  fast!"  shouted  Ewhank,  as  the  cylinder  began  to 
rcTolve  very  rapidly.  No  notice  being  taken  of  his  admonition,  he 
(lew  into  the  engine-liouse  and  checked  the  movement  in  person,  ex- 
changing a  rough  word  or  two  with  his  fellow-miner. 

The  young  ladies  gained  courage  the  first  few  feet  of  their  descent, 
and  were  amused  with,  and  chatted  over  the  appearances  of,  the 
many  different  strata  of  earths  tlirough  which  they  passed  ;  in  a  few 
moments,  however,  the  rapidity  of  the  descent,  and  the  cold  damp 
atmosphere  chilled  them  into  silence; — they  were  passing  through 
rock,  and  the  w  et  ran  dow  u  the  .sides  and  dropped  from  above  like 
the  commencement  of  a  shower  ; — there  was  but  little  light  al.^o,  and 
they  looked  up  at  the  hole  through  whicli  they  had  been  lowtred  with 
l)alpitating  hearts  and  short  breatli,  silently  wondering  how  nnich 
ileeper  they  were  to  descend.  Suddenly,  to  their  great  di.suiay,  the 
basket  began  to  turn  round,  at  first  gently,  gradually  increasing  its 
force  until  its  gyrations  became  sickening  in  the  extreme,  while,  U) 
add  to  their  terror,  the  rate  of  their  descent  became  tremendous. 
"Good  Heaven  !   the  rope  has  broken!"   said  Emily,  gating  upwards. 

Mr.  \Vhittlel)ury  an<l  the  Colonel  stood  at  the  mouth  of  the  shaft, 
silent  and  au.xious,  watching  the  rope  as  it  ran  down,     lu  au  iustaut 
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tlipy  wcro  lidrrnr-Mtriick  nf  Hocing  n  pnrt  of  it  an  it  ramr  ovrr  fl«r- 
cyliiidcr  Miuldciily  ^iv(!  wny,  and  it«  rimjiy  plicH  bcj^iii  to  iiiitwiKt 
tlicmRclvrR  and  fly  round  uitli  f^rcat  forcp.  I'otli  gciitlcmcii  nhoutf-d 
nt  onro,  and  lan  to  th(M'nginc-}ion«i*. 

|{('(l  Dill  had  (liHappcarcd,  after  linving  put  the  Vkhcil  on  to  full 
speed,  so  a-^  to  allow  of  as  mnch  of  tlie  rope  as  prjH^iMe  lo  r-*eape  over 
llie  eylinder,  and  Ijy  tliat  nieauK  make  more  certain  of  lii^  diaholiral 
purpose. 

Teddy  Ewbank  ran  in,  and  in  Bpitc  of  tlie  two  gcntlemen'H  remon- 
strances, and  deaf  to  tlieir  entreaticfl,  allowed  the  wpeed  to  rontinnc 
for  sonic  moments,  j^adnally  checking  it  a«  lie  knew  the  baf^ket  wan 
Hearing  tlic  bottom  of  the  shaft. 

Kound  spun  the  rope,  throwing  off  fresh  strands  at  every  turn,  and 
down — down  went  the  basket,  with  a  rapidity  which  deprived  its  fair 
burthen  both  of  breath  and  eye-sight,  until  they  felt  a  gradual  check 
to  the  speed,  and  were  suddenly  landed  at  the  bottom  in  safety,  but 
w  ith  a  shock  which  threw  them  both  out  upon  the  sloppy  ground  at 
the  foot  of  the  shaft. 

'^  Thank  God !"  said  both  the  poor  girls  in  a  breath. 

They  had  no  sooner  been  thrown  out  than  the  rope  gave  way  en- 
tirely, and  fell  crackling  and  roaring  into  the  seat  which  they  had  so 
lately  occupied,  sending  an  echo  like  thunder  along  the  dark  chambers 
of  the  mine. 

The  sight  of  the  immense  heap  of  rope,  coiled  like  a  pjTamid  upon 
the  iron  scale,  terrified  the  young  ladies  excessively.  They  clung  to 
each  other,  and  screamed  for  help.  They  stood  in  the  dark,  ankle 
deep  in  mud,  and  with  the  damp  of  the  walls  dripping  upon  them, 
gazed  wildly  upwards  towards  the  top  of  the  shaft — now  looking  no 
larger  than  the  end  of  a  telescope.  Their  eyes  howcYer  soon  became 
accustomed  to  the  dim  obscure  which  surrounded  them,  and  perceiving 
that  all  help  from  the  shaft  was,  for  some  time  at  any  rate,  hopeless, 
they  betook  themselves  to  examining  the  spot  upon  which  they  were 
standing  : — four  passages  branched  off,  but  all  dark  as  midnight. 

They  stood  for  some  minutes,  clasped  together,  gazing  down  the 
black  depths,  when,  to  tlieir  unspeakable  joy,  a  faint  light  began  to 
glimmer  from  one  of  the  passages.  They  waited  with  anxious  and 
beating  hearts,  until  two  men,  each  bearing  a  piece  of  candle  in  a  cleft 
stick,  emerged  and  stood  before  them. 

The  aspects  and  appearances  of  the  men  made  the  young  women 
cling  more  tightly  together. 
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"  ITopp  yo\i  ani't  hurt,  ladies,"  mu\  Scrnhhos,  Mitli  n  voire  almost 
inarticulate  from  fear  and  anxiety. 

Ited  IJill  took  no  notice  cd'tlie  ladies,  but  examined  the  rope.  "The 
untwisting  flnved 'em !"  said  he,  in  an  undertone,  to  his  companion. 
"  Another  pound  would  have  done  the  business  !" 

"  How  can  wp  get  up  again  V*  said  Caroline  ;  "  or,  liow  can  my  fat  her 
come  down  to  us  .'" 

"  Not  nohow,"  said  Red  Bill,  **  unless  yon  can  lly  either  of  you." 
And  then  suddenly  checking  himself,  he  said,  "There  is  one  way,  if 
you  have  the  courage  to  try  it !" 

"  (live  me  a  light,  and  show  us  the  Avay,"  said  Caroline,  throwing 
her  arm  round  her  all-but-fainting  fritiul. 

The  two  men  hesitated,  as  to  which  was  to  surrender  his  light. 
Ked  Uill  at  last  gave  his  into  the  hands  of  Caroline,  and  picked  up 
instead  a  long  crow-bar. 

('aroline  supported  her  companion  on  first,  down  the  damp  and 
slimy  opening  intimated  by  the  finger  of  Ived  Hill,  followed  at  a  little 
distance  by  the  two  rnflians. 

'*  What  do  you  want  with  that  barf"  said  Scrabbes,  in  a  whisper. 

"Nothing!"  said  his  companion;  "only  now  the  bird  is  fairly 
caught,  I  don't  mean  to  be  a  fool  about  it — that's  all." 

"  Would  not  *Tlie  Wash'  do  tlie  business  as  well/"  said  Scrabbes, 
in  the  same  whisper. 

Ued  Bill  noddeil  his  approval,  and  i)usheil  on  in  front.  The  two  fel- 
lows then  led  their  victims  through  the  gloomy  arches  of  the  mine — 
from  chamber  to  chamber — from  one  level  to  another — until  the  sound 
of  rushing  water  met  their  ears.  Upon  the  lowest  level  of  the  mine 
ran  this  dark  and  subterranean  river,  called  by  the  miners,  from  the 
rapidity  and  turbulence  of  its  current,  "The  Wash."  At  one  spot, 
where  it  was  cimfined  into  a  comparatively  narrow  channel  by  its 
rocky  banks,  a  long  plank  was  thrown  across — slippery  with  the  damp 
atmosphere  and  precarious  from  the  dim  light  of  the  candles  by  which 
it  was  seen. 

Towards  tliis  spot  Red  Bill  and  his  companion  guided  the  two  girls, 
assuring  them  that  their  safety  depemled  upon  their  crossing  the 
plank,  and  that  an  escape  was  easily  effected  from  the  other  side  of 
llic  stream. 

They  hesitated.  Scrabbes  crossed  ;  and  with  liis  candle  held  ilown 
to  the  plank,  invited  and  encouraged  them  to  make  the  attempt. 

A  distant  "Hallo!"  just  as  they  were  upon  tlu^  point  of  vcnturinir, 
met  their  ears.     All  stood  still,  and  listene«l. 
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"  Tlmt  \H  my  fatlicr'M  voiro !"  Hftiri  CnriMnc',  j^rcaily  rclirvrr!. 

"  All  ri^lit,  yoiin;^  I'l'ly,"  Haid  Itcd  liill,  "  Ii'-  li-i'^  runic  doun  l.v  tli<- 
way  you  are  Roiiif;  np." 

"  r.iif  il  Hccmcd  to  ( (diic  fVfiiii  bcliiiid  um,"  «aid  Caroiirif. 

••  l(  WAH  tho  ccljol"  Hftid  IJill. 

AiiDtlicr  "  Hallo!"  in  tlie  sanio  voico,  Hccmed  to  confirru  tljiH  hiaic- 
mcnt. 

Scrabbos  again  held  down  his  light  to  the  plank,  and  Kmily,  with 
Caroline  close  behind  her,  stcppcMl  upon  the  Hiippery  and  unHteady 
path.  The  black  water  waH  roaring  and  breaking  into  angry  little 
waves  beneath  them,  and  foaming  against  the  sides  of  the  banks. 

A  third  "  Hallo !"  evidently  nearer  than  the  last,  encouratred  the 
poor  girls  to  venture  onwards;  when  Red  Bill,  applying  his  crow-bar  to 
the  end  of  the  plank,  and  heaving  it  on  one  side,  the  two  young  ladies 
tottered  on  their  treacherous  footpath  for  a  moment,  and  tlien  fell, 
screaming  and  clinging  to  each  other,  into  the  deep  and  nishing 
stream ! 

Eed  Bill  and  Scrabbcs  extinguished  their  lights  immediately,  and 
made  the  best  of  their  way  back  to  the  upper  parts  of  the  mine,  creep- 
ing, and  cringing,  and  listening  for  the  voice  as  they  proceeded,  in 
order  not  to  come  in  contact  with  its  owner. 

Tlie  voice  rang  through  the  mine,  calling  upon  Caroline  and  Mary, 
but  no  answer  was  returned.  The  heavy  tramp  of  many  feet  echoed 
through  the  darksome  arches,  and  light  from  numberless  torches  glanced 
from  the  arched  roof,  as  the  bearers  ran  in  twos  and  threes  in  various 
directions,  climbing  the  piles  of  rubbish  and  holding  their  flambeaux 
far  above  their  heads,  in  hopes  of  catching  sight  of  the  objects  of  their 
search. 

Mr.  AMiittlebury  and  the  Colonel,  accompanied  by  Ewbank  and  a 
party,  had  descended  by  the  chain  ladder,  and  at'ter  assuring  them- 
selves that  no  accident  had  happened  at  the  shaft,  were  teriibly  alarmed 
at  the  absence  of  the  young  ladies. 

All  that  morning  was  spent  in  a  harassing  and  fruitless  search. 

Ewbank  suddenly  recollected  Red  Bill  and  his  mate,  and  hastened 
with  all  the  party  to  their  **  parlour."  They  were  gone  I — and  the 
gentlemen  returned  to  the  town,  with  the  last  remaining  hope — that 
the  young  ladies  had  escaped  by  their  assistance  and  had  reached 
home  before  them. 


h' 
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(  llAITi:it  \Xi\. 
Tin:   MiD-Dw   vim:(  iiti;   oi     iiii:    mini:. 

In  consequence  of  Mr.  W  liittlcliiiiy  and  the  (\>li)nel  Imvinir  nntiei|)ated 
the  time  of  their  visit  l)y  two  full  hours,  Ohl  Joan  Illt'ettle's  selieine, 
of  Ijriuuiiini;  Tom  anil  Caroline  face  to  face  inidcr  the  dark  areiu-s  of 
the  mine,  fell  to  the  ground. 

The  unhappy  descent  of  tlie  principal  party  had  heen  elfeeted,  and 
the  conseciuent  unavailing  search  for  the  young  ladies  instituted  and 
given  over, — at  least  as  far  as  the  mine  was  e(nicernc<l, — h)ng  l)efore 
the  time  when  Tom  presented  liimself  at  the  Divil's  .Maw,  in  ohedienee 
to  the  old  fortune-teller's  hehest.  Tom  iiaving  lift  the  town  al)Out  the 
sanie  time  that  Mr.  Whittlehury  ami  his  party  entcicd  it,  the  report 
of  the  fearful  accident  at  the  shaft,  and  the  mysterion.s  disappearance 
of  the  hodies,  had  not  reached  his  car.  Tom  ajul  his  raL'^ged  little 
guide  therefore  arrivcil  at  the  specified  time,  and  prepared  for  their 
descent  hy  the  ladtlcr,  in  happy  ignorance  of  the  tatal  catastrophe. 

Tom  had  noticed,  upon  his  approach  to  the  works,  that  the  tall 
chinnjcy  of  the  engine-house  was  seiuling  lortli  its  long  hlack  volume 
of  smoke,  and  that  the  mouth  of  the  pit  was  oj)en,  and  the  rope  hang- 
ing down  it  ;  and  argued  tliercfiom,  with  many  flushes  of  delight,  the 
presence  of  the  parties  most  dear  to  him  in  the  deep  caverns  hencath, 
and  amused  himself  mightily  with  fancying  the  siirprise  which  would 
seize  uj)ou  them  at  discovering  him  in  so  sudden  a  manner,  and 
totally  put  on  one  side  all  past  disngreeahles,  as  impossihh"  to  he 
entertained  in  such  a  romantic  situation. 

Tom — after  one  or  two  cautious  peeps  over  the  hriuk  of  the  mi-^ty 
chasm  down  which  he  was  to  descend,  and  several  encouraging  invi- 
tations from  his  young  guide,  who  stood  upon  the  ladder  with  his 
head  just  visihle  ahove  ground — commenced  his  adventure  with  sonu' 
nervousness  and  anxiety,  increased  perhaps  a  little  after  he  had  suc- 
ceeded, in  reaching  a  part  of  the  rock  ^hich  jutted  suddenly  out- 
wards, so  as  to  throw  the  chain— as  the  hulder  was  called — very 
much  out  of  its  original  position,  hy  the  hoy  calling  out  loudly 
to  him,  to  "  have  a  care  <d'  himself  ju-t  there,  'cause  Hilly  Hlack, 
who  was  a  little  '  top|)y,'  was  l>roke  all  to  smash  hy  not  minding  his 
footing!"  And,  to  add  to  Tom's  discomfiture,  one  of  the  rounds  or 
steps  of  the  ladder  wa-^  l)roken,  ol)liging  him  (o  hang  on  as  well  as 
he  was  able,  and  slide  down  as  it  were  and  feel  for  the  next  with  his 
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(  llAI'TKlt  \X1\. 
iiii:   Min-i)\Y   ^im:<  iiti;   oi    Tin:    mini:. 

Tn  consequence  of  Mr.  W'liittlfliiiry  and  tlie  Colonel  havinu:  anticipaleJ 
the  time  of  their  visit  hy  two  fnll  hours,  Old  Joan  llltettle's  sclienie, 
of  hrin^inj;  Tom  and  Caroline  face  to  face  imdt  r  the  dark  arches  of 
the  mine,  fell  to  the  ground. 

The  unhappy  descent  of  tlie  })rineipal  party  had  heen  elleeteil,  and 
the  consecpient  unavailing  search  for  the  young  ladies  institute«l  and 
given  over, — at  least  as  far  as  the  mine  was  concerned, — l»>ng  hefore 
the  time  when  Tom  presented  himself  at  the  Devil's  Maw,  in  ol)edieiu'e 
to  the  old  fortune-teller's  behest.  Tom  iiaving  left  the  town  about  the 
snnu'  tiuR*  that  Mr.  Whitth'bury  and  his  party  entcicil  it,  the  report 
of  the  fearful  accident  at  the  shaft,  and  the  mysterious  disappearance 
of  the  bodies,  liad  not  reached  his  ear.  Tom  and  his  raggetl  little 
guide  therefore  arrived  at  the  spi-cified  time,  and  prepared  for  their 
descent  by  the  ladtler,  in  happy  igm)rance  of  the  t'alal  catastrophe. 

Tom  had  noticed,  upon  his  approacii  to  the  woiks,  tiiat  the  tall 
chimney  of  tlie  engine-house  waa  sending  lorth  its  long  black  volume 
of  snmke,  and  that  tiie  month  of  the  pit  was  ojxn,  and  the  rope  hang- 
ing ilown  it  ;  and  argued  therefrom,  with  many  tiusju's  of  delight,  the 
presence  of  the  parties  most  dear  to  him  in  the  deep  caverns  beneath, 
and  amused  Iiimself  miglitily  w  itli  fancying  tlie  surprise  wliich  would 
seize  uj)oa  tlnm  at  iliscovering  him  in  so  sudden  a  manner,  antl 
totally  put  on  one  siile  all  past  di.sagreeables,  as  impossible  to  be 
entertainetl  in  such  a  romantic  situation. 

Tom — after  one  or  two  cautious  peeps  over  the  brink  of  the  mi^ty 
chasm  down  which  he  was  to  descend,  and  several  encouraging  in\i- 
tations  t'r(Mu  his  y»)ung  guide,  who  stood  upon  tlu'  ladder  with  his 
head  just  visible  above  ground — commenced  \\\^  adventure  with  souie 
nervousness  and  anxiety,  increased  perhaps  a  little  after  he  had  suc- 
ceeded, in  reaching  a  part  of  the  rock  wliich  jutted  suddenly  out- 
waril-^,  so  as  to  throw  the  chain — as  the  hiilder  was  called — very 
much  out  of  its  original  position,  by  the  boy  calling  mit  loudly 
to  him,  to  "  hav«'  a  care  of  himself  ju-(  there,  'cause  Hilly  Black, 
who  was  a  little  '  toppy,'  was  broke  all  to  smash  by  not  minding  his 
footing!"  And,  to  ad«l  to  Tom's  discomfiture,  one  of  the  rounds  or 
steps  of  the  ladder  wa-*  l)roken,  obliging  him  to  hang  «)n  as  well  as 
he  was  able,  and  slide  down  as  it  were  and  feel  for  the  next  with  his 
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foot, — not  a  very  up^rrcaMc  sitiiution  luuJcr  any  circiimhtanre»»,  but 
particularly  trying'  \\\\i-u  cxpcricnnMl  in  a  cold  rlannny  ilaniji  atiiion- 
plirrc,  ^vifll  sliarp-licadcd  t^i^antir  rockfl  dripping  and  frowning  on  all 
Hidi'M,  and  just  li;/lit  (  ii()U;rh  to  hIiow  tlio  bottom  through  the  niiht  and 
hazp  wliirh  iutervi'iicd.  Tom  Hucceeded  however  in  turning  the  dan- 
gerous corner,  and  after  deseending  Home  part  wliere  the  eliain  hlunted 
inwanU,  l)y  clinging  and  hanging  on  by  feet  and  liands  in  an  inverted 
position,  and  then  walking  along  several  ledges  of  rock  until  the  chain 
was  again  in  re([uisition,  and  then  once  more  trusting  to  its  ruhty  and 
rough  strength,  ho  found  himself  among  the  ruins  of  the  fallen  roof 
at  the  bottom  of  the  mine,  and  gazed  upwards  with  a  cold  feeling  of 
terror  at  the  chasm  through  which  he  had  entered — now  reduced  to 
the  size  of  an  ordinary  hole.  Thin  blueish  vapours  floated  between 
him  and  the  roof,  like  phantom  clouds.  These  vapours  were  con- 
densed, and  ran  down  and  dripped  from  the  rocks,  causing  a  damp 
and  piercing  chill,  which  seemed  to  penetrate  his  ven*  bones.  Tom 
buttoned  his  coat  and  shivered,  and  turned  to  look  about  him  :  his 
little  guide  had  disappeared,  and  he  stood  alone  in  one  of  the  great 
chambers  of  the  mine. 

He  was  suddenly  startled  by  the  appearance  of  Old  Joan  lUfettle  at 
his  side  :  the  dim  and  misty  atmosphere,  and  the  inexperience  of 
Tom's  eyesight  to  the  peculiar  light,  had  enabled  her  to  approach  him 
without  discovery.  She  stood  before  him  as  if  she  had  started  out  of 
the  eai'th. 

Tom  instantly  perceived  that  her  clothes  were  wet  through,  and 
that  she  w^as  without  her  cloak. 

*'  Have  you  heard  anything?"  said  the  old  woman  in  anxious  tones, 
and  clutching  Tom  fiercely  by  the  arm. 

"No  I"  said  Tom.  "Why?  That  is,  I  have  heard  nothing  but 
this  confounded  drizzle,  drizzle,  drizzle — di'ip,  drip,  drip,  which  seems 
to  have  given  you  a  thorough  wetting,  and  will  do  the  same  good  office 
for  me,  unless  I  can  get  under  cover  pretty  soon." 

"  Follow^  me  then,  and  you  will  hear  something  more !''  said  the 
old  w^oman,  giving  his  arm  such  an  energetic  squeeze  that  it  tingled 
again. 

Tom  followed  immediately,  stumbling  over  the  many  stray  pieces 
of  rock  which  had  either  fallen  from  the  roof  or  had  been  blown  fi'om 
their  bed  by  the  repeated  blasts  used  in  detaching  the  iron-stone.  It 
was  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  keep  pace  with  Joan  Illfettle.  Old 
though  she  was,  an   intimate   acquaintance  with   the   ground   over 
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which  she  led  the  way,  gave  her  an  advantage  more  tlian  rommen- 
surate  with  the  youthful  energy  of  Ik  i  couipaniou  ;  she  stopped  aud 
beekonud  liim  onwards,  wlit'ii  he  iseeiiu'd  to  hesitate, — until  they 
reached  a  part  of  tlie  niine  more  savage,  wild,  and  rugged  in  appear- 
ance than  any  through  which  they  had  yi't  passed,  and  also  lighted 
from  the  roof,  hut  by  a  murli  smaller  anil  higher  ai)erture  than  the 
'  Maw/ 

In  the  centre  of  this  tremendous  chamber  was  j)iled  an  immense 
heap — almost  a  small  mountain — of  loose  stone,  rubbisb,  and  wreck 
of  all  descriptions  ;  up  this  stony  hill  Old  Joan  leil  the  way,  neither 
pausing  nor  speaking  until  she  reached  the  summit,  where  she  stood 
some  minutes  watching  Tom  as  he  laboured  to  t'ollow  her. 

"  Stand  here  in  the  light,  until  I  come  to  you  again,"  said  the  old 
wouKui,  as  soon  as  Tom,  panting  and  wondering,  had  reached  the 
uppermost  ridge. 

Tom  stood  for  a  minute,  and  noticed  that  the  day  beams  streamed 
down,  broken  and  subdued,  in  a  narrow  belt  of  pale  unearthly  light, 
and  fell  directly  upon  the  top  of  the  mount  upon  which  he  was 
standing,  lie  had  scarcely  time  to  notice  the  dim  and  ghostly  aspect 
it  gave  to  all  around  him,  before  he  was  aware  that  the  old  Nvoman  had 
commenced  a  precipitate  retreat.  He  immediately  ran  down,  seized 
bold  of  her,  and  demanded  what  all  this  scrambling  and  mystery  was 
to  lead  to. 

**  Murder!"  shouted  Old  Joan, — but  whether  in  answer  to  Tom's 
question,  or  in  consequence  of  his  violence,  she  left  biia  to  meditate. 
The  suddenness  and  energy  with  which  she  uttered  her  cry  caused 
bim  to  relax  his  hold  of  her  (Irijjping  garments  :  Aw  threw  up  bis 
band  and  disappeared  in  the  twilight. 

Tom  hesitated,  and  was  perplexed.  A  voice  suddenly  reached  his 
ears,  seemingly  close  to  him — the  tones  were  those  of  Old  Joan. 

**  Stand  ([uiet — and  you  shall  see  and  know  all  I" 

"  All  what  .'"  said  Tom,  feeling  exceedingly  uncomfortable — but  he 
received  no  answer. 

Old  Joan,  after  leaving  Tom  perched  up  on  the  mount,  threaded  her 
way  through  various  cuttings  and  darksome  chaml)ers,  visiting  on  her 
way  the  deserted  parlour  of  Ked  ihll  and  liis  mate  Scrabhes  ;  here  she 
groped  about  and  found  a  piece  of  candle,  which  she  lit  by  means  of  a 
lucifer,  and  went  onward  again  ;  climl)ing  another  immense  heap  of 
refuse,  she  entered  a  sort  of  eave  at  some  height  from  the  foundation, 
the  opening  of  which  was  not  large  enough  to  admit  a  person  unless 
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ill  a  stooping  po-tinc.  At  tlic  cxtrciiK'  (iid  ot  tlii^  hhuiII  cliaiiiWr, 
Mliivrriii;^  miIIi  W-nv  of  (lclc<ti(»n,  rroiirlicd  \Wu\  Hiil  and  Inn  roiii- 
|)uiii()ii  ill  \ill,'iiiv,  ScraldicK.  I!(  <!  I'liii,  tin-  iiiHtant  tlie  fcfhle  ray  of 
t  lie  (aiidlc  real  lit  il  liiin,  and  Ion;;  helorc  Old  Joan  nppcarcfl,  Hpriiii^  up, 
and,  \\itli  tin-  same  lon;^  crow -linr  in  IiIm  liand  Mitli  wlii<'1i  lie  had 
ctlcrtt'd  Ids  dialiolical  kcIk'hu"  upon  tlic  two  ^^irln,  stood  upon  tlie  de- 
fensive, •rlarinir  down  the  opening,  ready  to  ntrike  or  run  an  opportu- 
nity ((llercd. 

"  What  hroiii^lit  i/o»  Iicre.'"  said  Red  l>ill,  fiercely,  Hinking  the  bar 
to  tlie  <rroiiiid,  hut  still  standin<j:  readv  to  strike. 

"  To  tell  you  tliat  tliey  are  elosini^  tlie  mine,  takinjr  away  tlie  ehain, 
and  ahandoninp;  the  works,  and  that  you  will  starve  if  you  ntay  h<re 
any  longer.     You  must  out  and  face  the  daylight,"  Raid  Joan. 

"  I  shall  do  as  1  please,"  said  the  riiflian,  doggedly. 

"  Do  so — and  die  before  your  time!"  said  the  old  woman;  then 
lowering  her  voice,  she  whispered   '*  li  v:'dl  he  here  present hj  /" 

At  this  moment  Serahbes,  who  had  been  a  >ilent,  though  far  from 
an  inattentive  listener,  sprang  to  bis  feet,  knocked  the  candle  out  of 
Old  Joan's  hand,  rushed  past  her,  and  escaped  from  the  cave.  Red 
Bill,  as  fast  as  the  darkness  would  permit,  immediately  followed  and 
overtook  him  just  at  the  foot  of  the  mound  upon  which  Tom  was 
keeping  his  w  atch. 

"  Let  me  go — let  me  e;o  I"  cried  Serahbes,  strutr^ling  and  -triking 
violently  at  his  old  friend.  ''  I  will  not  stay  I  I  know  what  she 
means  ! — I  have  seen  it  before — often  and  often  in  my  dreams — its 
deep  red  wounds  gaping,  and  the  blood  running  from  them  like 
water  I" 

"  Hold  your  fool's  clatter,  you  cur  I"  said  Bill,  from  between  his 
teeth,  seizins:  bim  bv  the  tliroat  in  a  wav  wliieh  all  but  cboked  him. 

''  Let  me  go — let  me  go  I"  said  tbe  otber,  as  well  as  he  was  able. 
"  You  said  we  were  to  go  wlien  tliis  last  job  was  done." 

"  And  so  we  were  ;  but  wbo  w  as  to  guess  at  all  them  fools  choosing 
to  come  down  just  at  the  time,  and  going  shouting  all  over  the 
works,"  returned  Red  Bill,  relaxing  bis  gripe. 

*' I  will  go  now  I"  yelled  Scrabbcs,  breaking  from  his  companion. 
"  jVothing  shall  keep  me  I"  But  he  had  miscalculated  either  his 
strength  or  his  opportunity  :  Red  Bill  caught  him  belbre  he  had  gone 
a  yard,  and  in  true  Westmoreland  style  threw  him  upon  his  back,  not 
however  before  Serahbes  had  had  time  to  fix  his  hand  on  his  collar, 
and  thereby  bring  him  down  likewise. 
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They  lay  struggling  for  tlie  niiistery  for  some  minutes  :  an  earnest 
and  anxious  dcsiri'  for  escape  giving  t"  Seral»l)es  alino>t  supernatural 
energy.  He  yelled  at  and  bit  his  antagonist  like  a  wolf  mad  with 
terror;  hut  Ked  Bill  held  on  with  the  tenacity  of  a  man  who  knew 
that  his  safety  dependeil  upon  hi>.  not  (putting  his  hold. 

.loan  Illfettle  reached  the  spot  just  as  they  had  heeonie  somewhat 
c\hausted  hy  the  ferocity  of  their  struggle.  "  Look  up! — look  up  I" 
said  she,  in  a  tone  so  suppressed  that  it  made  the  hlood  of  the  panting 
villains  run  cold  at  their  hearts.  "  Look  up!"  and  she  pointed  with 
iter  shaking  and  skinny  linger. 

ited  Bill  let  go  his  hold  upon  hi>  c(>mi)anion,  and  started  to  his  feet : 
the  change  upon  his  hardened  features  was  tremendous — every  drop  (tf 
l)lood  rushed  from  his  lips  and  cheeks  in  an  instant,  and  left  them  a 
dull  sickly  yellow — his  eyes  seemed  ready  to  hurst  N\ith  the  inlensily 
of  the  stare  with  which  he  regarded  the  top  of  the  mound. 

A  male  figure  was  seen  stationary  and  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  sur- 
rounded by  the  pale  and  «lini  lii:ht  wliicii  flowed  from  above. 

"  Why  that  is "  commenced  the  conscience-sticken  rullian,  in  a 

thick  ami  choking  tone,  but  he  was  unable   to  complete   the  senten«'e 
— the  wortls  died  away  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

'*  It  is !'*  said  Joan,   '*  You  are  right  ;   and  he  has  cunu- — as  I 

told   you  he  one  day  would — to  demand  of  yoii  blood  for  blood  !    and 
life  for  life!     The  Mid-day  Spectre  of  the  Mine!" 

"  I  did  not — 1  did  not  !"  stannnered  the  fellow,  "  it's  a  lie  !  >lie  \\a> 
Killed  by  accident.      1  hail  nothing  to  do  vn  ith  it  —  nolhiug — nothing!" 
"  Who  talked  of /<^r  .^"  said  Old  Joan. 

Scrabi)es,  who  had  lain  prostrate  the  wimie  of  the  time,  with  his 
fingers  almost  thrust  into  his  eyes,  lest  he  slundd  behold  the  ligure  he 
so  much  dreaded, — and  which,  by  the  constant  workings  of  his  guilt- 
laden  conscience,  he  was  continually  seeing  in  his  dreauis, — couhl  not 
suppress  a  low  groan  of  terror. 

*'  Get  up,  you  cringing  hound  !"  said  Joan  ;  "  you  are  called  as 
well  as  him  !"  And  she  spurned  him  with  her  foot,  but  nothing  would 
induce  the  trembling  wretch  to  move  from  the  position  info  which  he 
had   first  thrown  himself. 

"  (iet  up,  I  say.  \\  hat  your  pen  planned,  Ids  knife  executed.  Vou 
are  both  dead  nun  within  five  days.  Sec — the  Spectre  leaves  yon!'* 
Joan  paused.  Ked  Bill  had  some  minutes  before  covered  his  eyes  and 
slunk  lrenil)ling  behind  a  mass  of  rock,  which  shielded  him  from  view. 
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The  figure  Klowly  moved  along  the  ridge  of  the  mound,  and  then  di«- 
apprnrcd. 

"  What  say  yon  now  ?"  said  the  old  woman,  in  a  lond  an^l  Jeering 
tone.  •'  Both  of  you — you,  mIio  wonld  tk(»piKC  mc  for  n>y  kno\»ledp'', 
and  di.shelicvc  in  my  night  of  future  eventH.'  Do  you  believe  now  that 
the  dead  eome  among  the  living? — or  must  yon  Hee  another  ?" 

"  We  never  doubted  your  book-learning,  and  your  foreign  lingoes, 
and  your  reading  and  wTiting,"  mumbled  Red  Bill. 

"  You  will  not  doubt  it  again,  I  am  thinking,"  replied  Old  Joan, 
*'  and  now  I'll  leave  you  to  your  fates.  1  have  others  to  attend  to." 
And  Joan  Illfettle  departed. 

The  two  strieken  miscreants  remained  stunned  and  Bilent  for  some 
minutes,  trembling,  and  in  their  terror  pcareely  daring  to  move  lest 
the  dreaded  phantom  should  again  cross  their  path.  They  feared  to 
return  to  the  roeky  lair,  from  which  they  had  been  so  unpleai^antly 
disturbed,  and  still  less  dared  to  leave  the  mine,  the  path  laying 
directly  across  the  ridge  so  lately  occupied  by  their  mysterious 
visiter. 

Scrabbcs  at  last  lifted  his  head,  looked  cautiously  round,  and  not 
having  .seen  the  direction  in  which  the  spectre  had  ai)peared,  rushed 
impetuously  up  the  mound,  crossed  the  very  spot,  and  was  gone  before 
his  companion  could  find  presence  of  mind  enough  to  stop  him. 

Red  Bill,  shivering,  and  with  a  sickening  feeling  of  terror  at  his 
heart,  slunk  down  at  the  foot  of  the  rock  behind  which  he  had  been 
hiding  himself,  wiped  his  cold  damp  forehead  with  the  back  of  his 
horny  hand,  and  breathed  like  a  man  resting  after  a  lengthened  and 
exhausting  race.  He  disturbed  a  few  loose  particles  of  stone  with 
his  shoulder  as  he  leaned :  the  rattle  occasioned  by  their  falling  acted 
Upon  his  excited  imagination  like  magic ;  he  started  nervously  to  his 
feet,  glared  fearfully  and  shrinkingly  behind  him,  and  with  one  beUow 
of  terror,  rushed  up  the  mound,  shutting  his  eyes  and  lowering  his 
head  as  he  passed  under  the  stream  of  daylight  where  he  had  seen  the 
figure  of  the  Phantom  of  the  ^line. 

Madly  and  rapidly  he  sprung  up  the  chaiu,  nor  relaxed  his  speed 
for  an  instant  until  he  had  reached  the  daylight.  Once  above  ground, 
lie  turned  and  gazed  at  the  'Maw,'  cursing  it,  and  all  it  contained, 
with  a  deep  and  bitter  curse,  and  then  wended  on  his  way  to  the  town 
in  hopes  of  overtaking  his  old  companion  Scrabbes. 

Old  Joan,  upon  leaving  her  trembling  yictims,  hastened  to  the  spot 


TOM     RACaiET.  199 

upon  wliich  she  had  left  Mr.  Thomas  Kacquct,  and  to  her  great  ^^ur- 
prise  found  liim  not. 

Tom  liad  waited  until  his  small  stock  of  patience  had  Ijceome  nearly 
exhausted,  expecting  every  instant  to  receive  an  explanation,  after  some 
fashion  or  other,  of  the  old  woman's  most  mysterious  conduct.  Hope 
had  hcen  whispering  to  his  Iieart  that  she  had  some  design  in  view 
relative  to  his  meeting  with  a  certain  young  lady,  and  he  was  propor- 
tionately disappointed  when  he  at  last  saw  her  standing  at  the  foot  of 
the  mound  in  company  with  two  men,  and  sceminp;ly  treating  them  to 
a  lecture,  and  i)ointing  with  much  gesticulation  to  himself.  Construing 
this  action  of  Old  Joan's  in  an  nnfavourahle  light,  Tom  left  his  elevated 
situation,  and  sought  his  way  through  the  rocky  lahyrinth  of  the  mine 
alone.  He  was  soon  however  convinced  of  the  impracticahility  of  his 
attempt,  therefore  made  the  hest  of  his  road  hack  again  to  the  foot 
of  the  chain  hy  which  he  had  descended,  resolving  to  wait  there  either 
until  the  old  woman  returned  or  until  some  person  passed  who  would 
accompany  and  guide  him  through  the  works. 

Tom  remained  here  some  time  alone,  gazing  upwards  and  tracing 
with  his  eye  the  course  of  the  chain  down  which  he  had  made  his 
perilous  way, — diminishing  to  a  thread  as  it  reached  the  summit.  His 
eves  havin*'  become  in  some  measure  accustomed  to  the  twiliy;lit  he  was 
enabled  to  distinguish  objects  with  more  accuracy,  and  to  speculate 
upon  the  height  of  the  forms  around  him,  and  examine  the  many  jxtri- 
factions  of  strange  and  unknown  animals,  large  and  curiously-formed 
shells,  and  other  indications  of  the  world  before  the  flood,  which  lay 
iml)ed(led  in  the  walls.  With  characteristic  impatience,  however,  he  soon 
tired  of  this  employment,  and  fancying  he  saw  a  glimmer  of  light  at  the 
end  of  what  seemed  a  long  gallery  or  cutting,  he  set  off  in  the  direc- 
tion without  waiting  any  longer.  He  was  not  deceived ;  the  cutting 
led  in  a  straight  line  directly  from  the  place  where  he  was  standing 
to  the  foot  of  the  principal  shaft,  and  was  traversed  the  whole  distance 
by  an  iron  tram-road  or  railway.  After  coming  in  contact  once  or  twice, 
rather  sharply,  with  the  roof  of  this  low  gallery,  and  occasionally  step- 
ping into  a  hole  of  mud  and  water,  and  stumbling  against  the  dripping 
and  slimy  wall,  Tom  stood  directly  under  the  shaft,  and  gazed  with 
surprise  at  the  huge  and  tangled  heap  of  heavy  rope  which  was  lying 
about  in  all  directions.  He  steppctl  into  the  iron  basket,  now  par- 
tially cleared  of  its  contents,  and  gazed  upwards.  Tpon  perceiving  a 
loose  end  of  rope  dangling  down  the   shaft,  the  startling  thought 
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striM  k  liiiii,  tli'ii  tlir  fonfuftod  nianH  which  lay  roiled  around  mu»t 
hnvc  hccoiiic  d*  t.irhcd,  ninl  lliaf  si  fearful  and  fatal  accidf  iit  nniHl 
liavc  orciincd.  He  iiiHtaiitly  sprang;  to  where  he  haw  the  end  of  the 
i(»|ic,  lliin;;,  a-  il  liad  been,  hy  many  an  anxiouu  hand  hut  an  hour 
hdore,  a  little  further  into  tlic  light,  lie  examined  it  :  ith  appcaranre 
at  once  confirmed  his  Nvorst  A  a  is — it  had  e\idcntly  hroken.  The 
thouglit  tiiat  it  might  linve  given  way  when  Caroline  and  her  father 
were  (U'srending,  rendered  him  fur  a  moment  motionless; — in  the  next 
instant  he  was  tearing  at  tiicrojje,  which  Htili  remained  piled  upon  the 
basket,  and  removing  it  as  fast  as  he  was  able,  in  order,  if  poi««ihle, 
to  discover  any  vestiges  of  accident, — hut  none  such  appeared.  He  Rat 
down  upon  the  pile  of  cordage,  panting  from  his  exertions,  and  with 
hands  clasped — almost  strained  together,  ciied  like  a  child  in  thankfid- 
ness  of  heart  at  the  discovery,  lie  felt  certain  that  the  rope  muht 
have  given  way  during  the  morning,  and  that  the  old  woman's  anxious 
question,  "  Whether  he  had  heard  anything,"  must  have  referred  to 
this  circumstance.  A  })art  of  the  muddy  ground,  a  little  way  down 
an  opening  which  branched  oH'  from  where  he  sat,  attracted  his  atten- 
tion ;  he  ap})roaelied  and  moved  it  with  his  foot — from  its  peculiar 
form  he  was  induced  to  examine  it  closely.  With  unsteady  hands  and 
straining  eyes,  he  riiised  from  the  clay,  into  which  it  liad  been  either 
crushed  or  tiampled,  a  small  square  of  linen — it  was  a  handkerchief; 
lie  held  it  up  eagerly  against  the  little  light  the  place  aflforded. — 
"C.  W."  was  embroidered  on  one  of  the  corners. 

*' Then  the  worst  has  happened  I"  said  Tom,  as  he  again  seated 
himself  upon  the  coil  of  rope,  with  a  heart  almost  bursting  with 
agony.     "  The  worst  has  happened,  and  all  is  over  I" 

**  All  is  not  over,  Thomas  Bacquet,"  said  Old  Joan,  close  to  his  ear, 
and  laying  her  hand  heavily  upon  his  shoulder,  *'  and  the  worst  has 
not  happened — vengeance  is  to  come  I"' 

"  This  is  no  time  for  foolery  I"  said  Tom,  starting  up  passionately. 
"  Tell  me  at  once,  old  woman,  has  any  one  been  killed  by  the  fall .'" 

"  The  fall  did  not  kill  them  I"  said  Old  Joan,  significantly. 

"  Who  fell  V  said  Tom,  breathless  with  anxiety. 

"  Miss  Whittleburv  and  Colonel  Grev's  daughter,"  said  the  old 
•woman. 

**  Fallen — and  not  killed  I — where  are  they  then  ?"  said  Tom. 

"  No  one  knows  ;  they  were  missing  when  the  party  arrived  to  help 
them,"'  replied  the  old  woman. 
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**  Wliat  do  you  menu  by  '  vengeance'  ?"  said  Tom,  putting  question 
after  question  so  ra[)i(lly  that  there  seemed  scarcely  time  for  an 
answer. 

"  Does  rope  Hke  this  break  .^"^  said  the  old  woman,  pointing  to  the 
raj^^ed  end  with  her  foot. 

'*  iircak  ?"  said  Tom,  al)stractedly. 

"  Aye  break !  Loyk  at  it  and  ju(lt;e  for  yourself,  whetlier  a  rope 
which  has  carried  tons  wouhl  ;iivc  way  with  8o  li^lit  a  l)urthen  as 
two  youn<^  girls  !" 

'•  It  has  been  cut  /"  said  Tom,  stooping  and  examining  tlic  ro})e 
more  attentively. 

"  It  has,"  said  Joan  ;  '*  and  by  one  who  had  an  olijcct  in  doing  it." 

"  Old  woman,"  said  Tom,  snddenly,  "  you  and  1  don't  [)art  until 
yoii  till  mc  nu)re  of  this  matter  than  you  seem  inclined  to  do.  Wv 
must  up  above  ground,  and  sec  some  one  in  authority.  You  evidently 
know  who  did  this  diabolical  deed,  and,  by  Heavens,  1  will  not  part  u  itli 
you  until  1  have  sifted  the  whole  story  to  the  l)ottom." 

Tom  laid  his  hand  upon  the  old  woman's  arm,  and  forced  her  for- 
ward toward  the  chain,  forget tinji  that  four  times  his  stren";th  NNould 
not  l)e  sudicient  to  ensure  her  ascent  from  the  mine  by  the  then  only 
a\ail;il)lc  outlet. 

"  Reserve  your  strength,  Thomas  Ifacquet,"  said  the  old  woman, 
siiddcidy  facing  him,  "  you  will  need  it  for  those  who  wish  you  worse 
than  I  do.  Ten  times  your  power  cannot  force  me  up  the  chain,  if  I 
reftise  to  go.  Loose  your  hold  for  an  instant  ;  your  gripe  hurts  my 
arm." 

Tom  slackened  his  hand  slightly.  In  a  moment  the  old  woman 
writhed  from  his  custody,  and  darted  away,  >\  hither  Tom,  in  his 
hurry  and  anxiety,  coupled  with  the  darkness  of  the  place,  could  not 
see. 

Tom  hesitated  for  a  minute,  and  then  determined  to  return  to  W'el- 
clrrion  with  all  possible  speed,  sec  Colonel  Grey,  and  have  this  old 
woman  apprehended,  resolving  at  tlic  same  time  to  displace  the  tip- 
])('rmost  range  of  the  chain,  by  drawing  the  iron  pins  whieh  sustained 
it,  and  so  imprison  Old  .loan  lllfcttle  within  the  mine  until  the  proper 
authorities  could  wait  upon  her  in  person. 

Tom  made  his  ascent  with  more  ea.'^e  than  his  descent,  and  after  a 
quarter  of  an  hour's  liard  work,  succeeded  in  drawing  the  two  iron 
pins  which  confined  the  uppermost  length  of  the  chain,  and   had   the 
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satisfaction  of  hcarinf;  Romc  t wcnty  feet  of  it  fall,  ringing  and  cUnk' 
iiig,  agaiust  the  rockH  at  the  bottom.  He  immerliately  R<*t  forth  for 
Wtldorton,  in  order  to  j^athcr  iiiformati(;n,  and  lay  thf  nr-rount  of 
his  interview  with  Old  Joan  before  Old  Mr.  Whittlebury  and  hiu  friend 
Colonel  Grey. 


('hapti:r  XXV. 

Tin:    SEARCH. 


The  instant  Tom  entered  the  suburbs  of  Welderton  he  perceived  tliat 
something  of  an  extraordinary  nature  was  agitating  tlic  iidialjitant-. 
In  the  lower  part  of  the  town  through  wliich  lie  had  to  pa.ss  first, 
little  knots  of  eager  miners  were  gathered  together,  listening  to 
others  who  were  evidently  detailing  some  news.  Young  ilwbauk, 
around  whom  one  of  the  largest  of  the  crowds  had  congregated, 
declaimed  loudly  and  with  much  gesticulation.  Tom,  in  hopes  of 
hearing  something  bearing  upon  the  subject  nearest  his  heart  at  the 
moment,  stopped  and  joined  the  excited  auditory.  The  young  miner 
went  on  with  his  speech. 

"  What  if  we  are  at  loggerheads  with  him — what  if  we  do  mean  to 
teach  him  that  a  fair  day's  work  is  worth  a  fair  day's  wage — what  if 
we  have  struck, — why  we've  struck  like  men,  and  not  like  savage.*? — we 
don't  want  to  commit  murder,  much  less  upon  a  couple  of  weak  girls. 
I  tell  you  the  rope  was  cut,  and  I  think  it  was  cut  for  me,  thinking 
I  should  most  Ukely  go  down  first — because  I  said,  and  I  say  again, 
that  that  man  isn't  a  fit  mate  for  anybody,  and  that  he  only  came  back 
again  to  the  'Nest'  because  he's  afraid  of  being  anywhere  else.  lie 
looked  devilish  queer  and  glaring  like  about  the  eyes,  when  he  was 
letting  the  cylinder  go  like  mad,  and  I  stopped  him.  I  didn't  notice 
it  then — but  I  remember  it  now.  He  meant  it  either  for  me  or  Old 
Mr.  Whittlebury,  that's  certain ;  and  I  uphold  that  he  ought  to  be 
kicked  out  of  the  strike  and  hanged  I" 

■    A  low  growl,  and  several  dark  threats  of  suspending  the  culprit  half- 
way down  the  shaft,  issued  from  the  dirty  group. 

'*  Have  the  ladies  been  found  ?"  said  Tom  aloud,  from  the  outside 
of  the  ring. 

•'  No— no,  sir,  they  haven't !"  cried  several  of  the  miners  together. 
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making  room  for  Tom  to  join  tlie  group,  and  then  gradually  surround- 
ing him  as  they  learned  that  he  had  just  h*ft  the  mine. 

Tom  received  all  the  details  of  the  accident,  and  the  search  which 
followed  it,  from  Hwijank,  and  gave  hini  in  return  an  account  of  his 
interview  with  Old  Joan,  and  told  also  how  he  had  imprisoned  her,  hy 
throwing  down  the  chain. 

This  information  was  not  very  well  received  hy  the  miners; — Joan 
lUVttle  was  held  in  some  awe  among  them;  many  strange  tales  of  lier 
[)()wcr  were  abroad,  and  many  a  dark  deed  was  attributed  to  her  super- 
natural agency.  There  was  a  sudden  silence  in  the  little  ring  of  here- 
tofore noisy  miners. 

**  I'm  not  a  going  to  flinch  at  Old  Joan,"  said  Kwbank,  at  last. 
"  I  don't  believe  in  her  thundering  ghosts  ;  and  as  to  tlie  *  Mid-day 
Spectre'  that  she  makes  such  a  fuss  about,  all  I  can  say  is,  /  never 
saw  it,  though  I'nc  been  in  the  works  since  1  could  crawl ;  and  if  she 
M  a  w  itch,  why  all  the  better  for  she,  and  all  the  less  hurt ;  she  can 
get  out  again  without  troubling  us.  But  as  to  that  carroty  rascal,  if 
i  catch  him  within  ten  yards  of  my  fist,  I'll  give  him  something  to 
rcmriuber  me  by  !" 

"  If  he  don't  give  you  the  knife  lirst  1"  said  one  of  the  group.  **  He 
always  carries  one  about  him." 

The  attention  of  the  crowd  was  suddenly  directed  to  the  town  bill- 
sticker,  who  was  waddling  away  after  having  pasted  a  large  placard 
against  the  corner  of  an  empty  house,  offering  a  reward  for  the  capture 
of  the  miner  known  by  the  name  of  Red  Bill. 

The  crowd  could  scarcely  refrain  a  shout  ^^hen  the  document  was 
interpreted  by  Young  Ewbank — the  only  one  among  them  who  was 
able  to  read. 

Tom,  in  the  excitement  which  followed,  set  forward  with  additional 
speed  for  the  residence  of  Colonel  Grey,  the  presiding  magistrate, 
— having  heard  quite  suflicient  to  convince  him  that  foul  play  had 
been  intended,  although  it  had  fallen  upon  the  wrong  persons. 

The  upper  jiart  of  the  town  was  in  as  much  excitement  as  the  lower; 
several  ragged  fellows,  with  stentorian  voices,  were  earning  their  din- 
ners by  shouting  through  the  high  street — "The  'ole,  full,  true,  and 
partic'lar  account  of  the  'orrid  .\ccident  at  the  Wren's  Nest  Works  ; 
the  cutting  of  the  Shaft  Rope,  and  the  .Murder  of  (he  beautiful  Miss 
Whittlebury  and  her  friend  Miss  (irey  !" 

Tom  hurried  past  the  gaping  shop-keepers  without  looking  right  or 
left,  and  came  in  smart  contact  with  one  curious  handmaiden's  head, 
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and  knocked  tlie  HHiiit*  violently  aj^ainht  the  area  railingH; — nlic  ha\in): 
protruded  thai  j)art  ol' Ikt  pi  thou  without  the  jircHcrihed  boundary  in 
hopcH  ot*  catching  an  inklin;^  ol"  tlie  tremendouK  news  wlnlc  tlie 
bawlers  were  still  at  the  top  of  the  «trcet.  On  turning  round  at  the 
corner,  to  apologize  lor  the  accident,  witliout  .■^topping,  Tom  ulaiont 
ran  hetwccn  tiic  lore-legH  ol"  a  tall  horse  with  a  low-wheeled  (under 
duty)  chaise,  seemingly  jfttached  to  the  end  of  his  tail.  Tom  pulled 
up — (so  to  speak) — ^just  in  lime  to  avoid  a  collision,  and  mj  did  the 
long-legged  horse. 

"  Mr.  Uaccpict !"  shouted  a  male  voice,  which  Tom  knew  very  well. 

Tom  looked  up  and  saw  a  stoutish  old  gentlemaii,  and  a  long  lady 
with  an  ermine  boa,  muff,  tippet  and  trimmings,  and  a  crusty-looking 
little  pug-dog — all  three  seated  in  the  chaise.  The  gentleman  was 
iNlr.  Whittlebury,  the  lady  who  was  driving  was  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood, 
and  the  little  crusty-looking  pug  was  '  IJobby.' 

"  Tom — Tom  Kacquct  I"  called  Mr.  Whittlebury  again,  seeing  him 
hesitate. 

Tom  advanced  to  the  side  of  the  chaise,  and  without  further  cere- 
mony spoke  of  his  intention  of  applying  to  the  magistrate,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  strange  behaviour  of  the  old  woman  at  the  niine. 

"  You  have  been  at  the  mine  then  ?"  said  Old  Mr.  Whittlebury,  in 
great  anxiety. 

"  Yes,  I  have,"  said  Tom  ;  "and  1  have  found  Mis:^  Whittlebury's 
handkerchief  in  the  mud  !" 

*'  Jump  into  the  gig  then,  and  come  with  us,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man interrupting  ;  *'  I'm  going  on  at  once  to  Colonel  Grey's.  My 
poor  girl  is  not  in  Hill  Street,  and  must  have  gone  on  there  with  Mary 
— ]\Iiss  Grey  that  is.     Jump  in  :  we  shall  want  your  evidence." 

Tom  attempted  to  step  into  the  vehicle,  but  'Bobby,'  who  seemed 
to  have  a  traveller's  dislike  to  '  three  in  a  gig,'  snapped  and  snarled 
■with  such  ultra-canine  ferocity  that  his  loving  mistress,  after  half 
throttling  him  as  usual  with  the  blue  ribbon,  was  obhged  totally  to 
smother  him  in  the  ermine  muft"  before  he  could  be  prevailed  upon  to 
allow  the  entrance  of  the  stranger.  Tom  got  in  at  last,  and  by  dint 
of  holding  tightly  on  to  ^Ir.  M'hittlebury,  and  balancing  himself  upon 
the  side  rail,  avoided  turning  a  somerset  backwards  out  of  the  rear  of 
the  ch.iise.  *  Gustavus'  who  was  a  very  accommodating  animal  of  a 
horse — (by  the  by,  his  name  was  '  Chips'  before  the  purchase  of  the 
chaise,) — trotted  on  very  quietly  with  the  party,  jerking  up  the  little 
vehicle  at  every  movement  of  his  huge  shoulders,  and  throwing  up 
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his  head  at  overv  step  iik  aeknowledi^inent  of  his  mistress'  iiicessant 
C'liii'i)iiiLC  and  tu^t^ini?  at  the  reins. 

.Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  liad  oll't-red  the  u>r  ol'  lur  carriajje  t«>  the  j^tii- 
tlemen  the  nionienl  tiny  arri\eil  in  the  low  ii  alter  the  aiciihMit,  and  had 
with  iiuiuisitive  j;eiiero«ity  tacked  herstdi'to  the  l)arj;ain  ; — 'Gustavus,' 
as  she  said,  refiipinp;  to  he  driven  hy  any  other  person  exet-pt  herself. 
The  (Jolonel,  however,  meeting  a  friend  while  waiting  t'or  the  tnrn  out, 
l)orrowed  his  horse  and  rode  on  tirst,  leaving  Mr.  W  hitthhury  to  follow 
as  soon  as  Mr>.  Shrinkinwood  could  get  into  her  ermine  and  *Gus- 
ta\iis'  eould  he  got  into  tin-  chaise. 

'*  .lu.st  stop,  w  hilc  I  see  my  Aunt  for  a  moment,"  said  Tom,  as  they 
a[)prt)aehed  the  inn  where  Miss  Lucy  Haecptet  was  still  sojourning. 

"  1  ha\e  already  seen  her,"  .-^aid  Mr.  NN'iiitthhury  ;  "do  not  stop. 
I.cnil  nu'  the  reins,  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood,  and  1  will  see  if  *  (Justavus* 
cannot  l)e  made  to  get  on  a  little." 

Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  handed  the  reins  to  Mr.  \Vhittlehury  with  a 
smile,  ^^hile  '  Hohhv,'  irettinii:  one  of  his  vicious  little  eves  from  under 
the  muir,  gave  a  spitet'ul  half-suffoeated  and  sputtering  hark  of  re- 
monstrance,— for  which  he  got  his  nose  well  rapped  with  the  hut  I  end 
of  the  whip  l)y  the  anxious  Mr.  W  hitilehui  y. 

"  Confound  the  dog  and  the  horse  too  1"  said  the  old  gentleman,  as 
'Gustavus'  gave  tmecpiivocal  sym[)t()ms  of  slackening  his  pace  the  in- 
stant he  found  that  a  strange  hand  was  u])on  the  reins. 

*'  Let  n\c  have  him,"  said  Tom. 

Mr.  \\  hittlehury  ga\e  up  the  reins  impatiently, 

Tom  tried  his  hand  in  no  very  gentle  way  upon  'Gustavus,'  hut 
that  discriminating  animal,  disapproving  (»f  Tom's  fiery  regimen  alto- 
gether, came  to  a  full  stop,  and  shook  his  ears,  as  much  as  to  say  that 
"  it  was  no  go," — unless  he  was  allowed  to  use  his  own  discretion. 

The  two  gentlemen,  aiixious  heyond  measure  for  intelligence,  cursed 
the  heast's  ohstinacy  very  heartily,  and  handed  the  reins  hack  to 
^Irs.  Shrinkinwot>d,  who  had  sat  jjlacidly  smiling  at  'Gustavus'  the 
whole  time,  w  ith  *  Hohhy'  unmulled  and  his  head  safelv  packed  undir 
her  arm;  the  nu)nu'nt  'Gustavus'  felt  the  well-known  tugging,  and 
heard  the  accompanying  chirp,  he  llourished  his  straggling  tail, 
hung  it  over  the  da.shing-iron,  and  trotted  on  again  at  his  usual  pace. 
Greatly  to  their  surprise  and  annoyance,  as  soon  as  they  arrived  a  little 
way  into  the  country,  several  stones  were  thro\ni  at  the  gi'j",  nnti  a 
voice  shouted  to  them  to  slop,  hut  no  notice  was  taken  of  it,  in  their 
extreme  desire  to  get  forward. 
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During  tlie  ride  iiotliin^  trniiHpirrrl  hctwocn  {ho  old  gf^ntlf-mEn  and 
Tom  iclalivj-  to  llicir  |>ast  iniHiindcrrtluiMliiif^  i  all  tritiiii^  nialtcm  of 
uniioyaucc  HCTnind  to  have  hrcii  iurgotteii  in  the  one  Herioun  buMincMM 
of  the  moment.  Tom  npoke  of  hin  finding  tlie  handkerchief,  recounted 
ngain  und  again  the  wliole  of  his  converHation  witli  Old  Joan,  explained 
the  cause  of  his  visit  to  the  ncighhourhood  with  hiieh  ingenuouM- 
nesM,  and  shewed  himself  altogether  >\ieh  a  clear-sighted  serioiiH  and 
manly  young  fellow — now  that  an  opportunity  offered  for  such  dixplay 
— that  Mr.  \Vhittlehury  scarcely  knew  him  again,  or  rather — (for  he 
had  not  time  to  give  Tom's  character  a  thought) — treated  him  all  at 
once  as  an  ohl  friend  found  in  need,  and  as  an  Cfjual  in  every  respect. 

They  had  plenty  of  time  for  their  conversation,  'Gustavus*  always 
requiring  two  hours  to  go  twelve  miles,  so  that  hy  the  time  they  had 
reached  the  residence  of  the  Colonel,  all  the  speculations  which  could 
possibly  be  deduced  from  the  disappearance  of  the  two  young  ladies, 
the  absence  of  the  two  miners,  and  the  mysterious  demeanour  of  Old 
Joan,  were  exhausted. 

They  were  met  at  the  head  of  the  avenue  leading  to  the  Colonel's 
house  by  the  gamekeeper,  (stationed  there  for  the  purpose,)  who  in- 
formed them  that  the  ladies  had  not  been  heard  of;  and  that  the 
Colonel  had  gone  over  to  Fellborough,  and  would  take  Welderton 
again  in  his  road  home. 

Poor  ^Ir.  "NVhittlebury,  now  nearly  mad  at  the  loss  of  his  daughter, 
exhorted  Mrs.  Slirinkinwood  to  turn  her  horse's  head  once  again 
homeward,  and  with  heart  sick  w ith  grief,  and  eyes  swollen  with  pent- 
up  tears,  folded  himself  in  his  own  thoughts,  and  spoke  no  further. 

Tom  jumped  out  of  the  gig,  saying  they  would  travel  lighter,  and 
get  on  more  quickly  without  him,  and  that  he  could  walk  the  distance 
almost  as  soon  as  they  would  di'ive.  Mr.  Whitik-bury  pressed  his 
hand  but  said  nothing.  Tom  did  as  he  proposed,  and  the  gig  jingled 
on  in  advance. 

Tom  trudged  on  briskly — his  mind  bent  upon  re^'isiting  the  Wren's 
Nest,  and  searching  every  hole  and  corner  of  its  extensive  excavations, 
and  so  cross-questioning  the  old  fortune-teller,  that  had  she  the  cle- 
verest imp  that  ever  studied  equivocation  at  her  elbow,  she  should  be 
caught  at  last.  Glowing  with  the  ardour  of  his  schemes,  and  the 
speed  of  his  walk, — (he  had  almost  wrought  himself  into  a  run,  in 
endeavouring  to  make  his  feet  keep  pace  with  his  thoughts.) — he  at 
last  came  within  sight  of  Welderton,  and  halted  for  a  moment  to  take 
off  his  hat  and  wipe  his  forehead. 
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A  heavy  stone  came  rattling  down  iVoni  among  the  trees  at  his  feet. 

Tom  started  on  one  Hi(h',  and  hiokcd  np  and  watched,  remembering 
tlie  Kalutos  tlie  gig  had  received  at  the  same  Cjuarter  a  little  n\  hile 
before. 

Tom  waited  a  few  minutes,  and  then  moved  ou  into  a  more  open 
part  of  tlie  road.  Another  stone,  so  well  aimed  as  almost  to  hit  him, 
eame  whistling  over  the  heilge. 

Tom  shouted  ♦*  Hallo,  there  I"  and  stood  still. 

A  third  stone,  with  a  white  paper  attached,  eame  sailing  from  the 
same  quarter,  and  fell  at  a  little  distance  in  front  of  him.  Tom  ad- 
vanced and  picked  it  up — the  paper  was  dirty  and  crumpled  and  con- 
tained the  following  words,  written  in  a  short  lawyer-like  hand  : — 

'*  The  rope  was  cut  by  Red  Hill  of  the  Wren\s  Nest,  in  order  to 
liill  Miss  Grey.  The  fall  did  not  hurt  her,  in  consequence  of  the  rope 
untwisting.  She  ami  her  friend,  Miss  Jf'hittlefjury,  were  aftt^rwards 
enticed  iind  drowned  in  the  '  If  ash,'  hi/  the  same  purtij. 

"  Yours  to  command,  if  yon  will  hold  him  harmless, 

*'  KiN(;'s    KVIDKNCK." 
**  P.S. — /  tried  to  draw  your  attention  as  you  drove  to  the  Colonel's '^ 

Tom  was  over  the  hedge,  lofty  as  it  was,  in  an  instant,  after  he  had 
read  this  document,  but  no  person  was  to  be  seem;  he  ran  to  a  little 
wood  a  short  distance  olV,  (and  from  "which  he  felt  convinced  the 
missile  must  have  been  thrown,)  but  all  seemed  clear.  After  gazing 
about  for  a  moment,  with  teeth  clenched  and  eager  eye,  for  the  w  riter, 
he  regained  the  road,  determined  to  push  on  and  lay  this  new  and 
])ainful  information  before  Old  Mr.  M'hittlebury. 

Tom  was  not  long  in  reaching  the  town  :  his  lirst  object  was  to  see 
his  Aunt  Lucy,  ami  explain  to  her  the  melancholy  cause  of  his  pro- 
tracted absence.  Hut  that  lady  was  not  within — she  had  been  out 
all  day,  and  so  Tom  posted  on  to  Hill  Street,  the  residence  of  Mr. 
Whittlebury  ;  that  gentleman,  in  consecpience  of  information  he  had 
received,  hatl  proccdled,  with  the  proper  authorities,  to  search  Old 
.loan  lllfettle's  lodgings, — whence  Tom  posted  after  him,  compressing 
the  paper  so  tightly  in  his  hand  that  his  fingers  ached  again. 

Upon  reaching  the  dirty  and  wretched  hovel  of  the  old  fortune- 
teller, Tom  found  a  crowd  of  noisy  idlers  surrounding  the  door-way. 
He  burst  through  then\  and  o]iened  the  door,  and,  upon  giving  his 
name,  was  admitted,  by  Mr.  ^^  hittkbury's  rcquci^t.     Colonel  Grey  was 
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uImo  OIK'  ol'  till'  party.      Tom    immrdiately  protluciMl   the  paper,  Hhitli 
WUM  rcml  Nvitli  great  a\iility  l»y  liotli  geittleineii. 

"  Wc  mIiuII  catdi  ihaf  \illaiji  liefore  loiipr,"  nail!  the  Colonel.  "A^to 
tlic  '  \\'a>li,'  it  i^  a  \eiy  dark  ami  rapid  htreaiii,  hut  not  uhove  four  feet 
deep.  WC^did  not  get  ho  low  h.s  lliut  in  our  Meareh.  Let  Uh  iuMtantly 
ret  mil,  and  drag  it  from  end  to  end.  Wliy  Kueli  villany  should  he 
ilireeted  again.st  [)0()i'  Mary,  I  cannot  imagine." 

"  1  tln*e\v  down  tlio  chain  at  the  *  Devil's  Maw,'  "  naid  Tom,  "  to 
make  sure  of  tlie  old  woman.     She  cannot  escape  u>." 

"  We  will  reve  a  new  rope  at  the  shaft,"  said  Mr.  Whittlehurj'  aud 
the  Colonel  hoth  in  a  hreatli.      "  Where'y  Kwhank  ?" 

Kwhank  came  down  stairs  at  the  moment  w  ith  an  officer,  carrying  a 
man's  cloak  over  his  arm. 

**  We  found  this  cloak,  sir,  up  stair.<,"  said  the  officer,  presenting 
it  to  the  Colonel. 

Tom  joined  the  group,  and  taking  the  cloak  in  his  hand  tumed  hack 
a  small  piece  of  cloth  at  the  hack  of  the  collar,  and  heheld  hi.-^  own 
name. 

**  Why  that  is  my  cloak!  I  lent  it  to  an  old  woman  on  the  top  of 
the  Bedford  '  Regulator,'  some  months  ago,"  said  Tom,  in  astonish- 
ment. '•'  I  could  not  think  where  I  had  seen  that  old  fortune-teller's 
face  hefore.  No  wonder  she  had  my  name  so  pat.  There  were  papers 
relating  to  family  matters  in  the  pockets,  which  she  has  douhtle.ss 
stolen  and  made  use  of." 

*'  Take  care  of  the  cloak,  Mr.  Grah,"  said  the  Colonel,  ''  it  may 
lead  to  something.  Ewhank,  w^e  must  return  to  the  works,  and  get  to 
the  lower  level  and  search  the  '  Wash.'  We  have  information  that  the 
ladies  were  thrown  into  it  hy  that  miscreant  Red  Bill  and  another 
man." 

"  Scrahhes  I"  said  young  Ewhank,  in  answer,  clenching  his  fist, 
and  striking  out  at  some  imaginary  person  or  thing  in  front  of  liim. 
**  But  how  the  devil  are  we  to  get  there — we  cannot  have  a  new  rope 
for  some  days  at  least.  I  have  it  I — I  have  it  I"  concluded  the  active 
young  fellow,  springing  out  of  the  cottage,  and  presently  returning 
with  a  strong  cord  ;  *'  this  will  do  I  I  can  reach  the  chains  w  ith  this, 
and  you,  gentlemen,  must  trust  to  my  search  until  you  can  come 
down  yourselves."  And  away  went  Young  Ewhank  with  the  speed  of 
lightning. 

The  principal  part  of  the  day  had  been  spent  in  riding  about  to  dif- 
ferent houses,  in  the  hopes  that  the  young  ladies  might,  after  their 
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cscjipo  from  tlu'ir  perilous  situjitioii,  Imvc  taki'u  ret\i«:;i'  iiiidtT  one  of 
their  friemlly  roofs.  The  hope  thus  kept  alive,  and  theaeti\ity  neces- 
sary for  the  journeys,  liad  in  sonu'  measure  stuniK'd,  allhouj^h  not 
rcniovctl,  the  ajjony  of  luart  felt  l)y  Old  .Mr.  Uliitth'hury  and  the 
Colonel.  NoNs,  however,  that  hope  scenied  dead,  and  activ  ity  of  no 
further  avail,  Mr.  \\hittlehury  sank  under  his  calamity, — his  liead  fell 
upon  his  hreast,  the  hii^  salt  tears  trend)led  for  a  moment  upon  his  eye- 
lashes, and  then  i^ushed  forth  in  one  agonizinu;  hurst.  The  old  gen- 
tlenum  turned  away,  howed  almost  to  the  ;;ronnd,  and  covered  his  face 
with  his  hands.  Tom  tried  to  comfort  him,  hy  still  whisperinii;  hope- 
to  his  heart,  hut  a  pressure  of  the  hand  was  his  only  response  ;  and  a 
chiliini:;  silence  rested  for  a  while  upon  the  wliole  party. 

Suddenly,  stuiii^hy  the  idea  of  jriving  way  to  useless  grief  when  per- 
sonal exertion  might  still  he  of  service,  he  rushed  out  of  the  ho\il 
after  Ewhank,  followed  closely  hy  Tom.  The  Colonel  had  departed 
with  the  ollicer,  some  moments  hefore,  and  the  place  was  once  again 
silent  and  deserted. 

The  night  was  fast  settin*  in,  cold  and  eheorless,  with  every  indica- 
tion of  a  snow-storm;  and  the  works,  with  their  tall  rocks  and  cum- 
bersome machinery  lying  about,  loonu'd  dark  against  the  heavy  sky. 

Mr.  Whittlebury,  Tom,  Colonel  Grey,  and  a  number  of  the  better- 
disposed  of  the  workmen,  soon  congregated  at  the  fearful  chasm  at  the 
back  of  the  works,  with  torches,  liambeauv,  ])ie('es  of  lii;htt'd  hemp 
upon  the  ends  of  sticks — anything,  in  short,  which  would  give  light 
enough  to  expedite  their  purpose. 

Youngliwbank,  torch  in  hand,  with  the  rope  securely  fastened  about 
his  waist,  was  then  lowered  :  but  he  speedily  found  that  hiB  scheme  of 
raising  the  clmin  was  impracticable;  the  whole  of  the  upper  lengtli, 
about  twenty  feet,  to  where  it  joined  a  part  which  hung  inward,  an4l 
was  consecpu'utly  fixed  independently,  Inul  given  way,  and  had  gone 
rattling  to  tlu'  bottom.  As  soon,  therefore,  as  his  ft-et  touched  the 
second  and  still  stea«ly  hngth  of  chain,  he  slionted,  and  let  go  the 
rope  from  his  person,  bidding  the  party  stay  where  they  were  until  his 
return,  which  should  be  with  all  the  speed  he  could  make.  Tom  im- 
mediately prepared  to  follow  him,  but  was  with  sonu-  difhculty  pre- 
vented, the  workmen  reminding  him  that  he  would  not  be  able  to  find 
his  footing  so  easily  as  an  experienced  miner. 

Minutes  flew  by,  and  ho!ir  aft(  r  hour  rolled  on.  One  by  one  their 
torches  went  out,  a^  the  party  -at  or  leaned  about  in  groups,  in  expec- 
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talioii  of  liranii;:  the  Nvilctjuit-  mIjoiiI  ol  tin-  riliniiiu^  advciittirfr.  A 
lire  of  old  wood  wnn  at  last  kifidlcfl,  around  wliicli  Mr.  Wliilllcbiiry, 
Tom,  and  the  Coloiu  I,  rollectcd,  looking  in  each  other' »  facf8  for  hope, 
and  finding;  oidy  d(-s|>air. 

Tlic  night  Mtill  Mew  on,  and  all  was  silent;  the  snow  fell  in  driving 
clouds;  and,  HhivcMing  and  sick  at  heart,  they  had  alinoht  dtHpairtd  of 
Bccing  Ewbank  again,  Nshen  hin  well-knoNvn  shout  came  ringing  uj)  the 
chasm.  The  rope  was  instantly  thrown  to  liim  by  half  a  dozen  eager 
hands  ;  he  lix'cd  it,  and  was  once  again  drawn  to  the  surface. 

**  The  plank  that  crosses  the  'Wash'  is  gone,"  said  I^vLank,  the  mo- 
ment his  head  appeared  upon  a  level  with  the  ground  ;  "  gone  clean 
and  clever.  I  traced  footprints  from  the  shaft  to  where  the  plank 
was,  and  I  found  this  torch  upon  the  bank,  but  I  could  find  no  trace* 
of  Old  Joan  and  the  ladies.  1  shouted  with  all  my  might,  but  nobody 
answered." 

"  Did  you  cross  the  *  Wash'  ?"  said  half  a  dozen  hoarse  voices. 

''No,  I  did  not;  I  tried  for  it,  though,"  said  Ewbank,  shaking  the 
wet  from  his  dress  ;  "but  the  old  works  are  so  foul,  that  1  could  not 
have  gone  far,  if  I'd  succeeded.  There's  fire-damp  enough  there  to 
blow  the  whole  place  to  shatters." 

"  They  cannot  have  got  there,  you  may  depend  upon  it,"  said  Tom, 
suddenly.  "  Wliere  that  old  hag  Joan  is,  the  young  ladies  are  also.  I 
know^  not  why,  but  I  feel  convinced  of  it.  I  remember  now  that  her 
dress  was  wet  through  when  she  told  me  that  they  had  escaped  the 
fall.     Besides,  what  has  become  of  the  plank  ?" 

"Gone  with  the  stream,  most  likely,"  said  Ewbank.  "  It  plunges 
into  the  gully,  as  we  call  it,  with  strength  enough  to  suck  a  horse 
down." 

This  pithy  explanation  at  once  extinguished  the  little  flash  of  hope 
to  which  Tom's  hypothesis  had  given  rise. 

It  was  now  evident  to  all  parties,  that  nothing  further  could  be  done 
that  night,  or  rather  morning,  for  Ewbank's  search  had  detained  them 
until  the  cold  grey  twilight  had  begun  to  lighten  the  east.  With  me- 
lancholy forebodings  they  took  their  ^ray  through  the  frozen  snow  back 
to  the  town,  there  to  concert  further  measures  for  the  capture  of  Red 
Bill  and  Scrabbes,  and  the  discovery  of  Old  Joan  lllfettle. 
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CIIAPTKR  XXVI. 

CONJUNCTION    OF    VILLANY. 

The  next  clay  passed,  during  which  the  neighhourhood  was  ringing  with 
various  account k  of  the  murder,  aud  all  sorts  of  surniises  as  to  what 
could  be  the  object  of  so  foul  a  dvcd.  Large  rewartls  were  oll'ered,  and 
every  exertion  made  to  discover  the  retreat  of  the  perpetrators  of  the 
criMU'.  Tiie  writer  of  the  letter  i)icked  up  by  Tom,  and  signed  '  King's 
lOvidence,'  was  advertised  for,  and  enjoined  either  to  appear  or  commu- 
nicate further,  and  a  promise  of  pardon  was  held  out,  as  far  as  it  lay  in 
the  power  of  the  advertisers  to  grant.  Nothing  was  tliought  of  hut 
the  apprehension  of  the  two  missing  miners.  The  men  at  the  works 
f(u*got  their  cause  of  dispute  with  their  owners,  ami  joined  hand  and 
heart  in  the  search, — but  all  to  no  purpose,  no  clue  was  found  to  the 
retreat  of  either  Ued  IJill,  Scrabbes,  or  Old  Joan.  A  watch  was  set 
npon  the  mine  day  and  night,  in  tiie  hope  that  if  the  old  woman  were 
still  concealed  in  its  dark  de})ths,  famine  would  at  last  drivi'  her  forth; 
but  hour  after  hour  passiil  without  her  appearance, — still,  however, 
the  watchman  kept  his  pofit. 

A  new  lengtii  of  chain  and  a  new  shaft-rope  were  in  active  pre- 
paration, and  were  expected  to  he  ready  for  fixing  on  the  next  day. 
Mr.  \Vhittlel)ury  was  in  the  act  of  speaking  w  ith  the  contractor  on  tlie 
morning  after  the  fatal  occurrence,  when  he  was  consi»lerably  startled 
by  the  sudden  appearance  of  Mr.  Horace  Chuck,  accompanied  i)y  a  tall 
thin  individual  in  black,  with  a  white  hat  with  a  black  crape  hatband. 

Mr.  Horace  Chuck  introduced  the  individual  as  Mr.  Jeremy  Blink,  of 
Furnival's  Inn. 

Mr.  \\  hittlebury  shook  his  partner  mournfully  by  the  hand,  and  in 
a  few  words  detailetl  to  him  the  events  of  the  day  just  passed.  Horace 
Chuck  thrilled,  in  spite  of  himself,  at  the  untimely  fate  of  the  two  poor 
girls  ;  but  the  feeling  of  grief  soon  passed,  and  gave  way  to  an  un- 
bounded thirst  for  vengeance.  Loud  and  deep  were  the  threats  which 
he  uttered  against  the  turn-outs,  unless  they  returned  to  their  alle- 
giance on  the  morrow — the  last  day  given  them  for  deliberation.  Mr. 
Wliittlebury's  prayers  for  a  little  extension  of  the  prescribed  time — at 
any  rate  until  the  search  was  completed — were  scarcely  listened  to. 
Horace,  to  use  hia  own  words,  longed  to  teach  the  rascals  who  was 
master,  and  who  was  man,  and  to  irivo  thi  m  a  lesson  upon  rope-cutting 
and  murder  which  should  last  them  their  lives.     He  was  very  born.*  for 
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tlic  fjilc  of  ('ardliiic  ;  Kill  .ill  tlic  iiidulgcnrc  ami  conrefthion  in  tlie 
world  would  not  l)riiig  her  to  life  af^niii,  and  he  wai*  detcrniined  to  have 
Ids  rcvcnj^c.     Out  tlicy  Mhoiild  all  turn  on  the  morrow,  nnow  or  no  khow 

— ill  or  well  ;—  out  tlicy  should  go,  starve,  and  h( 1      It  wcjuld  do 

tlieni  pjood,  the  vilhiins,  and  ])rint^  them  to  tlieir  senHCM  a  litth* !  Horace 
wound  u|)  his  violent  diatrihchy  more  than  hinting,  that  a  little  more 
firmness  on  the  |)art  oi'  Mr.  NN'hittlehnry  would  in  all  probahility  have 
heon  tlie  means  of  savin;r  the  life  of  hi-<  dautrhter. 

iMr.  Whittk'hury  allowed  his  hot-headed  partner  to  proceed  withoiit 
offering  any  further  remark.  His  heart  Mas  too  full  of  his  Iorh  to 
pay  more  than  passing  attention  to  Horace's  various  propo«itionH  for 
bringing  the  strike  to  a  close.  The  conclusion  of  Horace's  sentence, 
howcTcr,  stung  him  to  the  quick  ;  hut  a  look  of  reproval  was  tin- 
only  reply  he  could  make  :  and  Horace  departed  to  his  inn,  to  brood 
over  his  schemes  of  coercion  and  revenge.  He  had  long  determined 
upon  this  step — long  wished  for  a  sufficient  excuse  for  "bringing  the 
men  to  their  senses," — and  was  determined,  now  that  one  had  at  la.<t 
offered,  not  to  let  it  shp.  Commiseration  for  his  partner,  or  grief  for 
the  fate  of  Caroline,  dM  elt  not  in  his  heart,  after  the  first  effect  of  the 
shock  was  over.  Upon  the  news  reaching  London,  therefore,  of  the 
fatal  catastrophe,  he  had  set  off,  mentioning  to  Mr.  Blink,  in  a  casual 
way,  his  intention  of  visiting  tlie  works.  To  his  sui'prise,  that  legal 
gentleman  proposed  to  accompany  him,  having  a  little  business,  as  he 
said,  to  transact  in  the  neighbouring  town  of  Fellborough;  and  so  they 
came  down  together. 

It  struck  Horace  Chuck  very  forcibly  upon  the  evening  of  their 
aVrival,  that  his  fellow-traveller,  Mr.  Jeremy  Blink,  was  anything  but 
a  pleasant  companion.  He  was  sharp  and  snappish  when  spoken  to, 
and  applied  himself  more  than  neeessaiy  to  the  whisky-bottle — looked 
at  his  watch  a  great  deal — inquired  repeatedly  about  various  convey- 
ances to  the  coast — and,  as  the  night  grew  older,  seemed  to  grow 
paler  and  paler  in  the  face,  until  Horace  Chuck  was  induced  to  ask 
if  he  were  unwell,  so  cadaverous  and  ghastly  had  he  become. 

"  It  is  this  confounded  cigar  I"  said  Mr.  Blink,  throwing  one  from 
him  into  the  fire-grate.  ''  I  will  just  walk  for  half  an  hour — I  do  look 
queer,  I  dare  say  ;"  and  he  put  on  his  hat  and  went  to  the  door,  which 
Boots  was  just  fastening-up  for  the  night.  Looking  out  into  the  quiet 
town  for  a  minute,  he  buttoned  his  coat,  and  went  foi*ward. 

Passing  down  the  high  street  at  a  gentle  pace,  and  with  the  ab- 
stracted air  of  a  man  with  nothing  particular  upon  his  mind,  he  turned 
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toM'ards  the  lower  town.  Tlie  lighting  hy  gas  censcil  at  the  conur, 
and  the  poorer  ;s(rc(t.-<,  witli  all  tlicir  haunts  of  villany  and  ;^uilt,  were 
left  to  themselves.  The  ehaiige  in  the  liijhtin^  of  the  i)laee  was  not 
more  rennirkahle  than  the  ehange  in  the  gait  and  aspcet  of  the  solitai-y 
pedestrian  :  his  paee,  from  a  slow  walk,  suddenly  increased  to  a  hrisk 
tiot  ;  and  tile  expression  of  his  eountenanee,  from  an  unmeaning 
l)lank,  heeame  full  of  agitation  and  exeitement.  The  further  he  went, 
the  more  speedy  his  pace  heeame,  until  he  turned  into  a  narrow  and 
dirty  laiu;,  in  the  most  disreputahle  part  of  Welderton. 

During  his  progress,  he  stopjjed  Reveral  times,  and  listened.  lie 
lau(  led  that  he  luartl  I'ootsteps  followim:  elosely  upon  him:  he  loi»ked 
haekward — hut  all  seemed  clear.  He  kmw  that  hr  had  not  passed 
any  one  ;  and  yet  the  sounds  had  fallen  so  distinetly  upon  his  ear, 
that  he  could  scarcely  helieve  himself  in  error,  lie  thought  it  might 
he  the  eelio,  and  tried  the  ell'ect  of  stamping  loudly  for  half  a  dozen 
steps,  hut  11(1  ceho  answereil  the  challenge,  lie  then  went  on  again 
with  redouhled  speed,  hut  ha(i  not  proceeded  far  hefore  he  felt  satis- 
lied  that  some  one  really  was  htdiind  him.  This  did  not  exactly  suit 
.Mr.  Jeri'my  Blink  at  the  monunt.  He  was  ahroad  upon  husiness 
strictly  private  :  he  therefore  turned  hack  for  some  distance; — hut  no 
pi'i-on  was  to  he  seen.  Lven  the  watchman,  lulled  hy  the  cold  night, 
had  forgotten  his  duty. 

Proceeding  onward  again,  hetter  satisfied,  he  threaded  one  or  two 
dirty  and  dark  lane.**,  taking  a  circuitous  eourse,  purposely  to  tronhlo 
his  follower — if  follower  there  shoidd  he, — and  at  last  stopped  at  the 
door  of  Old  .loan  Illfettlc's  deserted  hovel.  He  tapped  twice,  and  was 
at  last  admitted  hy  a  curious  and  unaccountahle  looking  individual, 
with  a  wrinkled  and  villanous  aspect,  and  a  l)ullet-head,  >\ithout  hair 
or  whiskers,  and  dressed  in  a  sailor's  old  jacket. 

*' Ijucky  you're  conn*  I"  said  tlie  fellow,  closing  the  dimr  Itehiml 
Mr.  lUink  ;   "  I  nni  almost  dead  in  this  hlessed  old  rat-hole  !" 

**  Possibly  .so !"  said  Mr.  Blink,  with  an  assumption  of  calmness 
which  hilt  ill  concealed  Ins  violent  agitation,  lie  then  paused  for  a 
moment,  and  looking  the  hald  individual  \ery  hard  in  the  face,  asked 
Ncry  signilicantly — *'  Dom:  .'" 

"  Ah  !"   said  the  other,    "  you   may  say  that  !      Done,  both  of  'em  I" 

*•  How  was  it?"  was  the  reply.  "  1  did  uot  want  both  of  tlieni : 
hut  never  mind." 

'*  'i'hey  fell  into  the  '  Wash,'  a'^  (hey  were  crossing  the  plank  !"  said 
the  bald  man. 
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"  Possibly  «o  !"  nhu\  Mr.  lilink  ;  "  could  not  be  better  !  Bnt  wbat 
the  devil  have  you  been  at  \vilh  yourself? — You'll  bring  the  whole 
town  about  your  heels." 

•'  I  shaved  all  iny  hairofl.  I  mean  to  bolt  the  moment  you  ca»h  up," 
paid  Red  Bill— (fur  the  bald  individual  wa«  no  other.)  **  I've  got  au 
ohl  black  wig — nobody  will  know  me." 

'•  You're  ii  fool,  Bill  !"  i-aid  Blink,  with  an  air  of  extreme  vexation  ; 
"  an  arrant  fool !  You  never  did  a  good  thing  yet,  but  you  marred  it 
by  your  cowardly  caution." 

"  As  how  ?"  said  Red  Bill,  looking  about  him.  "  Hush  I  I  thought 
I  heard  the  door  shake." 

*'  As  how  ? — why,  if  the  girls  shpped  off  by  accident,  why  can't  you 
appear  and  say  so,  and  not  go  skulking  about,  until  your  head  i«  worth 
fifty  guineas!  and  disguising  yourself  in  such  a  fa.shion  that  evcry- 
body'b  attention  must  be  drawn  to  you, — Where's  Scrabbes  ?" 

'*  Cut  and  run — gone  to  h I  for  all  I  know.     I  kept  liim  aa  long 

as  I  could,"  said  the  ruihan. 

*'  Where's  Old  Joan,  then?" 

"  Gone  to  the  devil  too  !  One  of  hie  messengers  came  for  her  in  the 
Wren's  Nest,  two  days  ago." 

'*  What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  Blink. 

*'  By  G I    I  hardly  know  myself  I     I  saw — you  know  who — him 

that's  been  dead  this  twenty  year — and  he  seemed  to  beckon  me  to 
follow  him.  Old  Joan  was  there,  and  Scrabbes.  I  felt  devilish  queer, 
and  fainted,  I  believe,  or  something  very  like  it — and  when  I  woke, 
Scrabbes  and  the  old  witch  were  gone." 

•'  And  so  you  thought  it  was  his  ghost,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Bhnk,  with 
a  sneer. 

"  What  if  I  did  ?"  said  the  other  sullenly.  "  You've  no  call  to  sneer 
about  it  I — I've  done  the  job,  and  I  expect  the  payment! — If  a  man  sells 
himself  to  the  devil,  he  expects,  at  any  rate,  to  have  the  cash  down." 

"  Possibly  so  !"  said  'Sir.  Blink.  "  And,  putting  the  compliment  on 
one  side,  I  don't  think  that  you  will  get  it  yet.  Y'ou  must  appear,  Mr. 
Bill,  and  tell  the  tale  of  the  accident.  Y'ou  must  discover  your  old 
friend  Scrabbes,  and  he  must  tell  the  same  tale,  too.  All  the  country 
have  been  crying  'Murder."  for  these  two  days  past, — that  cry  must 
be  stopped — and  stopped  by  you.  Old  Joan  must  be  found,  and,  if 
she  don't  behave  herself — faAe?i  care  of;  and  then  the  one  hundred  is 
at  your  serrice,  and  not  one  moment  before. — Yon  understand  me?" 

*'  Bless' d  if  I  do  ! — but  I'll  make  you  understand  me,  which  will  be 
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the  same  thing!  Look,  you,"  said  Red  Bill,  rising,  **  Mr.  Jeremy 
Jiliiik,  or  Smith,  or  whatever  you  call  yourself,  I  wun't  be  played  with, 
— when  1  found  this  matter  out,  and  sent  word  to  Old  Silverwing,  I 
didn't  expect  to  have  you  coming  this  game  over  me, — if  he  didn't 
choose  to  believe  what  I  said,  why  did  he  not  come  himself?" 

"He  didn't  come,  because  he  found  it  more  convenient  to  stay 
away  ;  and  he  didn't  choose  to  believe  you,  because  you  told  him  a  lie 
al)out  this  very  same  business  in  the  outset,  when  the  girl  was  born," 
replied  Mr.  IJlink,  in  his  usual  rpiiet  way.  "  \ou  said  the  job  was  done 
then,  and  received  your  reward — had  your  discharge  from  the  army, 
and  were  set  upon  your  legs  :  and  now,  twenty  years  afterwards,  you 
rip  up  the  old  story,  and  expect  people  to  believe  it  without  some 
little  inquirv  !" 

*•  W  ell,  you  made  the  inquiry,  and  fonnil  it  correct,  didn't  you  .' — 
and  you  made  love  to  the  girl  too,  didn  t  you,  and  wanted  to  marry 
hor  ' — Damme  I  Ohl  Silverwing  would  have  heard  a  little  of  this 
aflair,  in  a  different  way,  I  am  thinking,  if  she  had  not  told  you  to  go 
about  your  business!"  said  the  other.  "And  when  you  find  you 
can't  get  her,  you  renew  the  bargain  with  me, — that  if  I  get  her  well 
out  of  the  way  I  shall  have  the  money!  And  she  is  out  of  way — what 
the  devil  more  do  you  want  !  I  must  have  the  money,  and  ivi//  have 
it,  or  I'll  have  something  else  out  of  you  !"  concluded  the  rullian,  in 
grumbling  tones. 

"  Take  care,  Mr.  Bill! — take  care  !  I  have  your  neck  in  a  noose!" 
said  Blink. 

"  The  noose  liolds  two,  I  am  thinking,"  replied  the  other;  '*  and  I 
don't  care  if  I  do  have  first  fall,  as  long  as  1  bring  you  down  along 
with  me.     Hark  !    what's  that  ?" 

"The  rats  nibbling  away  at  the  door,  there,"  said  Blink,  somewhat 
startled. 

"Rats  don't  gnaw  at  outer  doors!"  said  Bill,  warily  approaching 
the  crazy  old  door  of  the  hovel,  and  suddenly  throwing  it  open.  A 
noise  of  rapidly  retreating  footsteps  echoed  through  the  silent  and 
dark  lane,  but  nobody  wa.s  to  be  seen. 

"  I  don't  like  this!"  said  \Ud  \V\\\,  grullly,  putting  cm  his  old  black 
wig.      "  I  must  be  off;   there's  mischief  a-foot — I  ftel  there  is!" 

"  Look  here  !"  said  Blink,  in  some  alarm,  pointing  to  the  door,  and 
calling  his  attention  to  a  hole  evidently  just  opened  between  the  two 
ill-joined  planks  of  which  it  was  forn\ed.  "  Some  peeping  ra.«5cal  has 
been  at  work  here  with  his  knife — the  slit  was  not  big  enough  for  him, 
and  be  hanged  to  him  I" 
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i'l  rl  I'll  I  iiiiiiicdiatrly  joined  luK  conii'aiiioii,  and  upon  perceiving  the 
fVf.sli  ()|)(iiiii^,  closed  the  door,  nnd  ixaniinrd  the  wtcpH. 

"  h    may  \\n\v  bi-cn   done   Koine   time,"   huid   lie.      •*  Ito — liere  are 

ilic  cliiiJH  and  tlic  Kawdust,  by  G !   We  liave  been  seen  and  lUtened 

fo,  (lull's  dear! — what's  to  be  done  T' 

ll  immediately  oceurred  to  Jilink  that  //chad  been  Btanding  \»ith  bin 
hiiclv  to  the  door  (he  uhole  (ime,  and  was  couHeqnently  safe  from  being 
iden(iJicd. 

"  You  may  do  as  you  like  !"  said  Blink,  walking  towards  the  door. 
*'  I  should  advise  you  to  stay  and  ^ive  the  evidence  I  told  you  of.  I 
am  going  over  to  Fellborough  to-morrow,  and  shall  not  return  for  a 
week." 

"  You  don't  go  without  paying  over  my  money!"  said  lied  Bill, 
attempting  to  get  be(ween  him  and  the  door\Nay.  But  Mr.  Blink  was 
(oo  quick  for  him  :  he  slipped  out,  and  slammed  the  door  so  violently, 
that  it  refused  to  open  again  for  a  minute  or  two.  V>y  the  time  Ked 
J>ill  w as  able  to  follow,  he  felt  that  it  was  useless,  and  so  stood  and 
pondered  for  a  moment,  his  countenance  indexing  the  angry  and 
fiendish  passions  Avhicli  worked,  like  so  many  vipers,  in  his  foul  and 
festering  heart.  He  clenched  his  hand  hard,  shook  it  in  the  direction 
taken  by  lilink,  drew  in  his  breath  with  a  hissing  sound,  and  also 
departed. 

AVlien  ]\lr.  Blink  returned  to  the  inn  it  was  late,  and  he  had  to  wait 
i?omc  little  time  under  the  portico,  for  the  sleepy  'Boots'  to  open  the 
door.  Upon  his  entrance,  he  found  Horace  Chuck  still  up,  and 
writing. 

*'AVell,  you  don't  look  much  the  better  for  your  walk,''  said  Chuck, 
with  his  pen  in  his  mouth,  desisting  for  a  moment  to  snuflf  the 
candles. 

*'  Possibly  so!  r)ut  what  the  deuce  arc  you  writing  about  at  this  time 
of  night,  or  rather  morning?"  said  Blink,  parrying  the  remark. 

*'We  shall  have  a  row,  to-morrow,  I  expect,"  returned  the  other. 
"  I  am  writing  to  the  magistrates,  and  the  officer  of  the  dragoons  at 
Fellborough.  I  have  had  a  letter,  since  vou  left,  thrown  at  me  through 
a  pane  of  glass,  cautioning  me  against  ejecting  the  fellows  from  Iron- 
stone Place,  and  the  houses  about  there,  and  tlu-eatening  me  with  Tcn- 
geance  if  I  do.  They  have  found  out  already  that  I  am  not  such  a  soft- 
hearted old  fool  as  my  worthy  Co." 

"  Do  you  really  mean  to  turn  'em  out  to-morrow,  then  ?" 
"  I  am  waiting  for  the  troops  to  come  over  early,  on  purpose,"  re- 
plied Chuck,  his  eyes  glistening  with  his  anticipated  triumph. 
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*'  I  should  advise  you  to  take*  care  of  youisrlf,  tlitii,  that's  all  ! — 
These  lellows  are  the  veriest  demons  when  roused,  that  ever  rode 
rou^h-shod  over  a  town  or  a  man  either,"  said  Blink.  "  I'reeious 
stiflinj:;  your  room  is — may  1  open  the  door  .'" 

"  Ves,  it'  you  like." 

Blink  opened  the  do(»r,  which  communicated  with  the  passage.  .lust 
as  lie  did  so,  he  heard  the  l)olts  and  chains  of  the  hall-door  aizain  at 
work,  as  if  closing  up  again,  after  the  entrance  of  another  late  ram- 
hler.  Acutely  ali>e  to  every  circumstance  hearing  upon  his  situation, 
he  listened  for  a  moment,  and  then  went  into  the  passage,  and  peei)ed 
over  the  banister  with  a  restless  curiosity,  and  saw  Mr.  Thonuis  Hac- 
(piet,  much  heated,  and  splashed  with  mud  from  head  to  foot. 

*' \Vhat  the  devil  '  "  said  he  to  himself,  turning  suddenly  away,  so  as 
(o  avoid  heing  ohserved  hy  the  party  now  ascending  the  stairs.  "That 
l\ll()w  here! — he  must  have  followed  me  to  some  ])urpose  this  time!" 
And  then  the  thought  of  the  old  door  at  Joan  Illfettle's  flashed  across 
his  memory,  and  he  stood  hesitating  and  uncertain,  with  tlic  handle 
of  the  lock  in  his  hand. 

**  Why  don't  you  come  in'"  shouted  Chuck,  in  ill-natured  tones. 
"Why,  what  on  earth's  the  matter  with  you  ^  You  look  worse  than 
ever  I — What  a  fool  you  are  to  do  it,  if  it  don't  agree  with  you  I — Go 
to  bed,  do  I — there's  your  candle." 

Mr.  hlink  lit  his  candle  with  a  constrained  attempt  at  coolness,  and 
then  departed,  leaving  Chuck  so  absorbed  in  his  plans  for  the  morrow,* 
(hat  he  scarcely  noticed  his  jiarting   **  (Jood  night  I" 

When  Mr.  Blink  had  reached  his  room,  he  sat  upon  the  side  of  the 
bed,  biting  his  nails,  and  pondering  for  some  time.  The  sudden  ap- 
pearance of  Tom  Uacfpict  in  the  very  house  with  him,  had  perplexed 
him  sadly  ;  and  the  idea  that  he  might  have  been  watched  by  that 
gentleman,  and  followed  to  the  house  of  Old  Joan,  and  overheard  in  his 
conversation  with  lve«l  Kill,  totally  overthrew  all  his  [)revious  plans, 
and  at  once  determined  him  to  (piit  Welderton  \\\\h  all  speed. 

Aunt  lAicy — who  still  resided  at  the  inn — was  startled  from  her 
repose  the  next  morning,  by  a  loud  rattling  of  horses'  feet  in  fmnt  of 
(he  house,  and  clanking  of  metal,  and  loud  bawling  and  knocking. 
Peeping  from  one  sid«'  of  the  blinds,  she  beheld  six  or  seven  dragoons 
walking  their  horses  about,  and  seemingly  waiting  with  no  little  im- 
patience for  admittance;  her  heart  told  her  at  once  that  this  was  the 
morning  upon  which  was  to  be  tried  the  vital  fpiestion  with  the  miners, 
of  who  was  to  be  master  and  w  ho  was  to  be  man,  however  unjust  and 
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tyrnnnical  the  prorccdingii  of  flic  master  rai^'ht  have  been.  She  had 
liud,  Niiicc  the  duy  of  lier  umI  to  Mrs.  Miriiikiuwood,  two  iccret 
country  walliH  with  Old  Mr.  Whittlchury,  and  had  htard  much  diiriTi(r 
these  ranililcH  respecting  the  (h.spute  witli  the  workpeople,  and  had 
also  flown  to  his  side  the  instant  the  sad  news  reached  her  of  the 
murder  at  the  mine  :  she  waa  therefore  rather  glad  than  dismayed  at 
these  signs  of  precaution,  and  proceeded  to  dress  herself  forthwith. 

Tom,  however,  came  to  her  long  before  she  was  ready,  and  was  so 
importunate  for  admittance,  that  Aunt  Lucy  pinned  herself  into  her 
great  shawl,  and  allowed  him  entrance. 

"  I  have  found  that  villain  JMink  ;  I  saw  him  go  out  of  the  inn  last 
night,  while  I  was  smoking  a  cigar  by  the  side  door,"  said  Tom, 
entering  on  tiptoe,  and  whispering — "  1  followed  him  to  a  rascally 
little  hole  in  a  dirty  lane  in  the  lower  part  of  the  town,  and  heard 
him  and  a  bald  scoundrel,  whose  face  I  shall  know  again,  talking 
about  poor  Caroline  and  Miss  Grey.  They  have  murdered  them  some- 
how together; — I'll  tell  you  more  presently,  but  1  must  be  gone  to  the 
next  magistrate,  and  have  him  appreheuded,  I  shall  not  have  time  to 
get  over  to  the  Colonel's." 

*'0h,  Tom  I  why  did  you  not  go  last  night  ?'' 

''  It  was  past  four  this  morning  when  I  saw  him  enter  this  house," 
said  Tom,  "  for  I  watched  him  every  step  ;  1  went  to  one  gentleman, 
but  he  was  away  about  the  anticipated  riot  of  to-day,  and  I  was  obliged 
to  come  back  again.  However,  I  have  been  at  his  door  all  night,  so 
that  I  am  certain  he  is  safe.     '  Boots'  has  gone  for  an  officer." 

*'Dear!  dear!"  said  Aunt  Lucy.  "  I  hope  they  will  catch  the 
villain  ;  I  am  as  grieved  for  those  two  poor  girls,  Tom,  as  if  they  had 
been  my  own  daughters.  I  saw  them  both,  and  took  quite  a  fancy  to 
them,  poor  things,  from  a  little  kindness  they  did  me  the  other  day  ; 
and  poor  i\Ir.  WhittlebiuT,  says  he  shall  never  know  happiness  again 
in  this  world,  and  raves,  and  goes  on  so  piteonsly."  Aunt  Lucy  could 
get  no  further,  but  began  to  sob  and  hide  her  face  in  her  handkerchief, 
as  if  her  heart  would  break.  *'  I  have  been  helping  him  all  I  could," 
concluded  the  good-natured  lady  at  last. 

"  That  was  right,  Aunty,"  said  Tom,  in  his  natural  voice,  which 
sounded  quite  startling  from  the  contrast,  he  having  all  along  spoken 
in  a  hurried  whisper.  "  That  was  right,  and  just  like  yourself.  As 
to  the  tw^o  poor  girls,  I  cannot  belieye  that  they  are  dead ;  I  have  a 
sort  of  feeling — a  presentiment,  or  whateyer  you  call  it — that  that  old 
hag  and  Blink  have  got  hold  of  them  for  some  evil  purpose  or  other. 
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Consider,"  and  Tom  dropped  all  at  once  into  his  old  argumenta- 
tive attitude,  one  hand  extended  to  catch  the  finger  of  the  other  as  it 
dropped,  with  the  conclusion  of  every  sentence,  into  its  palm — "  con- 
sider, nothing  was  found  at  the  .shaft,  indicating  death  hy  the  fall ; 
the  old  hag's  own  words,  that  ihv  /a//  did  not  kill  them  ;  my  finding 
the  handkerchief  a  little  way  from  the  place,  indicated  a  movement  of 
some  sort " 

"They  might  have  heen  carried,"  suggested  Aunt  Lucy. 

"  No,  no,''  said  Tom;  "  at  any  rate  they  were  ?afc  from  the  fall. 
Now  comes  the  drowning;." 

"  Good  Heavens  !  Thomas,  how  can  you  talk  so  coolly  1" 

"  I  always  tind  myself  steadiest  and  coolest  in  an  emergency,"  said 
Tom.  '*  Colonel  Grey  says  that  the  water  is  not  above  four  feet  deep  ; 
this  is  not  enough  to  sullbcatc  either  of  them,  if  they  had  but  the  pre- 
sence of  mind  to  keep  their  feet.  The  plank  which  crossed  the  stream 
is  missing  ;  that  cannot  have  gone  off  by  itself.  The  old  woman's 
clothes  were  so  wet  when  I  first  saw  her  in  the  mine,  that  it  is  next  to 
impossible  to  believe  but  that  they  must  have  received  other  wetting 
besides  the  dripping  from  the  rocks  :  she  is  also  missing,  but  how 
she  got  out  of  the  mine  is  a  mystery.  Altogether,  I  never  will  believe 
that  the  poor  girls  are  gone,  until  I  see  them  cold  and  dead  before 
me.  I  will  tear  up  every  rock  and  stone  in  those  dark  works,  until  1 
find  some  clue  to  this  villaiunis  business." 

Tom  and  his  .\unt  had  worked  themstlves  up  to  such  a  pitch  of 
excitement,  ihnl  they  had  not  perceived  the  entrance  of  the  chamber- 
maid. 

**  Please,  sir,  '  Boots'  and  the  ossifcr  is  outside,  and  they  are  waitinp;; 
and  they  say  that  No.  10  is  gone  olf  out  of  his  winder,"  said  the 
chambermaid,  out  of  breath  with  her  run  up  stairs,  and  palpitating 
with  the  interest  of  her  information. 

The  news  was  too  true. 

Mr.  Blink  had  waited  until  the  morning  had  dawned,  and  finding 
him.self  watched  at  his  bed-room  door,  had  opened  the  window  and 
dropped  quietly  on  to  the  law  n  at  the  back  of  the  house,  carefully 
leaving  the  amount  of  his  bill  and  a  gratuity  to  the  servants  behind 
him,  in  order  to  lull  susjiicion  at  the  abruptness  of  bin  early  depar- 
ture, and  had  made  the  best  of  his  way  from  Welderton. 
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Tin;  visit  of  llio  ofFitcr  in  scarcli  of  Mr.  Blink,  the  arrival  of  the 
(ha^oons,  and  tlie  preparations  making  hy  Mr.  (.'hiiek  for  liin  rnornin^f  h 
ca]nj)ai«^n  ^vitll  the  miners,  had  ereated  so  niucli  hustle  in  the  inn,  that 
hy  six  o'cluek  all  the  inhahitants  were  on  the  alert.  The  townn 
people  also  were  ou  foot,  and  full  of  excitement  ;  many  of  the  Hhop- 
kccpeis  seeing  parties  of  determined-looking  fellows  peranihulating 
the  streets,  preparatory  to  holding  a  grand  eonfercnce  just  outside  of 
the  town,  did  not  take  down  their  shutters  at  the  usual  time,  hut 
waited  to  see  how  matters  were  likely  to  turn  out ;  the  magistrates 
were  assemhled  at  the  *  George'  to  hreakfast,  and  everything  was  ready 
to  suppress  at  a  moment's  notice  any  outrage  upon  the  public  peace. 

The  disappointment  to  Tom  in  losing  his  captive,  after  having  all 
but  fairly  secured  him,  was  excessive  :  he,  however,  went  to  the  'George' 
immediately,  and  recounted  his  adventures,  and  was  highly  compli- 
mented hy  the  authorities  upon  his  perseverance  in  tracing  so  suspi- 
cious a  character,  and  a  warrrant  was  immediately  issued  for  the 
apprehension  of  Mr.  Blink. 

Horace  Chuck  was  so  much  engaged,  that  he  did  not  miss  his  com- 
panion. By  eight  o'clock,  he  had  had  a  disagreeable  altercation  with 
his  partner  respecting  the  measures  he  had  adopted  for  the  recon- 
ciliation of  the  miners,  and  had  at  last  left  him  with  the  determina- 
tion to  act  upon  his  own  responsibility,  and  carry  through  his  coercive 
measures  at  once. 

Mr.  AVhittlebury  was  so  absorbed  in  the  fate  of  his  daughter,  that 
the  differences  with  the  men  ceased  to  interest  him  further  than  as 
they  were  concerned  with  that  painful  circumstance.  Two  whole  days 
had  now  elapsed,  and  no  tidings  had  been  received  of  any  of  the 
parties  concerned  in  that  dreadful  tragedy,  and  the  third  day,  upon 
which  he  had  hoped  to  have  had  the  new  shaft  rope  rove  to  its  gear, 
was  in  all  probability  to  be  spent  in  bloodshed  and  quarrelling  with 
the  very  people  upon  Avlioni  he  relied  for  assistance. 

"  I  will  have,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  *'a  few  fresh  hands  at  any 
rate,  to  get  the  engine  to  work,  and  the  rope  in  its  place,  if  the  pre- 
sent hands  refuse  :  that  will  not  interfere  with  the  strike;  and  I,  and 
Tom,  and  Ewbank,  and  the  Colonel,  will  again  search  the  place  from 
end  to  end.     I  cannot  live  in  the  present  uncertainty.'' 
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Mr.  Wliittlehiiry  put  on  liis  liat,  and  proce'eded  to  tliu  uorks:  the 
rope  he  knew  wouhl  l)e  now  lyini;  there  ready  tor  use. 

A  hirj;c  nu'eting  of  the  miners  had  l)een  eonveneil,  and  tliey 
were  nsscnibleil  on  the  neighbouring  ground.  A  general  hoot  and  a 
storm  of  hisses  saluted  him  upon  l»is  appearance. 

He  beckoned  to  Kwl)ank,  who  was  perelied  upon  a  large  stone, 
haranguing  the  mob. 

'i'lie  young  miner,  however,  finished  his  speech  i)i'fore  attending  to 
tlie  signal,  and  then  jumped  olf  the  stone  under  a  salute  of  hearty 
cheers,  and  joined  Mr.  \\'hitllebury. 

"  Mwbank  I"  said  the  (dd  gentleman,  a  little  nervously,  *'  I  want  a 
few  hands  to  get  the  new  rope  up  ;  I  am  determined  to  Nisit  the  work.s 
with  a  party,  and  search  nu)rc  thoroughly." 

"  I  am  afraid,  sir,  we  can't  touch  it,"  replied  Kwbank. 

**  Not  touch  it  I  why  do  you  mean  to  pnt  the  life  of  a  fellow- 
creature  in  the  balance  against  the  paltry  consideration  of  a  few  pence 
advance  of  wages  ?" 

"  Xot  at  all,  sir;  there  is  not  one  amongst  us  but  would  set  to  work 
directly  if  it  was  of  any  use.  I've  searched  the  place  myself,  as  you 
know,  and  no  one  is  there;  l)esides,  by  a  motion  of  the  I'nion,  carried 
this  morning,  we  are  deternuncd  (o  >tand  out,  and  not  put  a  hand  to 
anything  until  our  just  claims  are  admitted  ;  but  I'll  try,  if  you  like. 
I  always  liked  you,  Mr.  Whittlebury,  and   so  do   all  of  us  ;  but   as  to 

the  other,  why that's  all."   .And  llwbank  nodded  significantlv,  and 

Mcnt  to  the  crowd,  who  were  standing  in  little  groups.  A  general 
l»u/.zing  soon  announced  that  his  proposition  m  as  imder  consideration  ; 
the  buzzing  grew  louder  and  louder  for  a  minute  or  two,  until,  upon 
Mr.  Whittlebury  walking  towards  the  spot,  it  snddculv  burst  out  into 
an  angry  storm  of  "  Ao^.v,"  yells,  ami  liissi-s. 

Mr.  Whittlebury,  now  angry  in  his  turn,  walked  towards  the  en"-ine- 
hoii><e,  but  was  stopped  at  the  doorway  by  two  nun. 

**  You  can't  enter  here,  sir,"  said  the  fellows. 

**  Not  enter  my  own  premises!"  said  the  old  gentleman,  in  anirrv 
astonishment. 

"Don't  exactly  know  about  that,  sir;  our  orders  iVom  the  council 
are  not  to  let  any  one  to  the  engine,  and  we  mean  to  abide  bv  them." 

*•  My  good  fellows,  you  are  acting  both  foolishly  and  vrongly  ;  I 
must  and  will  enter  my  own  house,  if  1  am  obligotl  to  bring  a  troop  of 
horse  at  my  heels  to  help  n«c.      You  had  better  leave." 

The  two   felloMs,  however,  remained  tirm  to  their  posts,  and   Mr. 
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Wliittlobiiry  rntnrnpd  to  the  town,  incciiRcd  ai  much  againHt  hi« 
partner,  whose  preHciice  and  Ijarsli  inca.HiircM  Jia<l  brought  matleri  to 
thiM  criHiH,  aH  a^nijiHt  tlio  men  thcmMelvcM. 

Hp  immediately  gatliered  a  few  Rtout  feUowB  btdonging  to  anotlicr 
coiiecrii  ill  the  iiei«^ld)Oiirhood,  and  \\lio  had  not  joined  the  union, 
and  who  were  willing  to  help  him  to  get  the  rope  into  it»  place,  pro- 
vided they  were  not  called  upon  to  do  anything  else.  Attended  by 
these  and  a  few  couHtaoles,  ho  again  apjiroaehed  the  works. 

Jlis  re-appearauco  upon  the  gronnd  waH  the  Hignal  for  a  general 
groan  from  tlio  excited  mob.  A  few  Btones  were  thrown,  but  no 
fiirtlicr  violence  offered. 

The  constables  then  demanded  admittance  from  tlie  two  door- 
keepers, and  being  refused,  seized  them,  and  attempted  to  take  them 
into  custody. 

A  general  movement  immediately  took  place  among  their  a-ssembled 
comrades ;  with  one  loud  hurra  they  rushed  down  upon  the  constable^*, 
and  a  smart  battle  ensued  for  possession  of  the  prisoners.  Mr.  Whit- 
tlebury  mounted  himself  upon  a  piece  of  stone,  and  tried  to  be  heard  ; 
he  was  soon  thrown  from  his  elevated  position,  and  trampled  upon, 
and  hustled  and  tossed  about  in  the  now  angry  croMd  Uke  a  ship  on  a 
heavy  sea :  all  his  endeavours  to  lull  the  storm  were  drowned  by  the 
groans  and  hisses  of  those  around  him,  and  by  the  cheers  of  the  party 
who  had  succeeded  in  rescuing  their  fellow-workmen  from  the  hands 
of  the  constables. 

The  sadden  appearance  of  a  troop  of  dragoons,  with  Colonel  Grey 
and  the  other  magistrates  at  their  head,  did  not  tend  to  increase  the 
peaceable  disposition  of  the  growling  mob. 

The  soldiers  halted  and  sheathed  their  sabres  at  command  of  their 
captain  ;  and  the  magistrates  rode  forward  towards  the  engine-house, 
which  was  now  the  centre  of  the  movement,  and  called  upon  the 
people  to  disperse:  they  were  answered  by  shouts  of  ''  Our  rights  and 
liberties!" — "'Fair  day's  wage  for  a  fair  day's  work  I" — **  Xo  lob- 
sters !"—'' Down  with  the  tyrants  !" — and  other  favourite  flowers  of 
mob  oratory. 

Colonel  Grey  then  looked  at  his  watch,  and  gave  the  men  ten  minutes 
to  disperse : — and  there  they  stood,  the  military  waiting  with  profes- 
sional nonchalance  for  the  fray  which  they  saw  would  soon  commence, 
and  the  miners,  like  some  angry  animals  which  only  wanted  the  excuse 
of  provocation  to  turn  and  tear. 

During  this  unnatural  and  threatening  calm,  two  horsemen  joined 
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the  mob,  at  a  gallop  ; — the  first,  Tom  Racquet,  rode  directly  to  where 
Mr.  Whittlebury  was  Htaiidin;^,  and  begj^ed  hiiu  to  leave  the  ground, 
as  his  preseuee  only  tended  to  inllanie  the  passions  of  the  men.  The 
old  gentleman  immediately  took  Tom's  advice,  mounted  his  proffered 
horse,  and  after  speaking  a  word  or  two  with  ('olonel  Grey,  rode  off 
amidst  the  furious  yelling  and  hooting  of  the  rioters. 

The  other  rider,  whose  face  could  not  very  distinctly  be  recognised 
in  consequence  of  his  hat  having  been  shaken  over  his  eyes,  by  the 
violence  of  his  gallop,  came  nuuUy  forward,  running  over  one  man, 
and  almost  riding  down  the  magistrate,  before  he  pulled  uj)  ;  the 
awkwardness  of  his  appearance,  and  the  evidently  painful  dilliculty 
he  evinced  in  keeping  his  seat,  raised  a  hearty  laugh  at  his  expense 
from  the  mob,  which  was  grindy  joined  in  by  the  statue-like  soldiery  : 
the  moment,  however,  he  felt  his  hands  sullicientlv  at  liberty  to  raise 
his  hat,  the  most  terrific  yell  that  ever  burst  from  mortal  throats 
shook  the  air. 

**  Chuck  !  Chuck  !    Down  with  the  tyrant !"  cried  the  mob. 

'*  You  had  better  leave  the  ground,  sir,"  said  Colonel  Grey,  leaning 
from  his  horse. 

*'  I  shall  not  leave  the  ground,  sir  I — the  ground  is  my  own,"  re- 
turned Horace. 

"  I  must  take  upon  myself  to  order  you  off,  sir,"  said  the  Colonel, 
"  if  you  are  likely  to  become  the  immediate  cause  of  a  breach  of  the 
peace." 

A  stone,  evidently  meant  for  the  person  of  the  unpopular  Horace, 
struck  his  horse.  The  animal,  not  liking  the  salute,  became  very 
restive,  and  employed  his  rider  so  ridiculously  in  keeping  his  seat, 
that  the  mob  tried  the  effect  of  another — and  another — accompanying 
each  with  shouts  of  deri>ion  at  his  awkward  attempts  at  horseman- 
ship. 

Colonel  Grey,  with  his  watch  in  his  hand,  now  rode  forward,  and 
held  it  up.  A  shout  of  defiance  was  the  answer.  He  then,  in  sonorous 
tones,  commenced  reading  the  riot  act. 

This  seemed  the  sisinnl  for  a  movement.  The  crowd  fell  back  veil- 
ing,  and  several  heavy  bludgeons  and  armed  staves,  which  hnd  been 
evidently  hidden  in  the  dresses  of  the  rioters  until  this  moment,  be- 
came suddenly  visible.  Tlie  riot  act  was  finished,  and  the  troop 
of  dragoons  moved  forward.  A  broad,  bright,  and  sudden  flash 
through  the  whole  line  proclaimed  that  their  swords  were  draw  n  ;  and 
they  halted  again.     Their  officer  then  rode  forward  with  the  intention 
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of  Kpcakiii;^.  lU-  wan  huliited  witli  a  nhowcr  of  BtoiiCN,  which  raur^iil 
ail  ('\  idciit  Kcii.-^atioii  aiiioii;^  liin  nicn.  He  nliook  hin  hcuil,  hlicatlii d 
hi.s  sword,  and  rode  a  iitth*  f'uithcr  forward.  Aiiotlier  ahowcr  ciiiiic 
rattling  a))out  hiH  cars.  He  turned  iialf  round  to  hiM  men — laid  hix 
hand  gradually  upon  the  hilt  of  his  Hword,  an  if  he  wished  the  riotcrK 
to  sec  and  profit  by  the  delay — drew  it  gently  from  it«  Hcabbard — and 
then  gave  the  fatal  word — "  (Jharge  I" 

A  tremendous  Hhowcr  of  brickbats  and  miaHileH  of  all  deKcription»« 
assailed  the  troops  as  they  rode  nmartly  forward.  The  flat  of  th< 
sabro,  liowcver,  applied  pretty  freely  about  the  heads  and  hhouldcr- 
of  the  most  obstinate  of  the  mob,  soon  made  an  impression ;  and  after 
five  minutes'  work  the  meeting  had  dispersed.  The  duties  of  the 
military,  however,  were  not  finished.  A  party  of  the  miiK-rs,  who  had 
detached  themselves  from  the  main  body  at  the  commencement  of  the 
row,  had  entered  the  town,  and  succeeded,  in  the  teeth  of  the  civil 
power,  in  breaking  open  a  gunsmith's  shop,  and  gettuig  possession 
of  many  rifles  and  pistols,  and  some  powder. 

This  intelligence,  which  was  brought  by  a  breathless  constable, 
divided  the  military  force.  Half  was  sent  back  immediately  into  the 
town,  to  prevent  further  mischief,  and  the  other  remained  to  prevent 
damage  to  the  works.  The  state  of  the  lower  part  of  the  town,  after 
the  rencontre,  was  very  threatening.  Large  bodies  of  men  were  col- 
lected in  the  narrow  streets,  talking  together,  in  a  low,  grumbling, 
and  determined  tone  ;  several  of  the  spirit-shops  were  ransacked,  and 
much  damage  done.  As  the  dusk  of  evening  approached,  these  meet- 
ings dispersed — but  with  a  hollow  murmur,  like  that  which  sometimes 
sounds  along  the  sea  before  a  storm. 

The  darkness  of  the  evening  was  increased  by  the  heavy  clouds 
which  had  been  gathering  all  the  morning.  A  cold  and  piercing  wind 
began  to  sweep  the  street,  and  whistle  and  roar  among  the  roofs  of  the 
rickety  dwellings  ;  and  the  snow,  which  had  fallen  partially  all  day, 
began  to  come  down  plentifully,  eddying  and  whu'Hng  to  the  ground. 
The  attempt  to  dislodge  the  miners  from  Ironstone  Place  had  been 
abandoned  until  the  next  day.  Horace  Chuck,  in  the  mtlt-e,  had  been 
unhorsed,  and  severely  beaten. 

The  miners,  however,  were  ignorant  of  this  decision,  and  as  the 
evening  approached,  became  more  savage,  gloomy,  and  determined. 
A  large  party,  which  had  collected  at  one  of  the  spirit-shops,  became 
drunk  ;  and,  taking  it  into  their  heads  that  the  attempt  to  dislodge 
them  was  delayed  merely  to  make  their  punishment  the  more  revere, 


lOM     KACai'ET.  225 

Ijy  turning  their  tftniilies  out  at  niyht,  ik'terniined  to  be  beioreliniiii 
witli  the  autliorities. 

Tliey  reeled,  drunken  and  shouting,  I'roni  the  house,  and  made  their 
way  through  holes  aiul  aUeys,  wliere  the  dragoons  could  not  act,  until 
they  reached  Ironstone  JMace.  Here  they  called  upon  such  of  the 
inhabitants  as  still  remained  in  the  houses  to  come  out.  Many  of 
them  did  so,  thinking  that  Chuck  and  his  posse  had  at  last  arrived.  The 
two  dragoons  who  had  to  patrol  the  narrow  street  were  driven  from 
it,  mueh  hurt,  A  spirit-shoj)  was  broken  o])en  in  a  moment,  ami,  in 
the  hurry  and  drunken  confusion,  set  on  lire. 

*'  Why  not  fire  the  whole  place  ?"  shouted  one  of  the  rioters  ;  "  and 
then  ('buck  may  come  as  soon  as  he  likes  !" 

This  proposal,  so  genial  to  the  savage  temper  of  the  mob,  was  re- 
reived  with  loud  shouts  :  the  little  furniture  of  the  houses  was  quickly 
removed  by  the  light  of  the  burning  spirit-shop,  and  placed  in  safety  ; 
and  the  work  of  destruction  commenced.  House  after  house  Maw 
emptied,  and  fired  from  top  to  bottom.  In  a  few  minutes  the  dense 
and  stifling  smoke  came  beating  down,  and,  mingling  with  the  snow- 
flakes,  fiUeil  the  street  to  suffocation  ;  but  still  the  maddened  and 
shouting  mob  went  on. 

The  whole  of  the  lower  town  was  soon  roused  by  the  light  of  the 
Ijurning  street.  Ileports  of  the  harsh  proceedings  of  Messrs.  Whittle- 
l)ury  and  Chuck  flew  in  all  directions,  until,  with  volleys  of  bitter 
urses  upon  both  partners,  the  major  part  of  the  meeting  of  the  morn- 
ing again  collected,  resolved  to  pay  those  gentlemen  a  visit  at  their  own 
homes.  Onward  rolled  the  howling  mob,  carrying  their  flaming 
torches  towards  the  upper  town,  driving  all  before  them,  breaking 
open  shops,  and  increasing  as  they  went,  until  they  reached  the  bridge 
whicli  connected  the  two  divisions  of  the  town.  Here  they  Rcparateti, 
one  party  nniking  immediately  for  the  gas-works,  and  the  other  pro- 
ceeding onwards.  Aunt  Lucy  and  Tom,  who  had  joined  Mr.  Whittle- 
l)ury  at  Mrs,  Shrinkinwood's  soon  after  the  riot  had  commenced,  were 
standing  on  the  roof  of  that  lady's  house,  watching  the  progress  of 
the  distant  fire,  and  insensible  to  the  roar  of  the  careering  wind,  and 
to  the  snow  which  was  falling  fa.st  around  them.  Mr.  Whittlebtiry 
wrung  his  hands  bitterly  as  he  saw  the  flames  increasing  an«l  lea))ing 
from  house  to  house,  and  glowing  and  brightening  against  tlie  lurid 
night  clouds,  but  said  nothing. 

*'  NVbat  is  the  meaning  of  that  dull,  humming  noise?"  said  Aunt 
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Lucy,  lintonin^  attentively,  and  railing  tlieir  attention  to  a  low  nnir- 
mur,  which  Hccnicd  to  riHC  and  fall  in  the  diiitAnce. 

"  I  niu  afraid  that  it  in  a  wi^iial  that  the  moh  are  comin;^  tinn  \Aa\, 
baid  Mr.  Wliittiehiiry.      "  If  ho,  Heaven  prcHcrve  uh!" 

Aunt  Lucy  Haid  nothing,  hut  moved  cloHer  to  the  aide  of  Mr.  Whit- 
tlehury,  leaving  Tom  to  himself. 

•'  I  will  go  down  and  see,"  said  Tom,  ha.Htily  ;  *'  I  will  return  in  a 
minute." 

Tom  hastened  down  into  the  street,  and  was  soon  Hatisfied  of  the 
serious  nature  of  the  riot.  Numbers  of  the  people  were  flying  in  all 
directions,  and  making  the  best  of  their  way  out  of  the  town.  A 
troop  of  horse  rode  rapidly  through  the  streets,  in  the  direction  of  the 
fire.  Suddenly,  to  Tom's  utter  dismay,  every  gas-light  in  the  place  N^as 
extinguished,  and  all  was  darkness,  save  the  red  glare  of  the  heavens. 

Tom  was  hastening  on  for  information,  when  he  suddenly  met  Mrs. 
Shrinkinwood,  in  her  little  gig,  endeavouring,  in  vain,  to  persuade  the 
imperturbable  '  Gustavns  '  to  mend  his  pace.  That  good  lady  had  been 
out  to  see  how  matters  were  going  on ;  and  finding  so  many  of  her 
neighbours  flying  from  the  scene,  had  hastened  round  by  the  stables, 
and  harnessed  her  horse  with  her  own  fair  hands,  intending  to  fol- 
low their  example.  Her  house,  she  knew,  as  the  residence  of  Mr. 
Whittlebury,  would  be  one  of  the  first  which  would  fall  a  prey  to  the 
savage  rage  of  the  mob. 

Tom  hailed  her,  and  asked  for  information. 

**  They  have  destroyed  the  gas-works,  and  are  now  ransacking  the 
Fleece,"  said  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood,  tugging  away  at  the  reins,  to  make 
*  Gustavus'  understand  that  he  was  to  stop.  (The  *  Fleece  '  was  the 
inn  at  which  Horace  Chuck,  Tom,  and  Aunt  Lucy  had  been  staying.) 
"  The  lower  town  is  all  on  fire  ! — Colonel  Grey  has  been  nearly  killed 
by  a  pistol-shot, — the  other  magistrates  have  run  away,  and  the  military 
do  not  know  what  to  do, — the  officers  say  they  cannot  act  without  their 
authority,  and  the  place  is  given  over  to  fire  and  pillage.  We  must 
lose  no  time — jump  into  the  gig — Mr.  WTiittlebury,  and  all  of  us,  had 
better  escape  before  the  mob  comes  up." 

"  You  get  on  with  the  chaise,"  said  Tom,  "  while  I  run  to  the  end 
of  the  street, — if  I  mistake  not,  there  is  a  house  on  fire  there  also  ;" 
and,  in  spite  of  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood' s  remonstrances,  Tom  ran  on. 

Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  put  *  Gustavus  '  in  motion  again,  and  in  due 
time  arrived  at  her  own  door. 
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Tom's  suspicions  were  well-foundetl.  Upon  arriving  ftt  the  end  of 
Hill  Street,  the  scene  of  destruction  came  fully  within  his  view.  Fur- 
niture and  pictures  were  piled  tou;cthor  in  the  roadway  and  lirctl  ; 
hottlcs  and  harrcl'^,  with  crowils  i)f  drunken  and  madilenid  wretches 
dancing  and  screaming  around  them,  stood  in  various  directions.  In 
one  part  a  quantity  of  spirits,  which  had  escaped  from  a  hrokcn  cask, 
was  (lanmied  up  in  the  gutter,  from  which  the  moh  were  drinking  it 
hy  means  of  their  hands — some  lying  down  at  full  length,  and  lilliug 
themselves  like  hcasts  of  the  field. 

The  troop  which  Tom  had  seen  ride  down  the  street  were  drawn  uj) 
opposite  the  rioters.  The  otKcers,  perplexed  at  the  ahsence  of  the 
magistrates,  and  fearing  t»)  take  the  responsihility  upon  thcmselvcR, 
were  collected  together  in  anxious  conversation.  The  moh,  emholdened 
l)y  this  state  of  alfairs,  and  furious  with  the  drink  they  had  imhihcd, 
talked  of  nothing  hut  plundering  the  whole  town.  House  after  house 
was  forced  and  fired,  pistol  and  gunshots  exchanged,  and  every  horror 
that  the  human  mind  could  invent  perpetrated,  before  any  one  in 
authority  could  be  found  to  put  a  stop  to  the  proceedings. 

The  oflicers,  finding  that  the  whole  town  would  probably  fall  a 
victim  to  the  flames,  ventured  at  last  to  charge.  They  were  instantly 
fired  upon  by  the  rioters,  and  lost  several  of  their  men  ;  heavy  tables 
and  chests  of  drawers  were  flung  out  of  the  windows  upon  their  heads, 
and  the  battle  became  general.  As  fast  a'?  the  mob  were  cut  doM  n 
and  'trampled  upon  by  the  military  in  one  place,  they  started  up 
in  another,  more  bloodthirsty,  savage,  and  indomitably  obstinate 
than  ever. 

The  ringing  of  the  fire-arms,  clashing  of  the  sabres,  shouting  and 
yelling  of  the  mob,  the  crackling  and  bursting  of  the  burning  tindiers 
proclaimed  that  the  riot  was  at  its  lieight.  A  sudden  cry  of  "  Hill 
Street,  Hill  Street,"  rose  from  the  crowd,  as  they  gave  way  at  last 
before  the  repeated  charges  of  the  dragoons. 

Tom,  who  had  seen  all  we  have  described  in  the  glance  of  a  minute, 
waited  for  no  further  intimaticni  of  the  mob's  intentions,  but  set  oflf 
with  the  utmost  speed  to  get  his  aunt  and  Mr.  Wbittlebury  out  of 
the  way  ;  his  precaution  was,  however,  lost.  I'pon  his  arrival  within 
sight  of  the  door,  he  found  it  ^battered  to  atoms,  and  another  mob  in 
complete  possession  of  the  house.  Here  the  same  savage  revelry  was 
being  enacted  over  again  ;  the  wine-cellar  had  been  forced,  and  the 
house  fired.  Tom  suddenly  foun<l  himself  awkwardly  placed;  he  was 
between  the  two  mobs,  with  nn  chance  of  escape,  and  several  parties 
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lo  whom  lie  aj)|)li((l  lor  adinittanro  flatly  rcfuKed  him,  fcariri^  to  opj  i. 
tlicir  doors. 

'riic  military  a;;uiii  fhar^cd  I'lirioiihly  u\)  the  Ktrcet,  and  Tom  Raw 
sc.'vcral  (lruu:oon  liorKcs  uiflioiit  their  ri(hrH, 

I'lsrapiiit:  uitli   ditliciilty  from  a  cut  aimed  at    him  hy  a  tall   Kohli*  i 
Tom   ntiiriH'd  to  the  cud  of  Hill  Street,  hoping  to  CKcapc  throiijrh  tli< 
stal)li!-yar(l  of  the  Fleece;  hut  the  attempt  wa«  UHele«H;  the  wallH  of  th" 
house  had   fallen,  and  huried  in  their  scathing  ruin«  nome  dozen*  of 
the    insensate   heists  who    had    caused    their  destruction.     The   fire, 
smoke,  and  choking   clouds  of  dust  which  heset   him   on  every  sidr , 
rendered  Tom   almost   as   mad  as   the  demons  by  whom  he  waj*  sur- 
rounded.    Again  was   he  nearly  cut  down  by  the   same  tall  dragoon 
who  had  charged  him  before,     Tom  knew  it  was  useless  to  complain, 
so  fell,  to  avoid  the  blow ;  the  soldier  stooped  from  his  liorse,  and  made 
a  stab  at  him. 

Tom  immediately  recognised  the  features  of  the  dissipated  Dick 
Gardner,  late  of  Coddlethorpe,  and  called  to  him  by  name  ;  the  soldier, 
however,  spurred  his  horse,  and  rode  furiously  on,  fleshing  Ins  red 
blade  deeply  into  the  shoulders  and  heads  of  all  within  his  reach.  In 
spite  of  all  the  military  could  do,  and  although  the  streets  were  strew  ed 
with  the  wounded  and  dying,  still  the  h:ob  held  their  deadly  and 
tremendous  power  ;  the  flashing  of  the  forked  flames,  and  the  yelling 
of  the  agonised  wretches  dying  in  the  boiling  lead  which  had  been 
melted  from  the  house-tops,  were  not  abated  for  an  instant ;  and  it 
was  not  until  day  began  to  break  that  any  cessation  seemed  to  lake 
place.  The  soldiers,  fagged  and  jaded,  and  many  of  them  as  drunk  as 
the  rioters,  still  rode  fiercely  up  and  down  the  streets,  dispersing  tlie 
stragglers,  and  endeavouring  to  stay  the  progress  of  the  fire. 

Tom,  who  had  risen  to  his  feet,  sorely  trampled  upon  and  bruised, 
and  with  a  painful  stab  in  the  neck  from  the  sword  of  Young  Gardner, 
was  making  the  best  of  his  way  out  of  the  town,  when  he  perceived 
his  ragged  little  guide  of  the  day  before  bleeding  from  a  severe  cut 
across  the  head,  and  lying  hi  company  w  itli  some  half  naked  men  and 
women,  upon  the  curb-stone,  drinking  the  contents  of  the  gutter  by 
the  help  of  one  hand,  while  the  other  was  employed  in  holding  a 
piece  of  old  carpet  to  his  wound. 

The  moment  the  half-tipsy  urchin  perceived  Tom,  he  gi'inned  and 
staggered  towards  him. 

"  I  say,  sir,  I  know  where  she's  hid  the  two  dead  ladies,"  said  the 
little  fellowj  with  a  revolting  leer. 
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I       "  What  do  you  say,  you  young  luscal  T'  saiil  Tom,  M'i/ing  hiiii  l)y 
"  tlto  anil. 

"  Old  Joan  tlirasla-d  nie  for  pri^^gin'  liilTs  wiltals,  so  1  tcild  her  J'd 
tell,  1  did,"  said  tlie  hoy,  reeling— *'  1  told  her  I'd  tell,  and  1  will; 
/  know  where  she  put  'em." 

"  l*ut  what,  you  young  scoundrel  .'"  said  Tom,  shaking  him. 

**  The  two  ladies  a.s  she  lugged  out  o'  the  Wash,"  said  ihe  boy; 
"  hut  eonie,  I  say,  don't  pinch  (piile  so  lierce,  if  you  please." 

Tom,  in  the  excitement  of  the  moment,  had  sei/.ed  the  young  thinker 
very  tightly,  struck  N\itli  his  inlclligence,  and  had  compressed  his 
arm  more  than  he  intended;  the  little  fellow,  tiiuling  that  remon- 
strance had  no  ellect  upon  his  captor,  tot)k  to  biting  and  struggling 
violently,  and  callinu;  out  at  the  sanu'  time  whh  thick  and  drunken 
utterance  for  rescue. 

"Till  me  where  she  put  them,"  said  Tom,  at  last,  "  and  1  will  let 
you  loose." 

The  little  fellow  was,  however,  by  this  time  too  far  gone  for  Tom  to 
understand  distinctly  what  he  meant  ;  his  si)eech  failed  him.  and  he 
fell  from  Tom's  gra>p  drunk  into  the  gutter,  'i'o.n  seeing  a  blue 
land)ent  Maine  Hashing  ami  playing  along  the  swollen  stream,  raised 
the  boy  to  his  shouhler,  and  carried  him  oil,  dtlriininrd  to  keep  him 
nntil  his  returning  senses  should  enable  him  to  e\[)lain  more  fully  the 
import  of  his  words. 

With  a  heavy  feeling  Tom  pursued  his  way  over  hot  ruins,  and  passed 
houses  tottering  to  their  fall,  until  he  found  himself  in  the  open  country. 

Tom  made  for  the  works,  hoping,  yet  scarcely  know  ing  w  by,  tli.it 
ln'  should  there  meet  with  somebody  who  could  give  him  information 
relative  to  the  retreat  of  Mr.  Whitllebury.  In  this,  however,  he  was 
disappointed  ;  the  works  were  deserte«l,  and  he  sat  down  in  the  engine- 
house  irtirched  with  thirst,  and  almost  fainting  tVoin  the  loss  of  blood 
.uisinj:  from  the  wound  in  his  neck.  He  placed  his  heavily  breathiii"- 
burthen  carefully  upon  some  straw,  and  watched  the  increasin- 
(lay-light. 

Morning  broke  over  the  tow  n  of  W'elderton,  and  the  riot,  more  from 
the  exhaustion  of  the  mob  than  from  any  other  cause,  at  last  iraxe 
way.  The  black  and  smoking  ruins,  jiartly  burning  and  partly 
covered  with  snow,  t(»ttered  on  lycry  side.  The  streets  were  dcnerted 
by  all  but  the  military;  the  inhabitants  had  taken  refuge  in  the 
churehes  and  more  distant  suburb>. 

The  "  I'lcece,"  lately  the  most  dashing  of  inns,  waN  now  but  a  hvnv 
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of  Hinonldcrin^  timber,  rcndtriiif^a  larfrc  part  of  the  ulrcct  impafRahU-, 
iiiidcr  i(H  piles  of  Hcordiin;;  utoiic  and  brick  lay  cliarn-il  to  ciiidcTH 
KCvcral  of  till-  wrrtchcd  being's  who  had  fallen  in  thtir  drink  the 
night  bi'forc  ;  round  the  edge  of  the  pile  of  rubhiMh  alno  lay  the 
remains  of  Imnian  creattireH,  literally  boiled  in  the  burning  llui<l 
Mlii(li  had  either  escaped  from  the  place,  or  been  wantonly  Kcattercd 
into  (he  slreet.s  during  the  fire.  There  they  lay,  with  their  facen 
hidden  in  the  kennel,  swollen  and  soddened  ma.ssc«  of  human  llei*h  ! 
for  hours  no  one  improached,  or  scorned  to  think  of  rescuing  any  w  ho 
might  still  happen  to  be  alive.  The  dead  and  the  drunken  lay  across 
each  other  in  the  snow,  w  hile  the  dull  heavy  sound  of  the  horsen'  feet, 
as  the  military  patrol  paced  up  .ind  down,  was  the  only  sound  which 
disturljed  the  quiet  of  the  melancholy  place. 

As  the  morning  advanced,  signs  of  life  were  evinced  by  many  of  the 
prostrate  wretches,  and  groans  and  screams  of  agony  rang  upon  the 
sharp  and  biting  air.  ]\lany  wlio  had  fallen  from  intoxication  sound 
and  whole,  woke  that  morning  from  their  treacherous  dream  maimed 
for  life. 

By  degrees  the  inhabitants  began  with  startled  gaze  to  appear  at 
their  doors,  and  inquire  of  each  other  the  extent  of  the  damage.  The 
**  Fleece"  and  all  the  houses  adjoining  were  destroyed ;  the  whole  of 
one  side  of  Hill  Street,  and  part  of  the  opposite,  had  fallen  a  victim 
to  the  flames.  The  jail  was  broken,  the  gas-works  destroyed,  and 
the  greater  part  of  the  lower  town  in  ashes,  besides  the  loss  of  life, 
which  was  terrible. 

By  twelve  o'clock  in  the  day  the  magistrates  and  town  council  were 
again  assembled,  each  with  a  ready  excuse  for  his  absence  the  night 
before,  and  report  was  brought  of  the  state  of  Colonel  Grey.  He  was 
not  considered  in  any  dano;er,  althoiisrh  badlv  wounded. 

With  an  alacrity,  which  was  meant  to  make  amends  for  past 
indecision,  orders  were  given  to  clear  the  ruined  streets  ;  the  wounded 
were  removed  to  the  infirmary,  the  drunken  imprisoned,  and  the  dead 
and  the  remains  of  those  burnt  by  the  hot  lead  and  spirit,  and  crushed 
and  mangled  by  the  falling  timbers  and  stone-work,  cared  for  in  the 
various  churches,  and  thus  ended  the  Welderton  riots. 
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niAITKK  WVIII. 

THE    FLKillT,    AM)     lllh    MOUNTAIN    STOUM. 

Mk.  Whittleiutry  ami  Aunt  l.iu  y  nm'it  just  proparinj;  to  dcsteii<! 
IVoni  the  root' of  Mrs.  Slirinkinwood's  house,  alarmed  at  the  inereiusinj:; 
iioisc  and  tlie  sij^us  of  lire  so  very  near  them,  wlien  that  hidy's  head 
Ix'canic  visible  through  the  little  tra[)-door  whieh  opened  «)n  to  the 
leads. 

"  Come  down,  Mr.  Whittlehurv  !  Come  awav  at  once — the  rioters 
are  coming  up  the  street  I  1  have  got  the  gig  at  the  hack  door  ;  and 
Nve  will  cross  to  Fellhorough  at  once.  They  talk  ahout  hanging  you 
and  Mr.  Chuck  up  to  the  lanii)-iron,  if  they  can  hut  catch  you!" 

This  last  Mas  an  addition  of  Mrs.  Shrinkinvvood's  own  inuigination  : 
reports,  and  stories  of  all  kinds,  never  lost  anything  by  passing 
through  that  good  lady's  hands. 

*'  1  will  not  move  one  step  1"  said  the  old  gentleman,  now  tho- 
roughly roused.  **  The  scoundrels,  who  have  robhed  me  of  my  poor 
girl,  may  take  me  if  they  ])lease.  1  have  nothing  further  to  live  for;  and 
have  hut  one  last  wish — to  brain  the  first  of  the  miscreants  that  steps 
over  this  door  stone  I" 

The  shouts  of  the  rioters,  who  had  by  this  tinu-  assembled  outside 
tlu"  house,  were  so  violent  that  tin*  party  inside  could  scarcely  hear 
themselves  speak  ;  and  the  smashing  of  the  glass  proclaimed  that  the 
attack  had  commenced.  ^Ir.  Whittlebury  was  almost  forced  down  the 
stairs  by  the  two  ladies,  and,  after  most  urgent  entreaties,  persuaded 
to  leave  the  house  by  the  garden,  .hist  as  he  had  done  so,  the  front 
door  Hew  to  shatters  and  the  mob  entered  in  search  of  him. 

Mrs.  Shrink inwood,  Aunt  Lucy,  and  the  old  gentleman,  then  com- 
menced their  retreat,  lighted  across  the  snow  by  the  red  glare  from 
their  own  dwelling,  which  was  soon  on  fire  from  the  cellar  to  the  attic. 
'Gustavus,'  for  once  in  his  life,  gave  signs  of  sympathy  with  his  mis- 
tress's distresses,  by  actually  setting  off  at  a  gallop;  and  they  were 
soon  out  of  the  reach  of  danger. 

"  How  long  will  it  take  to  reach  Fellhorough  ?"  asked  Aunt  Lucy, 
shivering  with  the  cold, — for  in  their  hurry  she  had  d«'i)arted  without 
her  shawl.     Mr.  Whittlebury  too  had  lost  his  hat. 

••  Two  hours,"  said  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood,  **  if  the  road  is  good.  Hut 
the  way  lies  directly  over  the  Haw ksfell  Pikes,  and  the  e now  may 
trouble  us  a  little.'* 
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'     "  IIu\vlv.^r(ll   I'lkcHl"  hunl    .Mr.  WliiMlclMuy;   "uliy  ue  hhall  never 
gel  over  lliat  (remriMlouH  r(»a(!  lliroii^li  nil  tliin  wind  and  Htorin." 

Tlic  lady  li(n\«\(i-  pjott-ti-d  that  she  knew  the  road  |KTfeetIy,  and 
fli.il  with  llic  moniiii^'M  li;^ht  they  nlioidd  he  al)le  to  diMtinfruijih  the 
way  very  well.  .Mr.  Whittlehury,  unahle  to  argue  the  (juestion,  cared 
not  Nvhich  May  they  t(jok,  or  Nvhat  fate  hefel  liirn  ;  and,  rendered 
seH'iMh  hy  the  extremity  of  hi.s  grief,  alnioHt  forgot  the  two  hlii\ering 
females  whose  late  was  now  hound  up  witli  his  own. 

As  they  proceeded  on  their  way,  they  .saw  tiic  snow  lying  iu  heavy 
wreaths  upon  the  liill  side."*,  .swe])t  up  hy  the  fury  of  the  wind. 

Their  road  lay  Ihrougli  a  lone;  tract  of  u))land,  now  scarcely  di.«tin- 
guishahle  from  the  hog  and  mora.ss  with  which  it  wa.s  skirted  on  eitlier 
side;  hut  Mr.s.  Shrinkinwood  was  determined  to  proceed.  Aunt 
Lucy,  who  suffered  from  the  cold  very  .severely,  questioned  the  pro- 
priety of  going  forward  with  so  little  light  and  over  such  precarious 
ground  ;  l)ut  as  i\Ir.  M'hittlehury,  to  whom  more  than  to  the  driv(  r 
her  appeal  was  addressed,  did  not  an.swer,  slie  .sat,  nilent  and  fearful, 
gazing  into  the  gloom  around  her,  and  expecting  every  instant  to  he 
whelmed  into  some  deep  cavity. 

*  Gustavus'  soon  hegan  to  feel  the  rise  of  the  road,  as  it  wound  among 
tlio  crags  at  the  foot  of  the  Ilawksfell  Pikes,  and  Ccime  to  his  usual 
walk. 

The  light  of  the  morning  found  them  half-way  up  the  steep  and 
rocky  way  which  crossed  the  mountain,  when  '  Gustavus,'  from  the 
heavy  state  of  the  road,  and  from  finding  himself  suddenly  up  to  his 
knees  in  snow,  came  to  a  stand-still ;  and  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  evinced 
evident  signs  of  having  lost  her  way.  Heavy  and  dark  loomed  the 
immense  masses  of  rock  which  surrounded  them,  and  heavier  and 
darker  frowned  the  lofty  Pikes  themselves,  while  the  neighhouring 
mountains  of  Blackfcll  and  Ileatherhrow  reared  their  scathed  and 
gloomy  heads  far  into  the  deep  grey  sky  ;  the  wind,  which  had  been 
boisterous  all  the  night,  seemed  to  wake  up  to  fresh  fury  as  the  day- 
lij^ht  broke,  and  came  careerino;  down  the  mountain  sides  iu  tremeud- 
ous  gusts,  baring  the  heads  of  the  rocks,  and  driving  the  snow  before 
it  in  huge  heaps. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  get  on,"  said  Aunt  Lucy  ;  *'  we  must  return  at 
once,  or  we  shall  be  lost  I*' 

^Ir.  "VMiittlcbury — who  had  until  now  remained  almost  stupilied 
with  the  weight  of  woe  whicli  had  so  suddenly  been  heaped  upon  his 
head — roused  himself  again,  and  after  getting  out,  and  scrambling  up 
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to  his  ihhMIl'  in  tlif  snow,  discovcrrd  that  a  sudiUn  (hp  in  thr  moun- 
tain road  had  hcconK*  lillud  with  a  (h'il't,  into  whicli  tluy  had  sunk 
oviT  the  tops  of  thu  wheels,  and  that  a  retreat  was  as  inipossihle  as 
an  advance. 

Mr.  Wliitth'bury's  first  rare  was  to  endeavour  to  get  the  two  ladies 
a  little  oir  the  road,  so  as  to  he  under  the  lea  of  a  piij^antic  roek,  whieh 
seemed  from  its  structure  to  have  heen  hurled  at  some  distant  perioil 
from  the  adjacent  mountain.  Here,  sheltered  in  some  measure  from 
the  wind,  they  resolved  to  await  succour,  judj;ing  that  the  hi^h  road 
l)tl  ween  Welderton  and  Kellhorough  could  not  be  lonj;  without  a 
traveller. 

Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  had,  lujwever,  in  the  darkness  of  the  ni^ht,  taken 
the  old  or  upper  road,  now  scaicelyor  ever  used  except  by  a  few 
slu'ijlierds  who  tended  their  flocks  upon  the  hij^her  regions  of  the 
Pikes.  '  Gustavus'  was  loosed  from  the  chaise,  and  after  one  or 
two  clumsy  . flounders  in  the  snow,  stood  still;  and  thus  they 
remained,  watchinu;  the  driving  clouds  as  they  rolled  their  lead- 
colouretl  forms  down  the  mountain  sides,  and  listening  to  the  terrific 
gusts  of  the  mountain  wind,  wailing  and  bellowing  among  the  jagged 
heails  of  roek  with  a  deep  full  tluuuler  whieh  not  even  the  sea  in  its 
mo.-t  awful  moments  could  ecpud. 

A  long,  flat,  white  cloud,  like  a  sheet  of  ice,  seemed  all  of  a  sudden 
to  form  and  fi\  itself  upon  its  edge,  along  tlu'  ridg*-  of  lilackfcll 
and  the  neighbouring  elevations;  the  instant  its  bold  broad  front 
met  the  gaze  of  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood,  she  screamed  with  terror. 

"  The  Helm  !  the  Helm  !  I  know  it's  the  Helm:  Good  heavens  !  we 
shall  all  be  bh)Wii  over  the  crags  I" 

"  Lie  down  under  the  rock,  close,"  sai<l  Whittlebury,  in  an  instant, 

It   is  our  only  chance  of  safety." 

'♦See!  see!  there  is  the  Bar!"  said  .Mrs.  Shrinkinwood,  pointiuLrto 
another  white  cloud  oppositi'  to  the  Helm,  about  half-a-mile  from  the 
mountain,  and  called  the  llelm-iJar,  from  a  supposition  that  its  pre- 
bcnce  in  some  measure  contr«)U  the  fury  of  the  cmning  storm. 

The  sky  was  visible  between  these  two  extraordinary  clouds,  and 
many  specks  and  lo«>sc  vapours,  detached  from  their  edeos.  were  liv- 
ing with   amazing  velocity  in  contrary  direction?. 

Suddenly  the  Ilelm-I5ar,  with  a  tremulous  motion,  began  to  disperse. 
Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  immediately  laid  herself  down  under  the  rock, 
pulling  .\unt  Lucy  upf»n  her.  Mr.  Whit th  bury  had  scarcely  time 
to    follow   their  example   before  the    terrific  and   all-dreaded    Ilehn- 
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wind  hiirHt  tliiuuUring  forth.  Guht  after  gu»t  Bwcpt,  tearing  along 
tlic  nioiiiitain  Midt-M  witii  an  awfnl  and  trtin(nd<jn«  roar;  nothing  >*it!i- 
btood  its  .sliock;  nia.sHCM  of  granite  were  thrown  from  their  hedn,  and 
hurk'd,  leaping  down  into  the  Htream  below.  The  hides  of  the  hilln 
were  cleared  of  snow,  and  the  whole  masR  Mcnt  fiyiug  into  the  valley  i 
even  the  liugc  fragment  ni)on  wliieh  the  travellers  had  depended  for 
safety  roeked  upon  its  baKis,  and  seemed  almofit  ready  to  follow  its 
lesser  brethren  down  the  deelivity.  Tlir*  cold  of  that  freezing  hurri- 
cane was  intense.  Poor  Aunt  Lucy,  who  had  j)ersuaded  herse!f  that  a 
'  (haft '  fioni  an  open  window  was  the  acmeoi  danger,  shivered  from  its 
painfully  deadening  effects,  and  Jill  but  fainted  with  terror. 

►Suddenly  the  snow  about  the  spot  upon  which  they  were  lying  was 
lifted  into  the  air,  and  with  one  roaring  whirl  carried  far  down  the 
mountain  side.  Mr.  Whittlebury,  at  imminent  hazard,  glanced  round 
tlic  rock  ;  the  road  was  clear  as  if  it  had  been  swept ;  *  Gustavus'  and 
the  gig  were  both  gone  ;  the  horse,  however,  w  ith  that  instinct  which 
teaches  animals  the  api)roacli  of  danger,  had  taken  refuge  under  a 
rock,  and  had  escaped  the  peril. 

The  piercing  blast  still  rushed  over  them  in  long  monotonous 
howls  although  some  hours  had  now  elapsed  since  the  storm  had 
commenced.  The  cowering  and  fearful  traveDers  at  last  began 
to  feel  that  irresistible  sensation  of  drowsiness  which  always  succeeds 
long  exposure  to  the  elements.  Aunt  Lucy  sank  exhausted,  and  Mrs. 
Shrinkinwood  and  Mr.  Whittlebury,  who  were  both  better  clad,  and 
had  been  more  inured  to  the  mountain  air,  were  fast  giving  way. 

By  degrees,  however,  the  wind  lulled,  and  ^Ir.  Whittlebury  went 
out  to  reconnoitre.  The  face  of  the  country  was  so  entirely  changed  by 
the  drifting  of  the  snow,  that  he  did  not  know  it  again  ;  large  hillocks 
had  been  removed,  and  hollows  filled  np,  in  tlie  few  hours  of  the 
storm ;  the  road  over  which  they  had  travelled  was  not  visible, 
nothing  remained  as  he  had  originally  seen  it,  but  the  stem  granite 
mountains  which  lay  piled  around  the  scene. 

The  heart  of  the  old  gentleman  sank  within  him  as  he  thought  of 
the  probable  fate  of  his  companions ;  he  turned  back  and  told  the 
result  of  his  examination. 

"  We  ai'e  crag-fast,  then,"  said  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood,  in  dismay, 
"  and  must  remain  until  we  are  either  starved  or  frozen  to  death." 

Poor  Mr.  Whittlebury  said  nothing,  but  tried  all  in  his  power  to 
comfort  liis  companions  in  danger  ;  but  it  soon  became  evident  that  he 
stood  as  much  in  need  of  comfort  as  either  of  them.     The  di'owsiness 
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which  had  fallen  over  Aunt  Lucy  fell  upon  him,  and  he  sat  down,  leaned 
against  the  rock,  and  prepared  for  sleep.  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  screamed 
ill  his  ears,  shook  him  hy  the  shoulders,  pinched  him,  and  did  all  she 
could  to  keep  him  awake:  the  ease  was  hopeless — the  sensation  was 
overpowering,  and  he  slept.  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  was  alone  in  that  wild 
mountain  region  :  she  ran  from  under  the  shelter  of  the  rock,  and  in 
defiance  of  the  wind,  which  still  blew  with  great  fury,  attempted  to 
descend  the  side  of  the  mountain  to  where  she  perceived  the  new  or 
lower  road  lay. 

One  or  two  dangerous  slips  into  deip  holes,  tilled  with  the  trea- 
cherous snow,  soon  convinced  her  of  the  madness  of  the  undertaking, 
and  she  returned  to  share  the  fate  of  her  companions. 

During  that  stormy  morning,  and  long  before  the  town  of  Wclderton 
was  again  under  the  entire  control  of  the  magistrates,  reports  reached 
tiic  inhabitants  of  the  ravages  of  the  Helm-wind.  Several  persons  had 
lost  all  their  sheep  from  the  upland  pastures,  others  had  had  their 
sheds  levelled  with  the  ground.  An  old  shepherd,  who  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  frequenting  the  fells,  brought  intelligence  of  the  shattered 
remains  of  a  chaise,  which  had  evidently  been  blown  over  the  crags 
from  the  old  road  into  the  valley  below. 

From  his  description  of  the  vehicle,  and  also  from  the  circumstance 
of  Mrs.  vShrinkinwood  having  been  seen  the  evening  before  driving  out 
of  the  town,  no  doubt  was  entertained  but  that  the  ill-fated  gig  must 
have  belonged  to  that  lady;  and  from  the  situation  in  which  it  was 
found,  but  little  hope  rould  lie  entertained  for  the  safety  of  the  fair 
owner. 

The  news  of  the  death  of  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  soon  reached  Horace 
Chuck.  Anxiety  for  the  fate  of  his  partner  was  the  first  feeling  which 
took  possession  of  his  heart,  for  he  knew  that  he  had  fled  with  her  in 
the  gig,  accompanied  by  another  lady. 

The  second  thought,  and  by  far  the  most  predominant  one,  was,  that 
the  NVren's-nest  Works,  and  all  the  property  thereunto  appertaining, 
together  with  much  other,  both  funded  and  landed,  could  with  very 
little  management  now  be  made  his  own.  Mr.  \Vliittlebury  was  dead 
• — old  people  cannot  stand  «»now-storms.  There  was  not  exactly  a 
feeling  of  gladness  playing  round  his  heart,  but  there  certainly  was 
but  little  feeling  of  sorrow.  Caroline  too — she  who  would  by  right 
have  been  her  father's  heiress,  had  been  called  to  her  long  home — 
again,  he  was  not  exactly  glad  ;  and  yet,  to  say  he  was  grieved  at 
tingling  so  serious  an  impediment  to  his  possessing  himself  of  the 
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fovitcd  juopcrly  reiiio\cil,  \U)ul<l  bi-  Hadly  hclying  hi*  thoroughly 
lucrcanliN'  licart. 

And  llius  he  lay  npoii  hiH  hofa,  and  |il(>ttcd  and  planned  the  accu- 
mulation of  wealth,  MJiilc  death  in  variouH  horrid  formu  wha  bu»y 
ahout  him.  The  n(ji>e  of  the  charging  troops  ;  the  Hcreanis  and  impre- 
cations of  the  niaihlencd  populace;  the  ruhhing  of  the  llaniCM  ;  the 
howlini:;  of  the  "svind  ;  the  pain  of  hi,><  own  hurts,  scarcely  turned  hin 
th()u;^dits  for  one  moment  from  the  glittering  channel  do\\n  which  he 
was  guiding  them. 

From  this  happy  deUiium  lie  was  roused  by  a  note  from  hi«  late 
friend  and  companion,  -Mr.  Jeremy  Blink,  dated  Fellhorough,  and 
informing  liim  of  the  presence  of  Mr.  Thomas  Racquet  within  the 
bounds  of  Welderton,  and  advising  him  to  have  the  warrant  for  liis 
ai)prehension  put  in  force  at  once.  The  letter  concluded  with  a  little 
condolence  upon  the  death  of  .Mr.  \\'hittlebur}',  and  a  little  advice 
upon  the  law  of  copartnery,  and  a  promise  of  seeing  his  dear  friend 
Chuck  airain  before  the  week  was  out. 

o 

Many  of  the  thoughts  expressed  in  the  latter  part  of  the  epistle 
agreed  so  completely  with  those  which  had  been  rushing  for  the 
last  hour  or  two  through  the  mind  of  Horace  Chuck,  that  he  could  not 
help  feeling,  that  if  Mr.  Blink  were  not  exactly  the  gentleman  who 
could  personify  his  better  angel,  he  was  at  any  rate  one  who  would 
pass  muster  very  well  for  one  of  an  opposite  character. 

*'IIe's  an  uncommon  good  man  of  bu.^iness,"  concluded  Chuck,  as  he 
finished  the  letter.  *'  Uncommon — never  misses  a  chance — it's  odd 
that  he  don't  get  on  in  the  world — I  wonder  whether  he  ever  cheats 
anybody  now — he  used  to  do  so  at  school — we  used  to  say  there, 
by-the-byc,  'cheating  never  thrives' — I  can't  make  it  out — Snaps  and 
Bonnetum  did  me  regularly  years  ago,  and  yet  f/tei/  cheat  and  thrive 
— at  any  rate  there'll  be  no  cheating  in  taking  possession  of  the 
copartnership  property  for  a  while  ;  if  anybody  should  turn  up  to 
claim  it,  why  of  course  I  shall  surrender  it,  after  payment  of  the  debts 
and  liabilities,  which  of  course  must  be  satisfied  first."  Mr.  Chuck 
would  fain  have  thrust  his  hands  to  the  bottoms  of  his  coat  pockets, 
but  for  the  present  was  debarred  that  luxury,  in  consequence  of  his 
being  a  fixture  upon  the  sofa,  and  there  we  will  leave  him  for  a  while. 

We  must  now  return  to  Tom,  whom  we  left  keeping  watch  over  the 
drunken  slumbers  of  his  ragged  little  guide,  with  his  heart  yearning 
to  know  the  fate  of  ^Ir.  AVhiltlebury  and  his  Aunt  Lucy.  Tom 
dared  not  quit  his  sclf-iinposed  charge.     M'ithin  the  dirty  ragged  heap 
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of  Iniman  flesh  which  lay  wallowinp;  l)of<)ro  liini  lav  the  secret  of 
(>aroliue'8  fate,  and  yet  no  liunian  means  couUl  lie  of  any  avail  in 
rclcasinir  it.  The  thonirht  ahnost  drove  Tom  to  desperation.  Time 
spcil  on  ;  and  yet  the  l)oy  remained  insensiliji'.  Tom  tried  the  oidy 
remedy  Nvithin  liis  reach,  drenching  liini  w  it  li  cold  water,  hul  a  few 
«!;nttural  sounds  were  all  that  the  application  elicited  from  liim. 

Tom  paced  up  and  down  the  frozen  snow  in  front  of  tlie  en<;ine- 
honse,  listeninp;  to  the  wind,  ami  fancyinu:  that  the  old  huildinj;  rocked 
ai^ain,  as  the  furious  hlasts  canu'  heatin«;  against  its  sides.  Kver  and 
anon  he  looked  in  upon  the  sleeping:  urdiin,  and  resolved  not  to  quit 
him  until  he  had  the  secret  from  his  lips.  The  little  fellow  rolled 
over  ami  murmured.  Tom  was  hy  his  side  in  an  instant,  and  llunc: 
some  straw  which  had  heen  scattered  ahout  in  the  unpacking  some 
machinery,  into  a  more  comfortahle  corner  for  liim. 

The  etiects  of  the  li(pn)r  at  last  hegan  to  disperse  froni  the  poor  little 
fellow's  drenched  hraiu.  Ni'ver  did  the  weary  traveller,  henighted 
upon  his  way,  see  the  sun  risi'  with  greater  joy,  than  'i\im  perceived 
the  llrst  symptoms  of  returning  aninuition. 

'*  Where  am  I  .' — and  where's  Old  Joan  '"  said  the  hoy,  turning  un- 
easily over. 

"You  are  fpiite  safe,  ami  out  of  Old  .loan's  way,  my  little  fellow," 
said  Tom,  anxiously. 

"  She'll  heat  nu',  I  know,  'cause  1  told  of  Tod's  Hole,"  murmured 
the  urchin. 

Tom  listi'ued  with  greedy  ear.  "  T(»d's  Hole,"  said  he,  "where's 
that  .^"  hut  his  eagerness  seemed  to  alarm  the  hoy.  He  gazed  with 
swimming  eyes  into  Tom's  face,  and  putting  on  what  in  his  soher  mo- 
mentfl  would  have  heen  a  look  of  deep  cunning,  remained  silent  for  a 
minute,  and  then  jiroceeded 

"  Didn't  I  steal  the  gruh  that  she  used  to  hide  for  Ked  Ihll  and 
Scrahhes  ?  I  saw  where  she  put  it.  I  should  like  to  liavc  a  touch  at 
a  little  now.  I  know  she  hid  some  for  them  the  night  they  holt»'d,  and 
I  don't  think  anyhody  will  get  it.  Let's  have  a  start  after  it,"  and 
again  his  heavy  head  fell  ujion  its  straw  pillow. 

"  Does  she  put  it  in  Tod  s  Hole,  now  T'   said  Tom. 

"No,  she  don't, — Tod's  Hole  is  in  the  ohl  works, — hut  she  puts 
otlur  things  into  it  though." 

"  ril  give  you  a  shilling  to  take  me  to  Tod's  Hole,"  said  Tom, 
poising  one  on  the  tip  of  his  finger. 

"  What  for?"  said  the  hoy.     "  Do  you  want  to  sec  the  two  ladies?" 
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*♦  YcH,"  Hfti.l  Tom,   "  I  rlo.     flow  did  you  ncc  them?" 

•*  I  saw  them  \\\h\\  I  went  down  with  yon.  Old  Joan  told  mi»  to 
l)rin«^  you  directly  to  tiic  place;  but  that  waH  when  they  were  alive. 
When  we  got  down  llie  chain  that  day,  I  .saw  her  hiding  like,  un<ler 
the  CiiiUy  Uock,  and  ko  i  cut  oU  to  the  Hole  at  once,  in  hopen  to 
liiul  some  prog;  and  then  I  saw  them  laying  down  together,  all 
wet." 

Tom'a  state  of  impatience  and  anxiety  could  allow  him  to  remain 
no  h)np;cr  in  the  engine-room,  i)08ses«ed  now  of  information  Huffieient 
to  guide  him  in  his  rcsearchrH  ;  he  gave  up  the  scheme  of  keeping 
tlie  hoy  iu  his  custody,  and  hastened  round  to  the  chasm  at 
the  hack  of  the  works.  A  thought  instantly  flashed  through  his 
mind — (he  chain  was  destroyed,  and  all  communication  with  the 
interior  cut  oil",  at  any  rate  for  some  time.  The  painful  idea  also 
obtruded  itself,  whether  in  his  haste  to  secure  the  person  of  Old  Joan, 
he  had  not  heen  the  means  of  destroying  the  lives  of  the  two  young 
ladies.  Even  if  they  had  escaped  from  drowning,  how  could  they,  weak 
and  exhausted  as  they  must  have  been  from  the  fright  and  the  immer- 
sion, liave  sustained  themselves  for  the  three  past  days  without 
sustenance  of  any  kind.  With  the  speed  of  light  Tom  flew  back  to 
Welderton,  hoping  to  find,  now  that  the  first  fury  of  the  riot  had 
passed  over,  willing  hands  enough  to  aid  him  in  his  attempt  to  reach 
the  interior  of  the  mine. 

To  his  great  grief,  however,  the  tale  of  Tod's  hole  was  scarcely 
listened  to.  The  all-absorbing  subject  of  the  last  night's  outrages 
threw  all  private  interests  into  the  back  ground.  Every  one  was  busy 
in  either  projecting  plans  for  the  defence  of  the  remaining  portion 
of  the  town,  or  of  visiting  the  ruins  of  the  part  destroyed,  and  the 
murder  of  the  two  young  ladies  became,  as  it  were,  so  much  part  and 
parcel  of  the  mischief,  that  no  one  paused  to  give  it  individual 
attention. 

Tom  applied  to  the  nearest  magistrate,  who  promised  him  aid  the 
first  minute  he  had  to  spare  from  his  duties,  and  then  next  moment 
forgot  him.  Colonel  Grey  was  too  unwell  to  be  spoken  with,  and  of 
the  retreat  of  the  willing  Ewbank  Tom  was  ignorant.  Among  the 
various  reports  which  reached  Tom's  ears  during  his  sohcitations  for 
aid,  the  death  of  ^Ir.  WLittlebury,  his  Aunt  Lucy,  and  poor  Mrs. 
Shrinkinwood,  were  among  the  first.  This  seemed  to  place  the  cope- 
stone  upon  liis  misery,  and  he  felt,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  that  he 
really  stood  alone  in  the  world.    A  gloomy  despondency  seemed  winding 
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itM  cliilly  inllucuce  round  \m  heart  ;  its  Bprings  of  energy  liccamo 
('xhaiiHtecl,  nni\  lie  turned  iVoni  the  sights  of  niiii  wlneli  surrounded 
him,  sickened  l)y  tlu»  heartless  rouduet  of  his  fellow-ereatures. 

To  leave  the  town,  except  in  the  direfti«)n  of  the  \vorks,  was  nn  inipos- 
siijility.  The  snow,  which  had  lallen  in  large  (juantities  all  the  night, 
iuul  completely  choked  up  all  the  roads.  Tom  directed  his  steps  to 
the  'George,'  which  fortunately  had  escaped  the  general  pillage,  in 
hopes  of  still  linding  some  one  who  would  for  an  hour  or  two  witli- 
draw  his  attention  from  the  puhlic  misfortunes,  and  aid  him  in  his 
endeavours  to  penetrate  the  mine. 

Tom  mentioned  to  the  la.idlord  his  wish  for  help,  either  to  get  the 
shaft-rope  ready  for  use,  orthr  chain  replaced. 

**  hor,  sir,"  said  the  landlord,  "  Mister  Cliuck,  as  the  place  helongs 
to,  is  upstairs — only  he's  rather  bruised. — He's  the  man — he'll  help, 
I  dare  say." 

Tom  was  surprised  for  a  moment,  and  then  eagerly  asked  permission 
to  visit  him  in  his  chamber. 

The  landlord's  announcement  at  the  room-door,  of  "Mr.  Thomas 
l{a('([uet,"  had  scarcely  escaped  his  lips,  before  Tom  was  in  the  room. 

.Mr.  Chuck  sat  slillly  upright  upon  the  sola,  and  begged  to  know 
what  circumstances  hail  procured  him  the  pleasure  of  a  visit  from  Mr. 
Thomas  Kac(piet. 

Tom  scarcely  noticed  the  altered  manner  of  his  quondam  rival  :  but 
ran  rapidly  through  the  news  he  had  gleaned  from  the  boy  ;  and  im- 
plored Horace,  for  Heaven's  sake,  to  eu<lea\()ur  to  find  some  one  who 
would  help  him  in  his  emergency. 

**  To-morrow  it  shall  be  looked  to,"  said  Horace. 

*•  I  want  to  visit  the  mine  at  once,"  said  Tom,  almost  misdoubting 
his  ears  ;  **  an  hour's  delay  may  be  fatal — I  will  go  down  N\itli  any 
party  I  can  get  together." 

"  You  will  not  do  any  such  thing,  Mr.  Racquet,"  said  Horace. 

"  Not  search  the  mine !"  said  Tom. 

*•  The  mine  has  already  been  searched  from  end  to  end,  sir,  l)v  the 
young  lady's  father  and  a  party  of  her  friends  ;  any  interference  upon 
your  part  is  totally  uncalled  for  and  unnecessary." 

"  IJut  I  have  a  clue  since  their  attempt,"  began  Tom,  "  and  surely 
you  will  not  omit  an  opportunity  of  testing  the  truth  of  the  statement." 

"  I  Mill  take  upon  myself,  sir,  to  do  a.s  I  please.  I  am  cpiite  satisfied 
that  the  remains  of  the  two  ladies  are  not  in  the  works  ;  nnd  shall 
certainly  forbid  your  rambling  all  through  them  merely  for  the  sake 
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ofgratifyinp;  your  idlo  cnrioHity,"  Kaid  Mr.  (.'h nek,  with  an  immenM 
nsHnnipf  ion  of  dii^iiity. 

"  I  \\\\\  ('xuMiiiic  (licni  from  cml  to  end,"  Kuid  Toiu,  willi  j^rcal  \iij- 
Icnco,  "  ill  dcliaiico  of  yon  or  any  other  man  ;  a  foiii  murder  hax  U-cn 
commit t<'d  within  tliosc;  dark  rcccRHCM,  and  nothing  nliall  iircvcnt  mv 
iisinjj;  I'vcjy  means  in  my  power  t(»  tr.'we  llie  murderer.  I  /<«</  hoped 
to  have  received  willing  and  ellieient  help  from  you,  Horace  Chuek, 
instead  of  eohl  unfeeling  ohstruetion." 

"The  \\orks  are  /loio  my  whole  amJ  sole  property,  .Mr.  Tliomri- 
Kacf[uet.  The  death  of  my  lamented  partner  and  hin  daughter  ka\e 
them  so,  and  I  will  have  no  midnight  rohher  prowling  over  mv 
premises." 

Tom  stared  at  the  stiff  figure  of  Horace  Chuck,  wl)o  had  at  la>t 
contrived  to  struggle  on  to  his  legs,  and  thrust  his  liands  into  their 
usual  receptacles. 

*'  You  need  not  stare  so,  Mr.  Racquet.  You  doubtless  remember 
Beech  End,  and  a  robbery  of  a  certain  .Mr.  (Jhnek  one  fine  moonlight 
night.  You  will  excuse  me,  if  after  the  experience  I  then  received  of 
your  prowess  in  adopting  other  people's  property  as  your  own,  I  doubt 
your  honesty — I  say  your  honesty,  on  the  present  occasion.'' 

Tom  looked  as  if  he  were  calculating  the  consequences  of  knocking 
Horace  through  the  window. 

"  All  I  have  to  say  is,  Mr.  Racquet,  that  I  shall  not  trust  you  in 
the  Wren's  Xest;  and  that  a  warrant,  which  has  been  sometime  issued, 
but  which,  with  the  usual  cunning  of  thieves  and  yagabonds  you  have 
hitherto  eluded,  will  be  immediately  enforced." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  I  have  stolen  your  pocket-book?"  said 
Tom,  gasping  for  breath. 

"  You  commit  yourself  in  your  haste,  Sir;  I  never  mentioned  a 
pocket-book,"  said  Horace,  grimly. 

"  I  will  confess,"  said  Tom,  "to  having  played  upon  your  courage 
a  little,  Horace  Chuck,  on  the  night  you  speak  of,  in  company  with 
others." 

"  The  Rattletons,"  said  Horace,  ringing  the  bell. 

"  "Well,  the  Rattletons  ;  the  things  taken  from  you  were  all  returned 
the  next  morning,"  said  Tom,  "  and  you  know  that  your  paltry  lie 
of  the  loss  of  your  book  is  but  a  cowardly  excuse  for  converting  an 
innocent  trick  into  a  highway  robbery.*' 

The  landlord  opened  the  door,  and  stared  at  the  two  gentlemen. 

"  Tell  Mr.  Grab  to  step  this  way,"  said  Horace. 
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"  Gi'fi\i  Is  an  offircr — is  he  not'"  said  Tmn. 

Ilor.it'c  (lid  not  dt  iii:n  any  answer;  Imt  Innped  aci'dss  tlu' room,  and 
looked  out  of  the  window,  with  a  very  »etl  face. 

"  (jralj  is  an  olliccr — is  ho  not .'"  said  Tom,  repcatinu:  liis  (jiiestion 
stendy. 

"  Ves,  he  is,  sir;  and  liolds  the  warrant  i'or  your  n|»i)rehensioii," 
i('[)lied  Chnek. 

"  I'll  knock  him,  or  any  other  man,  down,  as  surely  as  he  attempts 
to  interfere  with  lue  helore  I  iuive  searehcil  tlnit  mine."  said  Tom. 

Mr.  Chuck  exinecd  his  usual  viiru  of  ai!;italiiMi.  lie  tliiii>t  liis 
hands  to  the  hottoujs  «d'  his  i-oat-tail  poekels,  and  jingled  the  eontents. 
in  this  re.^peet,  he  nni^ht  perhaps  ha\e  reniin«hil  his  aecjuaintanee 
stron«j;ly  (I'riends  he  had  mine — he  eouhl  not  ali'ord  them)  of  a  well- 
known  reptile,  whieh  never  intends  misehiet' w  ithout  lirst  of  all  warn- 
inti;  the  tia\eller  uC  its  iutenlious  hy  shakini!:  the  rattle<  in  il-;  tail. 
Horace  not  only  rattled  his  tail,  hut  whistled  also — not  likiot^  his 
visiter's  warlike  tone. 

Just  as  Tom  was  leavin«>;  the  room  Mr.  d'rah  niatle  his  appearance. 

"  This  is  Mr.  Thoioas  Kaetput,"  saiil  Horace,  pointin;'  hiia  out  in 
the  otlieer. 

**  I  kn»)w  it  is,"  said  Mr.  (Jrah;    "  I've  seen  hiiu  hefore." 

*'  Why  didn't  you  take  hiui,  then'"'     aid  Horace. 

"'Cos  the  warrant  was  only  put  into  luy  h;.  .l.-.  this  uiorinnir," 
said  Mr.  (Irah. 

"  Take  him  now,  tluMi,  ean't  you  .'"  saitl  Hora<*e. 

Tom  innnediately  repeati-d  his  threat  of  resistance,  uniil  he  had 
either  made  the  search  himself,  or  had  seen  another  partv  undertake 
the  task. 

"  Hcsistanee  w  ill  ilo  no  i;ood,  Mi.ster,"  saitl  the  oHicer,  who  was  a  eiril 
fellow  enou'^h,  and  as  strong  as  a  li«)n ;  **  resistance  v\  ill  lea»l  to  nothinir 
hut  hroken  heads  and  imprisonment  ;  you'll  hi  tter  c(uu<'  ipiii  tly  at 
once.  It  will  he  hut  a  ridi'  oxer  to  Frllboron}i;h  and  haik  ;  f()r  the\"ve 
done  for  tin*  ohl  «;a(d  lure;  autl  I  daresay  you  <'an  soon  find  hail; 
and  then  you  can  iret  a])ont  thi-  joh  ilirectly,  and  I'll  he  the  first 
to  help  you." 

"  Yon  are  a  jj^ood  t'elh)w.  Mr.  lirah,"  said  Tom  ;  "anil  I  thank  yon 
tor  your  oiler  ;  nevertheless,  I  will  not  he  caj^ed  np  in  stonewalls  nntil 
I  am  satisfu'd.  As  to  hail,  I  do  not  know  a  .soul  in  the  place  ;  there- 
tort',  stand  out  of  my  way  ;    I  am  uoinp:  to  tin*  works." 

Mr.  Oral),  however,  \\  ho  never  travelletl  without  his  shadow,  opened 
the  door  and  discovered  to  Tom  the  individual  performing  that  cba- 
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meter — a  lonjj;.  Ix.iiy,  dirty-lookiiip:  fellow.     *'  Two  to  ono,"  KaiJ   Mr. 

(I'ral),  ill  a  jocular  way. 

"  T/ii'ct'  to  one,"  said  Horace,    willi  a  mkit,  and  Iiohldin-  tKiv.aril. 

Mr.  (I'ral)  Middiiily  touiid  liiiunelf  in  the  fender,  battling  ikitli  the 
fire  irons  ;  lloraee  (Jlmek,  with  equal  celerity,  found  hiniMelf  under 
tlictahh';  and  the  lon«;  hoiiy  fellow  ont«ide  Bnw  «o  many  ditlirent 
ways  at  once,  and  hcheld  so  many  dancing  lightK  everywhere,  that  he 
liad  the  greatest  diflieulty  in  finding  himself  at  all. 

So  unexpected  and  vigorous  was  Tom's  onslaught,  that  hi«  two 
first  victims  were  disposed  of  almost  simultaneoiisly  ;  with  the  indi- 
vidual at  the  door,  however,  who  was  awake  to  mo^'t  moves,  he  had 
a  severe  although  a  short  tussle,  and  he  was  gone. 

Horace  Chuck  got  up  with  two  more  bruises  to  brown-paper  and 
vinegar,  and  vented  the  first  of  his  temper  upon  Mr.  (jrab,  to  whom 
he  applied  all  the  hard  words  which  came  handiest  and  fpiickest. 

jMr.  Crab  and  his  man  stared  at  each  other,  rubbed  the  damaged 
parts  of  their  persons,  and  t];(  n  departed  after  their  captive,  prondsing 
that  if  they  did  get  hold  of  him  again,  that  they  would  take  care  he 
did  not  repeat  his  trick. 
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Tom,  in  his  rage  and  hurry,  ft)nn(l  him>elf  in  the  lower  town,  and 
close  to  Joan  llltettle's  hovel,  before  he  distinctly  remembered  where 
lie  was.  He  was  suddenly  hailed  bv  vounsr  Ewbank,  and  he  crossed 
over  instantly. 

'*  If  you  have  the  feelings  of  a  man,  Ewbank,  help  me  in  getting  to 
Tod's  Hole,"  said  Tom,  his  blood  boiling  with  the  speed  at  which  he 
had  been  running.  ''  I  am  almost  certain  the  ladies  are  there,  starring 
for  Avant  of  food.  That  rascal  Chuck  refuses  me  permission  to  visit 
the  works ;  so  quick,  quick,  there  will  be  an  officer  after  me  in  a 
minute  to  prevent  me." 

'<  How — what — who  told  you  V  said  Ewbank. 

Tom  described  the  boy,  and  mentioned  the  spot  where  he  had  left  him. 

"  Come  along,"  said  Ew  bank.  "  I  never  owed  the  poor  old  gentle- 
man any  malice,  and  I'm  sorry  for  the  lengths  things  went  to  la-t 
niirht ;  but  there  was  no  stopping  them  when  the  drink  once  got  the 
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nppor  hjiihl.  lliTp,  .liin  r>m'u  I  Diivyl  I5t)lj !  t ho  ladies  arc  found  I  l.ct's 
i^ct  tlic  rope  lip,  and  >^()  to  the  old  place.  lUdly  Chuck  HnvH  none  of 
u-i  sliall  ever  touch  his  ground  apiin — 'taut  the  lir^t  lie  he's  tohl." 

The  shouts  ol'  llwhank  soon  hroii^ht  a  host  ol'  his  fi lloNv-niinerB 
altoiit  him.  'roiu,  Ijieathless  with  anxiety,  explained  to  them;  but 
they  shook  their  heads  wheu  thiy  found  that  Kwhunk's  shouts  of 
triumph  were  hascd  upon  such  uncertain  foumlation.  However,  they 
aL;reed  to  ii;et  the  rope  up,  if  it  were  only  to  aiuioy  their  ohl  nmstei-, 
and  if  they  unshipped  it  again  tlie  instant  after  it  hud  served  their 
purpose. 

The  shoutinix  crowd  soon  reached  the  engine-house  :  Ewbnnk  entered 
it  ;  the  hoy  had  lied.  "  Who  the  de\il  has  been  at  the  boiler.'"  said 
he  ;    "  the  nuin-hole  i"<  open,  nuil  the  covtr  uone  .'" 

It  may  he  necessary  here  to  evplain,  that  in  large  stenui  engine 
boilers,  a  hoh'  of  sullicient  si/.c  to  admit  a  man  is  left  at  tlie  top,  for 
the  iM)uvenience()f  cleansing  the  interior,  which  is  termed  tl»e  mau-hole. 
This,  of  course,  is  securely  covered  and  b«)lted  down  when  the  engine 
is  ready  for  w  ork. 

*'  \ever  mind,  lads,  there  is  enough  of  us  to  stand  hy  the  windlassl"' 

All  hands  were  now  as  eager  for  a  good  work  as  they  had  been  the 
night  l)efi)re  ready  for  an  e\il  oiu'.  The  wiiullass  was  cleared,  the 
pit  uncovered,  and  another  basket  brought  forward,  in  an  iiu'redibly 
slu)rt  space  of  tiuu\ 

Tom,  eaiier  for  the  conclu.Nion  of  the  preparations,  ran  hither  and 
thither,  helping  and  directing. 

*•  l!uu  round  one  of  you  to  the  Maw.  I  h'ft  a  rope  there  liie  other 
night  ;  it  will  just  do  to  seize  this  old  piece  of  lindx  r  up.'  ( i  ieil  1]\\  bank. 

Two  young  fidlows  imnuMliately  scampered  oil,  as  if  their  very  li\e8 
depended  upon  their  expedition,  so  completely  had  Tom's  enthusiasm 
taken  possession  of  the  party. 

•*  Halloo  I"  said  I'wbank,  in  surprise,  when  the  rojic  wnH  handed  to 
him,  "who  tied  these  knots?      I  didn't  ;    I  h Ti  the  rope  coileil  up." 

There  was  a  silence. 

•'  Where  did  you  find  it  T'  continued  Mwbank. 

"Tied  to  the  chain  pin,  and  hanging  ih)wn  the  .Maw  ,"  said  the  felhiws. 

"  Lads,"  said  ilwbank,  softly,  and  all  of  a  Mudden,  "  1  take  it  some- 
body must  have  tied  these  knots,  and  have  u.s»'d  this  rope  to  get  into 
the  ntine.  There's  none  of  i/.t  woidd  want  to  be  there,  e.vcept  one 
whose  head  is  now  worth  fifty  guineas." 

"  liill !   Bill  1   Red  Hill,"  said  the  voices,  in  the  same  undertone. 

R  2 
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"  Von  nrc  rit^lit.  I'll  l)ft  any  man  a  (jiiart  lie  got  hack  to  Win  oM  liaunt 
last  iii;:;iil,  (imiiiLi;  tiic  row.      If  \\r  ratdi  iiini  nvc'II  iiarif^  liiiii  at  once." 

Shouts  of  uctjiiiesccnce  shook  thr  (jM  ciigiiKvlioiiMC  at  thiit  propo'-al, 
and  the  work  of  |)n'j)ariii'^  for  tin-  dc-icent  went  on  more  hiickly  than 
ever. 

"  ril  ^o  down  first,"  said  Torn,  sprinj^ing  into  the  baiiket  long 
i)efore  it  was  ready. 

"  Von  liad  hetter  not  ljo  down  alone,  tlien,"  said  Kwhank  ;  "  if  that 
rascal  is  down  there  you'll  have  Marui  work  of  it  before  you  can  lielp 
yourself;  all  this  row  at  tlic  i>it's  lUijiiili  must  have  roii»ed  him,  if  he 
liad  slept  like  a  stone." 

llalf-a-dozen  eager  volunteers  immediately  stepped  forward  to  ac- 
company Tom. 

**  No,  no,  1  shall  go  myself,''  «aid  l^\hank  ;  "only  you  fellows  have  a 
care  that  the  rope  don't  cut  upon  the  pully,  and  mind  to  have  your  line 
steady  on  the  windlass." 

**  Now  then,"  said  Ewhank. 
'    The  basket,  with  Tom  standing  in  it,  swung  over  the  pit,  and  Kw 
bank,  after  waiting  for  a  moment  to  steady  it,  step[)ed  lightly  in  a-  it 
descended. 

The  two  travellers  remained  .-ilent  for  abt.ve  a  minute,  ^^hen  Ew- 
hank remarked  to  Tom,  that  they  had  no  arms  of  any  kind,  and  that 
a  crowbar  would  be  worth  its  weight  in  gold  just  then,  e.>pecially  if 
Ked  Bdl  was  waiting  their  arrival — for  you  may  depend  upon  it  1r-"11 
die  game,"  concluded  the  young  miner. 

"We  shall  have  enough  to  do  by  our  elves,"  said  Tom. 

Their  arrival  at  the  bottom,  however,  was  not  interrupted,  and  Tom 
found  himself  again  standing  among  the  tangled  mass  of  cordage,  the 
remains  of  the  former  shaft-rope. 

"This  must  be  the  way,"  saitl  Tom,  pointing  to  the  dark  cutting  in 
Avhich  he  had  picked  up  the  handkerchief. 

"  All  right,"  said  Ewhank;  "  look  out  for  an  irou  of  some  sort  ;  it 
won't  do  to  go  empty  handed." 

Tom  picked  up  a  crowbar.      "How  about  a  light  ?" 

"No  light,  if  you  please,"  said  Ewbank;  "  I  know  every  inch  of  the 
ground ;  you  keep  hold  of  my  jacket  behind.  They  II  have  a  light 
wherever  they  are,  and  if  Master  Bill  catches  sight  of  a  light  coming 
his  way,  I'm  thinking  he  will  not  hesitate  long  in  spoiling  the  candle- 
stick, with  that  precious  old  pistol  of  his." 

As  Tom  and  Ewbauk  departed  down  the  dark  cutting,  the  basket 
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was  drawn  to  the  surface  again,  |)ri*|)aral()ry  to  tin-  iksecnt  of  anotlicr 
j)aii'  of  a(l\('iitiii  t  is. 

"  J  lush,"  said  Ewhauk,  afttr  lh(  v  liad  })roceeded  some  distance, 
"  voices." 

"  Wlicrc  arc  wc  .'"  said  Tom. 

•'  Xcar  IJiIl's  parlour!   tlicrc's  a  li;;lit." 

Tom,  after  a  little  time,  di:itini;uishetl  a  taint  ^liniiucr  in  a  forward 
diicction. 

"  (Jeiitly  ;  now  come  on,  and  listen,"  said  Kwhank;  "its  Old 
.loan's  voice  «urc  enou";!!,  and  she's  at  liii;h  words  with  lidl." 

Tom  and  his  companion  crept  warily  forward,  and  at  last  •;aincd  a 
position  which  enahled  them  to  see  into  the  part  occupied  h\  tlie 
murdcnr  and  the  old  fortune-teller.  Ked  ImII  was  standing  w  ilh  a 
pistol  in  his  hand  o|)posite  the  old  woman,  who  was  evidently  much 
excited,  hut  evinced  no  si^ns  «)f  fear. 

"  i  tell  you  1  saw  that  fellow  in  the  town  twice  durinu;  the  riots," 
-aid  Ked  Dill.  "Spectre  indwd  I  1  coidd  tear  myself  for  heini;  such 
a  hleai-eyed  fool  a>  not  to  have  se.n  through  the  trnk  at  once.' 

"  r»ill,  it  will  reach  you  yet,"  said  the  old  woniin. 

"  Will  it.'"  saitl  he,  siu'erini^ly  ;  "  ahout  a>  much  as  I  shall  die  hy 
my  own  hand  to-day,  1  suppose." 

"  The  day  is  not  over,"  said  .loan,  (piietly. 

*'  \o  more  of  your  fortune-tcllinj;  hundjui;,  you  old  ha:;.  I've  hecn 
fooled  once,  hut  am  not  to  he  done  twice.  Where's  the  ;:;rtd)  vou  hid 
the  day  hcfoie  yesterday  .'    1  can't  llml  it  ;    I  am  hunirry." 

"  (h)iK',"  said  old  .loan. 

"  done  I  what  do  you  mean  .'  Vou  can't  have  swallowed  a  week's 
j;ruh  in  an  hour  T*    said  the  rullian  lierccly. 

"  It's  •jone,  I  tell  you,"  -aid  OKI  ,I(»au.  "  no  matter  how.  I  have 
ln'cn  imprisoned  in  these  cursed  dungconn  for  these  three  days  through 
the  chain  hreakini!:  <it  the  .^law  ." 

"  It's  a  lie,  "  said  iJill,  seizin;^  the  old  woman  fiercely  hy  the  throat, 
and  shaking;  Iht  vitdently.  "  I  know  that  yoti'rc  not  alone  down  here. 
Some  nu)re  ghosts,  pcrlmps  :  preci«)us  hun;j:ry  ones  they'll  l)eto(»,  if  I'd 
nnythint;  to  d<»  with  'cm.  Ilark,  you  lie-telling  old  lind)  «)f  Satan!  I 
f .11  in  with  young  Scrahhes  just  now  in  the  cngine-hotjse,  and  he 
tohl  nn*  of  V'oc/'.v  Hole,  antl  to  I'od's  II(»!e  I  nn-ftu  to  go.  I  may  find 
sotnething  there,  perhaps,  which  may  interest  me  a  little." 

The  (dd  woman  stood  resolutely  in  the  gap  of  the  wall  which  served 
for  a  dt)orwny  ;  \n\{  liill  easily  Hung  her  shrivelled  and  light  form  ou 
one  side,  and  passed  out . 
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*'  Now,  then,"    said    Kwliaiik    to  Tom,  iii  a  whiniH-r,    "  follow  hanl, 

mid  we'll  Iwivc  liiiii  in  the  very  place." 

Tom  kt  |il  dose  ii[)oii  tlic  young  niincr'K  lieeU,  trembling  ^iili  ragr, 
and  sjivagc  as  a  tiger  witlilicld  from  liin  prey.  He  naw  lufoir  liim  tlic 
assassin  of  Cart)line,  and  his  hlo«)d  hoilcd  through  lii«  veinh. 

The  riiflinii  paced  the  narrow  cut  tings  \Nhi(h  led  to  the  M'a^-li 
\Nith  rapid  and  resohite  strpK,  liohhng  the  light  far  alwre  his  head, 
followed  closely  hy  Joan,  mIio  in  Ik  r  turn  was  followed  hy  Kwhank  and 
Tom. 

As  soon  as  they  arrived  wilhin  a  few  pacis  r»f  the  dark  stream, 
Tom  nudged  Ewijank,  and  called  his  attention  to  the  plank,  whidi 
was  again  in  its  place.  Kwbank  said  nothing,  but  cro8.sed  after  Red 
Bill  in  an  instant. 

Tom  had  scarcely  reached  the  middle  of  the  plank,  before  a  sudden 
turning  in  the  works  hid  the  light,  anrl  he  very  nearly  suffered  the 
fate  of  the  two  poor  girls.  The  plank  shook  beneath  him.  One 
vigorous  spring,  however,  cleared  the  stream,  and  he  stood  upon  terra 
firma,  close  beside  Ewbank. 

The  noise  Tom  made  by  his  leap  evidently  alarmed  Re<l  Bill,  for  the 
threats  and  imprecations  with  which  he  had  been  addressing  Old  Joan 
suddenly  ceased.  Old  Joan,  also,  whose  tones  of  remonstrance  had 
been  the  whole  time  loud  and  earnest,  held  her  peace. 

Both  parties  paused — listening.  Red  Bill  turned  the  corner  back 
again,  elevated  his  light,  and  looked  down  the  cutting,  and  then  went 
grow  1  ing  forwards . 

"  IIo,  ho  I  old  woman  I  here  we  arc,  are  we  ?"  said  Bill,  as  he  came 
opposite  a  hole  in  the  rock,  about  a  man's  height  from  the  ground, 
and  from  which  was  "leamin^:  a  faint  rav  of  liirht.  Old  Joan  did  not 
answer,  but  by  the  aid  of  a  stone  about  the  height  of  a  horse-block, 
placed  for  the  purpose,  leaped  lightly  into  the  opening,  and  stood  in 
an  attitude  of  defiance. 

tSlie  had  scarcely  taken  up  this  position  a  minute,  before  Red  Bill 
made  a  rush  upon  her,  and  she  fell  shriekiiig  upon  the  ground. 

The  cries  of  the  old  woman  were  answered  by  others  from  the  in- 
terior ;  and  the  next  instant  Tom  saw  Caroline  come  forward  with  a 
light,  but  so  pale  and  thin,  that  he  scarcely  knew  her  again. 

Tom  waited  for  nothing  more,  but,  with  a  loud  hurrah,  leaped  with 
one  bound,  bar  in  hand,  on  to  the  rock.  Red  Bill  turned  instantly, 
glared  for  a  moment  upon  him  as  if  thunderstruck,  and  then  aimed  a 
blow,  which,  if  it  had  taken  effect  where  it  was  intended,  would  have 
ended  Tom's  mortal  career  for  ever  j  as  it  was,  the  bar  with  which 
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.,.,„„   ,.„,,,,d  „„.  l.lovT  was  .eut  tly.ug  iVom  his  t;ra.n.,  ami  fell  javnng 

1,V  liubank  ;  a.ul  a  trcmea-lou.  urestle  ensued.     'Hk;  nvuuI.  UcUd. 
iMl,  c.u«e,l,  aiul  Masphemea.  until  lUe  .ocks  run^  ."/T'T.n,    ulu,  fell 

U.  one  fom.na.c  blow,   huvvever.  be  rul  Unnself  u    Ton.,   « 
.s,n.im.K  '-kwaras.     Carubne.  «b„  bad  .tood  as  ,t  were  ^  u  - 
.U.n  .«  .1.:  nnnute  of  the  stru.,lc.  now  fo,-  .be  fust  Ume  l"-  ^'^      - 
was  before  her,  ude.ea  a  sc.ean,  of  joy,  and  threw  hersell  ui-on 

"'pon^soon  recovered  himself,  au.l   enaeavoure,l   "•:»"''-;';•;•;;; 
,:«,,ank  was  ev.dently  beu.g  overpowcrca  .u  U,e  stru,,    _       1       J" 
,„  unelas,,  Caroline's  hands  were,  however,  m  va,n;  mnl   ''•'-' 
,„or.incation  of  sceu.g   Kwbank  at   bH  hurled  luad  forenu.st  out  o. 

"';■;:"■:.  .b«t  nu,men-.  sbou.   upon  shout  oamc  r.n.ing  .hrou,h   the 
.orks.     Ued  B.ll   looked  back  for   an  it.stant.  ami  then  sinang  out 

""IZr;;  upon  ins  h,s  a.ain,   and   shouted   .„  ret to  the 

*"'T;:;.;":;::r.!:ade  .„..■  appeara ,  head..,   to  Totu's   tntlnite   sur- 

prise  and  del,«h.,  by  oia   Mr.  Whit.lebury  bimsel.   ^-'^J'^Xu^^ 
le.nan.     There  was  a  .ilence  of  a  tntuute  a.  father  m.a  aau.h.e      an 
.to  each  others-  arn.s  ;  but  ■r.u,.,  who  ,>ow  saw  all  that  he  love.!  best 
.  earost  upon  earth  safe,  . ell.  .ul  out  of  aanger,  alter  sw  allow  n 
Bometbint;  ve  V  like  a  whole  Hood  of  tears,  trtea  to  c.teh  bohl  of  In 
r    but  havii.,  lost  that  .n  the  .■ulUe.  he  seiml  upon  a  bonne  ,  and 
;     „,  U  a  ,nad  sweep   round  i,.  the  a,r,  by  way  of  —at.on  to 
Le,ubl,..l  n.iners.  raised  such  a  deafening  cheer,   ,n  -nee  t  w  th  the 
,,,ob.  partv,  that  .he  rocks  ahno.t  jun.pea  fron,  the.r  foundaUons. 

The  shou  s.  and  tears,  and  sn.iles.  and  .p.estion,    and  cnd.rac.ngs 
and    hakin-s  hv  tbo  band,  made  such  confusion  in  that  nmsn.bcent  old 

t    :i;  Cothered  the  poorcchos  so  -.p.e.cly   cho  .ng  t^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
new  words  bclore  thev  had  half  repeated  the  old.  that  Mr.  Vb  ttb  bu>> 
.iosed  an  instant  adjournment  to  the  daylight.     More  torches  .e 

t  ah    tl     triumphal  proces^ion  back  to  the  shaft.     The  basket  was. 
r    er   in  the  aet  of  ascending,  and  they  bad  to  wa.t.     .No  matte  . 

;.  w  ;e  all  too  happv  to  cave  n.ucb  about  a  little  longer  conbrnmen 
Tom  U  d  -tuallv  kisljd  Caroline  twice,  Mary  Crey  once- at  winch  the 
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umiiil:;  «z;('n(l(iiiaii  stared  ^^•lv  miicli,  and  lia<l  nil  but  %*runj;  every 
Knuckle  Ih  |()ii^ii|(r  III  (lid  Mr.  W  iiittlchiirv  out  tA'  itK  forket  Ixforo 
any  si^iiM  of  Hie  retiirnin;^  hakct  were  |HTCciv(tl.  PrrhPiitly,  how- 
ever, it  came  ralllinf;  down — and  tin-  parly  were  all  drawn  to  tlir- 
surlace  :  Ijicrc  m ere,  comparatively  hpeakin;^,  but  few  people  at  the 
liead  of  (lie  sliart. 

••  Why,  where  are  all  tiie  fellows  gone?"  said  Mr.  NVhittlebury,  ad- 
dressing^ one  of  (Ik-  luiner.s. 

"  Cut  away  after  Hed  Uill,  sii .      lie  eamc  up  just   before  you.      Wr 

heard  a  .signal — thought  it  was  yours — ami  drew  him  up,  d ii  liim  ' 

he  had  rolled  himself  up  in  a  eloak,  so  that  wc  did  not  know  vho  it 
Mas  till  he  dashed  out  among  us  like  a  tire-flash. " 

**  1  hope  the  lads  uill  catch  him,"  said  ^ir.  Whittlebury  ;  "  he 
richly  deserves  a  halter." 

Tom  Mas  uj)oii  the  point  of  expressing  a  like  opinion,  mIicu  he 
found  himself  nearly  smothered  in  the  embraces  of  his  Aunt  Lucy, 
who  had,  by  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood's  assistance*,  been  driven  to  the  spot 
in  a  borrowed  vehicle,  draM  n  by  the  imperturbable  Gustavus,  and  had 
at  (hat  niom(ii(  but  just  arrived. 

31ore  congratulations,  more  shakings  and  questionings,  were  gone 
through;  -when  Tom  suddenly  thought  of  Old  Joan.  She  was  no- 
where to  be  found  ;  she  had  been  left  behind  in  the  mine.  iShe  was, 
however,  soon  recovered  by  young  Ewbank.  Upon  her  arrival  among 
the  party,  it  was  discovered  that  she  was  badly  wounded  by  a  stab  in 
the  side  :   she  desired  to  be  conveyed  before  Colonel  Grey. 

"  1  feel  that  I  have  got  my  death-Mound,"  said  the  old  woman  ; 
"and  I  have  that  to  tell  him  Mhich  no  one  else  will,  or  perhaps  can." 

"Come,  come,  old  lady,"  said  Mr.  AVhittlebury,  kindly;  "no  more 
fortune-telling." 

"  Fortune-telling  I  I  have  done  with  fortune-telling;  perhaps  if  I 
had  never  attempted  it,  it  would  have  been  better  for  all  of  us.  But 
let  that  pass  ;  what  is  done  cannot  be  undone,  but  m  hat  is  to  come  may 
be  prevented.     Take  me  to  the  Colonel's,  and  all  of  you  go  with  me." 

At  this  moment  Tom's  voice  ^yas  again  heard  in  high  and  excited 
tones.  Upon  the  party  turning  to  inquire  the  cause,  they  perceived 
that  young  gentleman  in  custody  of  ]Mr.  Grab  and  his  lengthy 
assistant,  m ho  Mere  forcing  him  in  no  very  gentle  manner  oif  the  field. 

^Ir.  AVhittlebuvv  and  the  vouni:  £;entleman  (who  had  been  standins: 
very  close  to  jiary  Grey)  immediately  ran  to  see  what  m  as  the  matter, 
followed  bv  Caroline  and  her  friend. 
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"  Charged  by  Mister  Horatio  CIhk  k  witli  lii^liway  robbery,  wpoii 
the — night  of  Septenil)er  hi.^t,  at  or  near  a  phiee  railed  IJeeeh  I'^nd, 
JU'dtordshire,"  said  Mr.  (Jrab. 

'*  Just  stop  one  moment,  sir,"  .said  .Mi.  \\  liilllebury.  '*  Do,  i)ray, 
Tom,  explain." 

Caroline's  eyes  asked  hiiu  tearl'iilly  the  same  (piestion. 

Tom,  between  anger,  surprise,  and  anxiety,  stuttered  out  something 
winch,  from  tiic  eonfiisiou  he  was  in,  was  anything  !)ut  a  satisfactory 
exculpation  of  his  wild  freak. 

"  That'll  do,"  said  Mr.  Crab  ;  "and  alter  you  have  done  thai,  you'll 
have  to  answer  for  an  assault  upon  the  ollicer.s  of  ju.stice." 

.\unt  Lucy  opened  her  eyes,  and  compressed  her  lips  in  silent 
surprise. 

Mi  .  W'hilth'bury  shrugged  his  shoulders,  looked  kindly  but  reprt)aeh- 
lidlv  >H)on  Tom,  iuu\  turneil  away  also  without  speaking.  Poor 
Caroline,  whose  heart  had  bei'U  glowin;:;  with  deliu;ht  at  a;:ain  finding 
her  dear  Tom  reconciled  with  her  t'alher,  suddenly  spoke  with  an  energy 
which  startltil  the  whole  circle. 

"Who  believes  Mr.  Kaecpiet  guilty  of  such  a  vile  crimed'  said 
Caroline. 

"  Come  away,  my  dear,"  said  her  father  coolly  ;  "  nobody,  of  course; 
onlv,  unfortunately  for  us,  the  young  gentleman  coiifes.<e.s  the  act.  ami 
this  is  no  time  or  place  for  impiiry." 

"Caroline,"  said  Tom,  "  1  thank  you  I'rom  my  very  heart's  core  for 
tlio-e  few  words.  Your  contidence  lu  ver  has  been  nor  ever  shall  be 
misplaced.  I  may  have  been  giddy,  but  1  have  ncNerbeen  criminal,  or 
morally  bad  ;    I  may  ha\e  been  idle,  but"  — 

•'You  /tai'r  been  if/fc,  Tom;  and  idleness  is  the  root  of  all  cNil. 
\()ur  lile  ami  your  time  \\ere  both  given  to  you  for  other  uses  than  to 
be  s(piandered  in  nu  re  amusement,  or  more  vieiotis  jim>uitK,"  said 
Ml-.  M'hittlebiiry  ;  "however,  1  hope  this  matter  will  turn  out  better 
than  at  first  sight  it  threatens  to  do.  Where  do  you  take  him,  Mr. 
Crab.'" 

"Over  to  Fellborough,  >ir.  The  gaol  is  burnt  down  here,  and  their 
honours  have  so  much  to  do  with  the  examinaticm  »»f  the  rioters 
already  in  custody,  that  he  will  most  likely  have  to  lie  there  fi»r  a  day 
or  two,  uidess  he  can  find  bail."  So  sayini:.  -Mr.  (irab  nnd  his  satellite, 
thrust  their  knuckles  into  Tom's  neckcloth,  nnd  bore  him  aN^av. 
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'Wi\:  wliolc  of  (lie  party  llirn  ictiinicil  to  Old  Joan,  and  liaving  plarcd 
li(  r   in   a   cart,   at   licr  own  moht    iiigcnt   request,  hurried  over  to  the    . 
( 'oloncTs  rcHidencc. 

.Airs.  Slirinkinwood  insisted  u])om  liu\iiij5  the  honour  of  driving  Mr. 
AVliittleljury  and  his  d.aughter  in  her  chaise.  Mary  Grey  and  the 
younj^  gentleman,  -whose  name  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  proclaimed  to  \)C 
Stephen  M'ard,  and  m  ho  had  heen  making  Mary's  eyes  Fparkle,  and  her 
cheeks  flush  ^ith  excitement  with  some  most  extraordinary  uew8, 
were  soon  accommodated  uitli  a  vehicle,  and  the  whole  party  went 
forward.  IJuring  the  ride,  which  was  of  some  duration,  both  on 
account  of  the  gravity  of  Gustavus,  and  the  slow  })ace  of  the  cart, 
Caroline  recounted  her  miraculous  escape  from  drowning. 

Old  Joan  lUfettle,  she  said,  had  been  the  means  of  saving  her  and 
Mary  from  a  watery  grave.  As  she  fell,  clinging  to  her  friend,  into 
the  rushing  stream,  she  distinctly  saw  the  lights  of  the  miners  put 
purposely  out  ;  the  next  instant,  and  while  they  were  struggling  and 
battling  with  the  dark  and  heavy  water,  the  plank  from  which  they 
had  been  precipitated,  fell  plashing  by  their  side.  To  grasp  it  was 
but  the  work  of  an  instant  ;  terror  had,  however,  deprived  both  of 
utterance,  and  thev  floated,  or  rather  were  forced  down  bv  the  rush  of 
the  Avater.  j 

They  clung  to  each  other,  and  gave  themselves  up  for  lost.  Caroline 
remembered  nothing  further  until  she  found  herself  in  company  with 
her  friend,  lying  upon  the  straw,  in  the  cavern  called  Tod's  Hole, 
and  which,  she  was  informed  by  Old  Joan,  who  attended  her,  was  the 
safest  refuge,  under  the  circumstances,  that  they  could  have.  Their 
escape  from  the  mine  was  rendered  impossible  in  consequence  of  the 
chain  having  broken  at  the  i\Iaw ;  and  they  had  been  sustained  during 
their  imprisonment  by  the  coarse  victuals  which  had  been  hidden  for 
the  use  of  Red  Bill  and  his  friend  Scrabbes. 

The  shouts  of  her  father  and  his  party  had  not  reached  them  after 
they  had  recovered  from  their  swoon ;  whether  the  old  fortune-teller 
had  heard  them  previously  she  knew  not. 

This  tale,  which  took  some  little  time  in  relating,  brought  them  to 
the  Colonel's  house.     He  was  not  long  in  receiving  the  party  :  the 
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hurts,  from  the  ctlVcts  of  \\lii(Ii  lie  had  Ixcii  suiforiuji;,  had  bo  far 
improved  as  to  allow  liiiu  t.>  he  moved  fo  the  sola  in  his  Htudy  ; — 
flicrc  were  some  pa[)erH  and  open  letters  lying  npon  the  tahle  hefore 
liiiii.  Long  hefore  the  party  had  reaehed  the  room  door,  Mary  had 
broken  from  them — had  riislKd  in  and  vented  her  full  and  gentle  heart 
upon  the  Colonel's  bosom. 

"  Here's  a  foolish  girl,"  said  the  Colonel,  |)atting  lur  (  hcik  aflec- 
lionately,  as  Mr.  Whittlehnry,  .\unl  Luey,  young  Ward,  and  Caroline 
entered.  "  She  has  found  a  brother  and  a  lover,  and  Heaven  knows 
how  numy  aunts  besides,  all  in  one  day,  and  yet  she  is  afraid  of  losing 
her  lather  1" 

Mary  removed  her  arms  from  around  the  Colonel's  neck,  and  sat 
down  clox-  beside  him  ujjon  the  -sofa. 

'*  What  I  you  arc  not  afraid  of  my  running  away.'"  eontinueil  the 
Colonel,  gaily.  "There,  go  and  talk  to  Miss  NMiittlebury  ;  I  sec 
Stephen  has  told  you  all  about  it.  W  e  ha\e  some  business  to  transaet  ; 
if  we  want  you  we  will  send  for  \ou.  Miss  Uacipiet  will  oblige  us 
by  renuiining." 

The  two  young  ladies  joined  hands  and  retireil. 

"  .My  dear  sir,"  began  the  Colonel,  addressing  Mr.  \\'lHttlebury, 
*' we  have  made  a  strange  discovery  ;  or  rather  my  nii)hew  Stephen, 
who  has  just  arri\ed  t'rom  nond)ay,  has  been  the  means  of  laying  bare 
one  of  the  most  villaiu)!is  plots  that  e\cr  disgraced  humanity.  It 
seems  that  a  large  property  has  been  left  to  my  poor  Mary  ;  nnd 
failing  her.  to  go  to  a  rascally  lawyer,  hy  name  Silverwing,  m  ho  was 
also  left  residuary  legatee  under  the  sanu'  will  :  but  that  is  not  the 
most  surprisini:  part  of  it.  Where  is  Mr.  Thomas  Haccpiet  t  I  do  not 
sec  him. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say,"  said  .Mr.  Whittlehnry,  "that  he  is  in  custody 
for  some  wild  freak,  committed  against  the  person  of  my  I'ocd  of  a 
])artner,  Horace  Chuck." 

"  Heaven  j)ardon  me  I  but  if  lu'  had  beaten  that  fellow  to  a  mummy 
I  could  have  torgiven  hin»,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  We  must  do  \t  ithout 
Inni,  then,  for  a  little  while.  Well,  gentlemen,  my  dear  girl  .Mary  turns 
out  to  be  .Miss  Mary  Uacipict,  and  a  sister  of  Tom*»."  .\  sud«len  silence 
succeeded  this  nnlooked  announcement  ;  .\unt  Lucy  started  from  her 
chair;  seemed  about  to  speak,  an«l  then  sat  down  again  very  j)ale. 

"  Yes,  Miss  Kaccpu't,  the  child  of  your  poor  brother's  wife,  who  was 
ha.sely  stabbed  upon  the  lield  of  battle  when  seardiing  for  her  hus- 
band's body.     1  little  thought  when  i  dragged  that  poor  babe  from 
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llic  (lihli  iiitd  wIimIi  It  li.i.l  l)(  (  I,  ilmjwii  |jy  ith  iiihuiiiaii  IjhIcIkj,  t|j»» 
I  WHS  s.'iviiiL;  I  lie  cliild  of  my  cldcMt,  bcHt,  and  dearcnt  friend,  TIioiim 
I^JK'I'"'       l'«»<d>,  Ik  ic  Jill    l(  UcrM  from  a  ftdlow  calling  liiiiiHt'lf  Blink, 
and  one  from  that  old  fortiiiif-ttllin;,'  hag,  Joan  lllfcttlc,  whom,  I  y\  ihh  to 
Heaven,  we  (Mjuld  eateh — " 

"  We  have  found  lier,  kIt,"  said  Stephen,  triumphantly  ,  "  and  havf 
her  down  stairs,  and  what  is  more,  she  dcHires  to  see  you." 

"  Does  slie  !  JJravo  !  my  hoy,"  said  the  Colonel  ;  "  hand  the  old 
lady  u[).     Wv  must  have  a  little  talk  with  her." 

Old  Joan  was,  however,  unlit  t(j  he  moved  frrmi  the  hed  tipofi  mImcIi 
she  had  just  heen  placed.  The  party,  thenfore,  at  the  (,'olonerB 
recpiest,  and  also  at  the  old  woman's  invilatiun,  adjourned  to  her 
clianil)er. 

*'  You  are  not  all  here,"  said  Joan,  looking  round  the  hed.  "  NN  hercs 
Master  Thomas — blister  Kacquet,  I  mean." 

Aunt  Lucy,  struck  with  the  tone  of  voice,  leaned  over  the  bed. 
"Why  surely," — she  began. 

"Yes,  Miss  Lucy,"  said  Joan,  "you  arc  right  :  I  am  your  old  ser- 
vant, Joan  ^Middleton  ;  and,  as  sure  as  vou  stand  there,  that  vounir 
lady  is  your  niece,"  and  she  pointed  at  ^lary,  who  had  at  that  moment 
entered,  accompanied  by  Caroline.  Aunt  lAicy,  who  had,  at  their 
meeting  in  Hill  Street,  felt  a  then  inexplicable  yearning  toward- 
Mary,  folded  her  newly-found  niece  in  her  arms. 
"  J3ut  where  arc  the  proofs?"  said  the  Colonel. 
"  Here  I"  said  old  Joan.  "  I  left  for  India  as  servant  to  Mrs.  Captain 
Racquet,  as  Miss  Lucy  very  well  remembers.    Shortly  after  our  arrival, 

iMary  was  born.    xVt  the  battle  of ,  the  Captain  was  slain,     Mrs, 

Racquet  went  in  search  of  his  body,  and  took  the  child  with  her.     She 
was  stabbed  by — " 

"By  whom  ?"  said  the  Colonel,  finding  she  hesitated. 
"  It  must  out,"  said  Old  Joan,  struggling  w  ith  her  breath.  "  She 
was  stabbed  by  my  husband,  ^Villiam  Illfettle, — him  that  you  called 
Red  Bill, — and  the  same  blow  which  killed  the  mother  wounded  the 
child,  from  its  mouth  to  its  ear.  I  married  that  man  shortly  after  my 
arrival  in  India,  and  sorrow  and  woe  haye  been  my  portion  ever  since. 
He  was  much  younger  than  myself;  and  years  afterwards,  when  he, — 
still  a  robust  and  hardy  man, — found  a  wrinkled  old  woman  as  his 
wife,  Heaven  forgive  him  I — he  w  as  a  fiend  to  me  and  my  child.  I 
begged  for  him, — stole  for  him, — lied  for  him, — shielded  him  and  fed 
liim  when  all  else  had  deserted  him  I — and  yet — he — but  I  loved  him  ! 
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— ho  forgot  tlmt — I  l.ivrd  liiin  still— and  would  have  saved  him — if  I 
could." 

"  Did  yon  know  any  «>no  of  llu'  nanu-  of  llar}<rav('  in  India  .'"  said 
the  Colonel,  refening  to  a  paper  ami  addressing  the  weepini:;  old 
woman. 

*'  Yes,  I  did.  lie  .stood  «i;odfather  to  .Mrs.  Raequet's  hahe,  and  left 
it  all  his  property,"  said  Old  Joan,  "and  with  that  eanu'  all  onr  misery. 
SilvtrwinLT,  the  man  who  drew  the  will,  was  to  have  the  money  if  the 
child  died  ;  and  he  proposed  to  my  luishand  to  take  the  ehihl  off.  Smne 
snspieion  sonu-hou  i;ot  root  in  .Mrs.  Haetpu't's  miml,  whieh  was  her 
[)rinei|)al  ria.st)n  lor  takini:;  the  child  with  her;  and  shi-  dischargeil 
me,  al(honi;h  1  thru  kmw  nolhini;  of  the  wieked  treaehery.  After 
tiie  hattle,  my  luishaml,  whom  1  had  not  seen  for  nmny  months,  hnt 
durinji;  which  time  he  had  hecn  leadinu;  a  most  dissi[)ated  life,  re- 
tnrned  to  me,  rich,  ami  with  his  dischari^e  purchased,  aecompanied  hy 
two  meek  faced,  sneakinir  sconndnls,  of  the  name  of  Serahhes,  ami 
who  had  heen  th«'  conlidential  clerks  to  Silvcrwinp;.  From  one  of 
their  drnnken  hraw  Is  1  discovered  tluir  secret,  —  that  they  had  mur- 
dered, and  had  received  their  reward.  I  held  niy  peace.  lii.th 
child  and  mother  were  reported  as  havimj;  died  upon  the  held." 

"  How  «lo  you  know  that  the  young  lady  who  has  ])asscd  lor  my 
daughter  is  the  same  .'"   said  the  Colonel. 

'*  hy  the  sear  upon  her  eh'ek, — hy  lier  great  family  likeness, — and 
:dso  that  I  have  never  totally  lost  sight  of  her  since  she  was  horn. 
It  so  happened  that  the  woman  you  emplou'il  after  you  dist'ovc  red 
the  hahe,  was  an  old  ac(piaintance  of  mine.  She  showed  the  child  tt) 
me.  1  immediately  knew  it  again,  disfigurcjl  as  it  was  hv  the  ga>li, 
and  vowed  tliat  whenever  I  eouhl,  without  danger  to  my  hu-l.aiid, 
replace  it  with  its  family,  I  would.  At  the  time  you  hiouL^ht  the 
child  home,  it  had  on  the  same  little  dress  which  had  heen  W(»rn  hv 
its  hrother  Thomas  when  an  infant,  and  which  was  presented  to  hitu 
hy  his^  aunt,  Mis.s  Lney." 

"I  remend)er  the  dress  very  well,"  said  the  Colonel;  *' Maiv  has 
it  among  her  valuahles." 

Aunt  Lucy,  Caroline,  ami  Mary,  immediately  departctl  in  search  of  the 
article,  and  soon  returned.  Aunt  Lney  liaving,  in  an  instant,  identitieil 
the  work  of  her  own  hands  upon  the  hirthof  her  hrother's  first-horn. 

'•What  hronght  you  to  tliis  part  of  the  country  ?"  said  the  Colonel, 
aL'ain  athlressing  Old  .loan. 

**  I    heartl   that    my  Imshand  luul  returned   to  hi^  old   haunts — the 
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Wron's  Ni'Mt  workn,"  saifl  nho,  "ami  IMftenniiwtl  to  follow  him;  t\i^ 
jiiorc  o,  hccauMc  I  know  llwit  Colonel  (jrey  HvimI  in  the  vicinity.  Mv 
child  (lied  iijxiii  llic  loud,  jiist  aOcr  I  ha<I  hcen  relieved  and  proti  cted 
l)y  Olio  Nsho,  it'  lie  iiad  known  who  had  heen  Hillin;^  hy  hin  hide  on  tlie 
loof  of  iliiif  coach,  would,  instead  ol' covcrin;;  me  with  hi.i  cloak,  liave 
hiiilrd  iiic  midci-  its  wliccds,  I  wont  on  to  NVeldertoii — faw  M«rv — 
i'oiind  my  litishMiid,  and  during  one  of  hi.s  fitM  of  hrutal  treatment, 
threatened  him  witii  connn*^  e\ents.  He  was  ignorant  and  Kn|>en»ti-  ' 
tious.  I  .soon  f^ot  a  name  amoni^  the  MavatfCH  of  the  di>*trict  for 
fortuno-tellii»^.  I  foretold  to  Scrahhes  that  /n's  day  wa.H  a|)proaching, 
and  to  convince  him,  coiitri\ed  to  show  him  Mary,  during  one  of  her 
visits  to  the  niim'.  The  sii^ht  so  struck  the  sneaking  scoundrel,  that 
he  has  never  heen  himself  since.  It  was  his  pen  ^\hich  dropped  the 
liint  to  liis  rascally  master,  Silverwintr,  of  how  to  dispone  of  the  ehihl, 
and  who  would  he  the  most  likely  person  to  undertake  the  task. 
After  he  had  seen  Mary,  he  told  my  hushand  of  his  having  seen  tlie 
ghost,  and  was  disbelieved  and  laughed  at  for  his  pains.  IJill,  how- 
ever, made  inquiries,  and  found  out  the  real  state  of  the  ca-se, — that 
the  child  of  his  old  benefactor  was  alive,  and  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Instead  of  feeling  thankful  that  his  soul  had  been  >pared  the  guilt  of 
murder,  the  foul  thought  of  turning  the  knowledge  to  advantage 
crept  into  his  heart.  He  made  Scrahhes  write  to  Silverwing,  de- 
manding money  to  keep  the  secret.  No  answer  was  received  for 
some  time,  when  his  brother  ^liehael  suddenly  made  his  appearance, 
— he  who  generally  goes  by  the  name  of  Blink.  This  lilink  made 
inquiries  of  the  Racquet  family  to  find  out  whether  they  had  any 
knowledge  of  the  existence  of  a  daughter ;  and  finding  they  had  not, 
came  down  here,  and  paid  his  addresses  to  her  undor  the  name  of 
tSmythe,  and  upon  being  repulsed  w  itli  indignation,  resolved  that  the 
original  doom  of  the  poor  girl  should  be  carried  into  effect.  Silver- 
wing,  w  lio  had  sent  him  over,  promised  him  a  thousand  pounds  upon 
his  making  all  secure." 

"  The  villain  !"  said  the  Colouel.     "  But  he  is  dead  1" 

"Who  is  dead  ?"  said  Joan. 

*' Silverwing,"  said  the  Colonel  ;  ''and  his  scoundrel  clerk,  Michael 
Scrabbes,  alius  Blink,  alias  Smythe,  is  dead  too.  The  old  man,  it 
seems,  died  from  fright,  in  consequence  of  having  his  papers  seized  by 
the  ofticers  of  Government  for  some  forging  transaction — and  his 
unworthy  associate  was  found,  yesterday  morning,  dead  in  the  snow, 
upon  Haw^ksfell  Pikes  ;  his  body  wa?  at  fir?t  taken  for  that  of  our  friend 
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Whittlebury,  in  conscquonce  of  Komo  papers  Nvliich  were  fouml  in  liis 
po-isession,  l)elonging  to  the  firm." 

"  I  have  littU'  more  to  a(Kl,"  saiil  Joan  :  **  If  you  liave  pos>essi..H  of 
Sihcrw  inizi's  papers,  you  liji\e  ai)UU(hint  prciof  of  the  truth  of  all  I  have 
told  you.  Wiieu  I  met  Mr.  Thomas  Kaccpu't  at  the  Maw,  the  iiU'U  seized 
me  of  nuikiiii^  his  presence  sul)servieut  to  my  fortune-tellinu;  sehemes, 
and  1  intended  to  have  hroni^ht  the  hrotlier  and  sister  to^jetlur  in  tin- 
mine.  Your  antieipatine;  your  descent  spoiled  my  plan;  I  was  down  there 
ready  to  receive  them — and  then,  and  not  till  then,  did  I  discover  the 
Itarfnl  plot  fm*  killiiiLC  the  poor  «:;irl  hy  the  tall  (h)wn  the  shaft.  1 
waichcd  my  hushand,  N\hen  In'  thoui!;ht  no  one  w  a«  near,  and  I'ollowed 
him  with  a  concealed  liji;ht  as  he  led  his  unsuspectinjj;  victims,  after  their 
escape,  to  the  lower  le\el.  I  \\ as  still  unaware  of  his  intention  until  I 
saw  him  heave  the  plank  on  oiu'  side  :  the  monunt  the  ladies  fell,  he 
and  his  I'ellow  e.\tini!;ni.>heil  their  li;;lits  and  fled,  hru.shini;  so  closely 
past  me  as  almost  to  touch  me.  I  immediately  flung  the  plank  into  the 
stream  ;  tiie  two  yonn:;  thinu;s  cluup;  to  it  ;  I  showed  my  little  litijht, 
and  after  much  trouble  drew  them  ont,  and  carried  them  throuu:h  the 
old  works  to  the  cavern  in  whicli  they  were  found." 

"You  must  have  heard  our  shouts,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  when  we 
NM'rc  searchinj^  I'or  them." 

"You  did  not  visit  the  old  works,"  said  Joan,  "or  wc  should.  As 
soon  as  the  younuj  latlic>  had  in  sonu^  nuasure  recovered,  I  left  them 
while  I  went  in  search  of  help.  I  met  Mr.  Ivacfpiet  at  the  ftiot  of  the 
shaf't — here  again  my  forttine-telline  mania  seized  me;  he  threatened 
to  imprison  nu\  I  was  angry  and  threw  oil' his  arm  ;  he  left  the  mine, 
and  destroyed  our  only  chance  of  escape  hy  throwing  down  the  chain. 
Oil  !  never  shall  I  forget  the  kiudl  it  rang  upon  my  heart  as  its  iron 
links  canu'  clanking  upon  the  rocks.  Ltickily  I  bethought  nu"  of  the 
provisions  I  had  hid  for  my  husband'a  consumption — upon  these  we 
have  subsisted." 

"  NYhat  bronizht  your  husband  back  again  to  the  none'"  said  the 
Colonel. 

"  Hunger,"  said  Old  Joan  ;  "  hunger  brought  him  back,  and  f'ear  of 
being  taken  ;  escape  from  the  town  was  impossible,  in  con.secpicnce  of 
the  snow — and  he  thought  that  his  old  place  was  the  best  hi«linij  Inde." 

hut  little  else  of  consc(pience  was  eli<Mteil  from  Old  .b»an  lllftttle; 
her  tale,  however,  couple<l  with  the  proofs  which  had  fallen  into  the 
Ininds  of  Stephen  NYaid,  completely  established  the  riirht  jif  .Marv  both 
to  the  possessifui  of  a  large  property  and  to  the  name  of  Kacrpiet. 
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'i'he  Colonel's  talc  Mas  yoon  toM.  Ifr-  IhmI  never  mentioned  the 
ciiTiniistaiuc  of  li.r  iui'iuwy  to  Mary,  MiNhing  her  to  look  up  to  him 
alone  as  Inr  futl.er;  fearing'  that  the  unrertainty  of  her  |mreiitnge 
niin;l,t  unsettle  and  (li-,tre«H  a  mind,  naturally  of  a  Ken^itixe  turn,  ^ith- 
(Mit  hein-  of  any  essential  honefit.  She  had,  therefi.re,  hecn  hrouj:ht 
up  and  educated  as  his  daughter;  "and  a  very  excellent,  diitifid,  and 
affectionate  daughter  she  has  heen  too,"  said  the  Colonel,  in  conelu- 
sion,  "and  although  I  must  lose  her  as  a  child,  at  any  rate,  if  I  am 
not  very  much  mistaken,  I  shall  soon  have  her  for  a  niece.  ' 

hlvery  hody  immediately  hegan  wishing  poor  .Mary  joy  of  her  njw 
name  and  her  fortune,  and,  in  spite  of  her  tears  and  her  hluMhes,  noon 
contrived  to  win  a  smile  or  two  from  her.  Aunt  Lucy  immediatelv 
lioped  she  had  not  caught  cold,  and  gave  her  invaluahle  advice  upon 
cork  soles  and  sable  hoas,  and  half  a  dozen  aHectionate  kisses  into  the 
bargain.  We  do  not  know  what  Stephen  said — he  was  a  .>-lv  fdiow 
that  Stephen — he  got  Mary  up  in  a  corner  all  hy  himself,  an»l  said  «o 
much  that  it  is  a  question  whether  he  would  ever  have  finished,  but 
for  an  interruption  of  the  servant. 

"  Mr.  Chuck,"  said  the  servant,  opening  the  door,  and  in  marched 
that  well  bruised  individual,  with  his  head  looking  like  a  brown  paper 
parcel. 

'*  Mr.  AVhittlebury,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Horace,  advancing  and  ex- 
tending both  his  hands,  "  I  am  delighted  to  -ee  you  again  alive  and 
well ;  they  told  me  you  were  dead." 

"So  I  find,  Horace  Chuck,  and  you  gladly  believed  it,"  replied  the 
old  gentleman  sternly. 

"No,  my  dear  sir,  no,  I  was  grieved  beyond  measure." 
"  So  much  grieved,  Horace,  that  you  had  prepared  to  seize  upon  the 
whole  of  my  property.  Look  you  I  you  cold-blooded,  calculating 
viper!  you,  whom  I  have  warmed  in  my  bosom  until  you  have 
stung  me — this  letter  was  found  upon  the  dead  body  of  your  fine 
friend  Blink,  sufiocated  in  a  snow-drift  in  trying  to  get  over  from 
Fellborougli  to  meet  you  ;  it  contains  enough,  and  more  than  enough 
to  transport  you :  but  in  respect  for  the  memory  of  your  father,  I 
spare  you.  Begone,  sir,  begone  from  my  sight  for  ever.  Your  affairs 
shall  be  settled  by  our  solicitors." 

Horace  Chuck  hesitated  for  a  moment,  curled  up  his  lip,  put  his 
hat  upon  his  pickled  and  brown  papered  head,  thrust  his  hands  to  the 
bottoms  of  his  coat  tail  pockets,  and  departed. 

He  was  met  upon  the  stairs  by  a  lady  and  gentleman  and  a  little 
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pug  <log,  the  gentleman  paascd  liim  without  speaking  ;  tlie  lady  howed, 
and  the  little  pug  dog  snarled  and  made  liis  teeth  meet  in  the  ealf  of 
liis  leg.  Upon  his  emerginu;  into  the  street,  he  perceived  '  Gu.staviis'  at 
the  door,  and  judged  therefrom  that  the  lady  was  Mrs.  Shrinkin- 
wood,  the  gentleman  he  knew  to  be  Mr.  Tom  Racquet,  and  the  little 
pug  dog  he  felt  was  '  Hohhy.'  Mrs.  Shrinkinwood  had  tendered  her 
chaise,  and  it  had  been  accepted  ;  the  principal  witness  against  Tom,  a 
long-legged  drunken  dragoon,  by  name  Richard  Cardner,  having  pre- 
varicated so  much  in  his  evidence  that  the  magistrate  had  dismissed 
the  case. 

Tom  immediately  explained  the  cause  of  his  arrest  at  greater  length, 
and  certainly  with  better  grace,  than  he  had  done  in  the  morning. 
(Jolonel  Grey,  however,  shook  his  head  ;  Mr.  Whittlebury  looked  grave, 
Aunt  Lucy  looked  as  if  she  could  have  said  that  his  imprisonment 
would  have  served  him  right  ;  ('.iroline  looked  vexed,  and  Mary  looked 
puzzled. 

It  was  not,  however,  a  time  for  much  scolding;  and  so  Tom  got 
off  with  some  frowns,  and  a  stinging  word  or  two  from  the  Colonel, 
who  reminded  him  that  his  father,  at  his  age,  had  carried  the  standard 
of  his  country  in  two  pitched  battles,  had  mixed  in  the  serious  busi- 
ness of  life  with  great  credit,  and  had  thus  left  other  mcmentoK 
behind  him,  besides  his  having  been  born  on  one  day,  perhaps  married 
upon  another,  and  having  died  upon  a  third. 

Tom  felt  a  little  abashed  at  the  Colonel's  strictures  ;  but  the  exuber- 
ance of  his  spirits  could  not  be  bottled  down  for  long.  Mrs.  Shrink- 
inwood had  informed  him  of  the  discovery  of  his  sister;  he,  therefore, 
waited  with  great  decorum  until  the  Colonel  had  finished,  and  then  ran 
to  Mary,  shook  her  heartily  by  the  hand,  and  wished  her  joy,  kissed  his 
.\unt  liucy,  who  boxed  his  ears  ;  tried  the  same  manoeuvre  with  Caro- 
line, who  boxed  his  ears  without  letting  him  do  it — (but  it  was  not 
a  very  hard  box,  though,  ami  that  is  a  fact) — wrung  young  Stephen's 
hand  until  the  tears  came  into  his  eyes,  and  did  such  odd  things,  and 
played  such  odd  pranks,  that  every  body  began  to  suspect  he  had 
taken  leave  of  his  senses. 

Tom's  exhilaration  of  spirits,  houever,  soon  became  contagiou>  ,  ami 
in  five  minutes  there  was  not  one  of  the  party  but  was  cpiite  as  biid  as 
himself,  and  played  (piite  as  many  odd  tricks,  and  said  (juitc  as  manv 
unaccountable  things. 
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The  reward  wliicli  liatl  hren  offered  for  the  capture  of  William  Illfeitlc, 
commonly  called  Ked  Bill,  and  Kin  mate  Scrabbew,  still  remained  un- 
claimed :  the  lower  town  had  been  searched  through,  and  scoutii  nent 
out  upon  the  road,  to  endeavour,  if  possible,  to  trace  any  footsteps 
corresponding  with  his  well-known  broad  and  heavy  tread.  It  wa- 
impossible  for  him  to  have  wandered  far ;  the  snow  still  lay  in  heavy 
drifts  in  the  mountain-passes,  rendering  escape  from  the  vicinity  im- 
possible :  at  last  the  dusk  of  evening  again  fell  upon  the  whitened 
ground,  and  the  search  was  relinquished  for  the  day. 

Craftily,  with  wary  tread,  and  eyes  staring  into  the  darkness,  crept 
a  thick-set  burly  man  from  under  a  large  stone,  where  he  had  been 
hidden  from  the  day-light,  like  some  huge  toad  ;  the  stone  lay  among 
thousands  of  its  fellows,  in  a  hollow  formed  by  two  abrupt  hills. 
Onward  he  crept,  his  teeth  set  hard  against  each  other,  taking  the  di- 
rection of  the  Wren's  Nest  mine,  and  crouching  and  listening  with 
intense  anxiety  for  the  least  indication  of  footsteps. 

He  reached  the  engine-house  in  safety,  and  entered  it  softly,  as  if  he 
were  afraid  of  disturbing  the  slumber  of  some  dear  old  friend. 

'*  Now  then,  you  slinking,  white-livered  cur,  I  have  you — I'll  teach 
you  to  write  letters — king's  evidence,  eh  ?  Thanks  to  the  drunken  fit 
of  your  brat  of  a  boy,  I  know  where  to  find  you,"  said  the  feUow, 
throwing  off  a  hat  which  brought  an  old  black  wig  along  off  with  it. 

By  means  of  a  lucifer  match,  he  procured  a  light ;  and  then,  with 
stealthy  step,  placed  a  short  ladder  against  the  side  of  the  engine- 
boiler,  ascended  it,  and  peeped  in  at  the  opening  on  the  top,  called  the 
man  hole. 

At  the  furthest  extremity  of  his  iron  hiding-place  lay  Scrabbes, 
fast  asleep,  and  more  than  half  drunk. 

"All  right,"  said  Red  Bill,  with  the  grin  of  a  demon.  He  then  de- 
scended, and  hunted  about  the  machinery  for  some  minutes,  cursing 
the  whole  time ;  suddenly,  with  a  savage  oath,  he  pounced  upon  a 
piece  of  iron  about  two  feet  square,  and  again  ascended  his  ladder ; 
the  piece  of  iron  exactly  fitted  the  aperture  through  which  he  had 
peeped  at  his  doomed  and  sleeping  partner.    With  the  speed  of  a  well- 
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practised  hand,  the  lid  was  screweil  ami  holt  id  to  its  place  on  the 
roof  of  the  hoiler  ;  hut  still  the  sleeper  slept  ;  the  noise  of  the  well- 
j^roasod  screw  had  not  hccn  sufticient  to  awaken  him. 

The  hald  radian  prowled  ahout  with  his  light  among  the  dark  forms 
around  him,  intent  upon  his  heart-sickening  revenge.  Suddenly  a 
low  rush  of  water  was  heard  ;  the  noise,  although  he  expected  it, 
startled  even  him  ;  it  was  the  boiler  filling,  and  he  went  to  the  door 
and  watched;  not  a  thinp;  was  to  be  seen  but  the  white  snow  spread- 
ing far  away  into  the  distance. 

He  then  returned,  and  busied  himself  with  preparing  the  furnace  fire ; 
the  wood  was  dam}),  and  refused  for  some  time  to  light.  He  went 
upon  his  knees  to  blow  it  with  his  mouth,  when  suddenly  a  terrific 
thunij)ing  from  within  the  boiler  started  him  to  his  feet. 

His  wretched  victim  had  been  awakened  from  his  sleep,  by  finding 
himself  up  to  the  middle  in  water,  and  in  all  the  agony  of  terror  was 
giving  a  signal  of  his  presence  within,  little  thinking  to  what  useless 
purpose. 

Red  liill  again  rushed  to  the  door,  for  the  noise  seemed,  to  his 
seared  conscience,  enough  to  rouse  the  distant  town  ;  but  still  all 
was  quiet. 

Ill'  hastened  back,  and  with  frantic  gestures  of  delight,  piled  the 
fire,  stirred  it,  and  tended  it  with  jealous  care,  totally  unheeding  the 
stified  shouts  and  loud  knocking  from  the  interior  of  the  boiler. 

Serabbes  soon  began  to  teel  the  elfects  of  the  fire  ;  the  water  lost 
that  intense  coldness  which  had  originally  roused  him  from  his  drunken 
slumber:  the  moment  this  circumstance  struck  him,  he  desisted 
from  hammering  against  the  side  of  the  boiler,  and  listened.  The 
sharp  crackling  and  bursting  of  wood  was  plainly  audible  beneath 
liis  feet  ;  the  cold  perspiration  of  intense  fear  burst  from  his  forehead 
and  face,  and  he  stood  paralyzed,  with  the  steam  gently  curling  from 
the  surface  of  the  water  whirling  and  eddying  round  him.  Again 
did  he  betake  himself  to  beating  the  sides  of  his  horrid  prison-hou.se, 
and  shouting  with  all  his  might  :  the  air  became  hot  and  insufticient 
to  sustain  life  ;  he  felt  an  oppression  in  breathing  which  almost 
caused  him  to  drop.  In  one  of  his  wadings  to  and  fro,  his  foot 
struck  against  something  upon  the  bottom  :  he  stoo])ed  his  face  into 
the  now  perfectly  warm  water,  and  picked  it  up  ;  it  was  a  screw- 
wrench,  or  tool  used  in  the  fixing  the  nuts  upon  the  bolts  which 
bound  the  boiler  together.     With  almost  a  scream  of  delight,   he  ini- 
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iiu'dintcly  felt  round  tlio  Hide  until  he  found  one  of  the  iron  fasten - 
ingH,  and  applied  with  frenzied  ImHte  InH  ne\*ly  found  meanit  of  escape, 
in  a  few  niinute«  the  nut  gave  May,  and  fell  into  tlie  water;  one 
vigoroUH  hlow  upon  the  end  of  the  Hcrew  and  it  flew  out  into  the 
engine-houHe,  and  ScrabbeM  pauHcd  und  wiped  his  steaming  forehead 
with  his  hand.  The  bolt  having  been  a  few  incheH  beneath  the  level 
of  the  water,  its  release  allowed  a  Ktream  to  escape;  but  htill  to  hiit 
horror  no  one  answered  his  signal.  He  thrust  his  finger  out  of  the 
screw  hole,  hoping  by  that  means  to  draw  attention  ;  and  he  succeeded. 

A  heavy  blow  with  a  ponderous  hammer  mashed  it  to  atoms  against 
the  side,  and  the  next  instant  a  wooden  peg  was  driven  firmly  into 
the  hole — and  the  fainting  wretch  fell  backwards  into  the  scalding 
water. 

The  ringing  echos  of  that  blow  were  the  la»t  noises  heard  in  the 
dark  old  engine  house :  the  shouting  and  knocking  from  the  inside 
of  the  boiler  had  ceased,  and  nothing  but  the  low  roar  of  the  furnace, 
and  the  sharp  crackling  of  the  new  wood,  as  it  was  flung,  heap  after  heap 
upon  the  fire,  disturbed  the  stillness  of  that  dark  night.  The  ruffian, 
to  convince  himself  that  his  fiendish  act  was  complete,  knocked  in 
his  turn  against  the  boiler,  and  called  in  jeering  tones  to  his  old  mate 
to  come  out  :  but  no  answer  was  returned  to  his  brutal  voice — his  vic- 
tim was  dead. 

There  was  something  in  the  roar  of  the  great  fire,  and  the  hissing 
of  the  fast-rising  steam,  which  troubled  the  murderer.  He  felt  that 
he  could  not  remain,  and  yet  lacked  nerve  enough  to  depart,  and  every 
moment  expected  to  see  the  huge  boiler  burst,  and  deliver  to  the  world 
the  pale  and  soddened  corpse  which  lay  trembling  in  the  heaving  water. 

He  was  suddenly  startled  by  lights  and  many  voices  not  far  from 
the  engine-house.  A  party  were  holding  torches  close  to  the  ground, 
as  if  seeking  for  something  ;  they  came  onward,  still  holding  their 
torches  down.  Young  Ewbank  was  at  the  head  of  them  :  they  were 
evidently  tracing  footsteps  in  the  snow.  Taking  advantage  of  a  tem- 
porary pause,  Red  Bill  jumped  out  of  a  small  window,  which  looked  in 
a  contrary  direction,  on  to  some  straw,  which  had  been  placed  there  for 
some  temporary  purpose,  and  heaped  it  over  himself. 

The  party  soon  entered  the  engine-house,  and  he  heard  their  exclama- 
tion of  surprise  at  the  fire  ;  one  of  them  finding  the  steam  up,  with 
the  force  of  habit,  went  to  see  that  the  valve  was  free,  and  called  out 
that  a  bolt  had  started,  and  that  the  hole  had  been  pegged.     Blood 
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was  plainly  (liscernil)li',  and  the  nail  ami  a  portion  of  a  linnian  finger 
\n\i\y;  liv  a  piece  of  skin  just  uniler  the  pe^. 

"  Why,  the  tinker  sceniB  to  come  from  the  inside,"  said  l^whank, 
with  a  shudder;   "  what  can  it  mean  T' 

"Open  the  man-hole!  let  go  the  steam!"  shouted  the  parly.  The 
steam  soon  rushed  freely  into  tlie  air,  and  the  hoiler  was  soon 
emptied.  Everyhody  expected  that  Red  Bill,  the  man  whose  footsteps 
they  had   heen  tracing,  had  there  met  his  fate. 

Long  before  the  hoiler  was  sullieii-ntly  cool  to  admit  of  the  secret 
l)eing  discovered,  a  party  outside,  wishing  to  look  in  at  the  window, 
had  ascended  the  heap  of  straw,  and  trod  upon  the  hiding  mnrderer. 

A  loud  shout  soon  brought  the  renuiinder  of  the  party  to  the  spot, 
when  Ued  Bill  was  immediately  uncovered,  lie  made  a  vii;orous  and 
determined  resistance,  but  was  overpowered,  and  again  thrown  upon 
the  straw  heap.  It  was  soon  found  impossible  to  hold  him  without 
l)inding  ;  one  of  the  party  ran  into  the  engine-house,  and  thing  some 
heavy  chains  from  the  window.  These,  amiil  a  torrent  of  oaths  and 
execrations,  were  at  last  bound  round  liis  l)ody,  and  he  was  fixed  upon 
his  back. 

**  Look  here,  you  bloodhounds,"  exclaimed  the  rullian,  as  soon  as 
he  discovered  that  his  escape  v^as  hopeless;  "send  me  that  young 
fool,  Kwhank,  round,  will  you  .' " 

Ewbank,  who  had  been  investigating  the  boiler,  soon  made  his  ap- 
pearance. 

"  Vou  dogged  my  footsteps,  did  you  .'"  siiiil  Kcd  Bill,  trying  to  raise 
himself  upon  his  elbow.  **  You  expected  to  get  something  by  me,  did 
\on  (  and  you  shall  have  it.  Don't  sneak  off,  you  fool.  Come  closer, 
can't  you  ?  vou  surely  nint  afraid  of  a  bound  man  !" 

Ewbank  had  scarcely  time  to  frame  nn  answer,  bet'ore  tljo  sharp 
report  of  a  pistol  burst  from  among  the  straw  ;  the  ball  cut  Ew bank's 
cheek,  but  otherwise  did  him  no  injury.  The  rage  of  the  miners  knew 
no  bounds  at  this  barefaced  attempt  upon  their  young  favourite,  and 
preparations  were  immediately  made  for  putting  into  execution  their 
threat  of  hanging  the  miscreant  halfway  down  the  shaft.  The  straw, 
however,  upon  which  he  was  lying,  was  discovered  to  have  taken  fire 
from  the  discharge  of  the  pistol,  and  one  or  two  of  the  party  at- 
(euiptedto  smother  the  flames. 

A  sudden  idea,  however,  all  at  once  seiied  upon  them,  and  they 
desisted,  shouting,  "Let   him  burn!  let   him  burn!" 
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Tlie  drcndful  Kccrrt  of  llic  Ixjilcr  wan  uou  diKcovfred,  and  added 
fury  to  the  already  maddcnrd  crowd. 

lIra))H  of  li;;|j(cd  Htraw  wrn-  thrown  tipon  the  wretch  in  an  inntant 
— lij^lits  glanced  in  nil  direetioiiK,  and  hhouts  anrl  jeer«  annwcred  his 
screauiH  of  agony  as  he  rolled  about  in  the  den.«e  and  hot  Bmoke. 

Madly  his  savage  companions  danced  round  him  as  the  flames  at 
length  burst  forth  from  the  mouldering  heap,  licking  hi«  form  until 
limb  after  limb  was  lost  in  one  shrivelled  and  unctuous  cinder. 

The  glare  of  light  which  the  fire  had  occasioned  brought  the  police 
from  Wclderton  down  upon  the  party  before  they  were  aware.  The 
body  of  Scrabbes  was  removed  carefully,  to  await  a  Coroner's  inrpiest, 
and  young  Eubank  and  his  party  were  imprisoned  for  the  murder  of 
William  Illfettle.  All  the  judge  could  say  could  not  convince  the 
young  miner  and  his  companions  that  they  had  acted  wrongfully  :  they 
were  condemned  to  death,  but,  from  extenuating  circumstances,  the 
sentence  was  commuted  to  transportation  for  life. 

Of  Old  Joan  Illfettle,  who,  against  everybody's  expectation,  re- 
covered from  her  hurt,  nothing  further  was  seen.  As  soon  as  she  was 
able,  she  left  the  Colonel's  residence  stealthily,  and  in  the  dead  of  the 
night,  carrying  nothing  with  her  but  the  clothes  which  she  had  upon 
her  back. 

Horace  Chuck  emigrated  to  New  York,  and  was  in  due  time  enrolled 
among  her  free  and  enlightened  citizens,  and  is  now  in  high  feather, 
and  as  ac-tive,  cute,  and  spry,  as  any  gentleman  in  the  States. 


Who  amongst  our  readers  cannot  picture  to  himself  or  herself  the 
strewing  of  flowers,  the  w  aviug  of  hats,  the  shaking  of  white  aprons 
and  handkerchiefs,  and  the  ringing  of  bells  (albeit  there  were  but  two 
in  the  steeple),  which  welcomed  Aunt  Lucy  and  her  Nephew  Tom 
back  to  Coddlethorpe  !  And  also  the  grins  of  Old  Bob  the  gardener, 
the  screams  of  the  peacock,  and  the  thorough-paced  horse-welcome 
from  Stately,  which  awaited  the  arrival  of  Old  Mr.  Whittlebury  and 
his  pretty  daughter  at  Stamford  Hill  ?  Not  one,  certainly  I  They  have 
all,  at  some  time  or  other  of  their  lives,  experienced  the  gladdening 
sensations  attendant  upon  a  hearty  cheering  welcome  home, — if  not 
from  the  far  Indies,  at  any  rate  from  the  perils  of  Hammersmith  and 
Turnham  Green, — not  to  mention  the  more  distant  Margate,  and  the 
cliif- bound  Isle  of  Wight  ! 
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Hut  who  is  to  imagiiif  the  ranipuut  joy  of  the  two  little  bells  in 
Coddlethoipe  (.'hurch  tower,  when  Tom  and  his  bride  made  their  ap- 
pearance after  their  iiiatrinionial  tour  in  the  Ili<^hland.s  ^  One  of  them 
actually  cracked  his  little  sides  with  joy  upon  the  hapi)y  occasion, 
and  never  got  over  it  afteruards,  but  renuiins  to  this  day  a  melancholy 
instance  of  over-excitement  acting  upon  an  impaired  constitution. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stephen  Ward,  too,  made  their  appearance  shortly 
afterwards  from  Florence,  and  almost  cracked  the  other  !)ell.  And 
then  there  was  the  arrival  of  the  Colonel,  and  also  of  Mr.  Whittlebury, 
who  was  very  sly  and  full  of  his  fun,  making  the  two  young  matrons 
laugh  till  they  cried  again  ;  so  taking  it  altogether  there  never  had 
been  such  a  commotion  in  Coddlethorpo  before.  The  very  dust  kicked 
up  by  tlie  Regulator,  and  the  crack  of  Mr.  Barnes's  whip,  seemed  to 
partake  of  the  general  excitement.  Kven  Mr,  Mincingham,  tlie  dra})er, 
was  thrown  into  a  fevir,  and  gave  Susan,  who  had  run  across  to  him 
with  the  news,  a  pair  of  black  eyes  (to  fasten  her  dress  with)  in  return 
for  her  information. 

But  the  excitement  died  away  at  last,  and  the  pretty  little  village 
regained  its  usual  j)larid  beauty;  but  alas!  for  human  (piietude,  the 
treacherous  calm  remained  but  for  one  brief  twelvemonth. 

Something  or  other  happened  at  the  Hall  which  set  the  two  little 
bells  off  again  as  madly  as  ever.  Doctor  Gallot  was  sent  for.  Tom  had 
not  been  at  the  counting-house  for  two  whole  days, — (he  had  cut  the 
Rattletons,  by  the  bye,  and  Bob  rhill})ots — and  had  taken  Horace 
Chuck's  place,  as  partner  with  Mr.  Whittlebury,)  and  there  was  a 
pretty  to  do  I  and  altogether  it  seemed  a  very  desperate  business. 

We  do  not  know  what  it  was  all  about ;  but  in  about  a  month  after 
that,  the  great  punch-bowl,  which  had  not  been  filled  for  ages,  was 
filled  to  the  brim  ;  and  Colonel  Grey,  Mr.  Whittlebury,  Tom's  three 
aunts,  Mary  and  Stephen,  with  a  host  of  friends  and  nlations,  .set  to 
work  to  empty  it  with  right  hearty  good  will ;  and  the  first  toast  w hich 
was  given,  was  given  by  the  Colonel, — "  Long  hfe  to  little  Tom  Rac- 
quet !"  Who  little  Tom  Racquet  was,  was  a  mystery,  no  other  indi- 
vidual of  that  name  being  present  besides  our  Tom,  unless  a  little 
roundabout  parcel  of  lace  and  swansdown,  which  was  lying  tumbling 
about  in  a  basket  and  crowing  away  in  tine  style  all  by  itself  in  a  snug 
little  corner  of  the  room,  and  about  which  Tom  and  Caroline  were 
most  desperately  solicitous,  was  referred  to  under  that  title. 

Colonel  Grey  wa.s  a  sly  wag,   too,  in  his  way,  and  began  to  banter 
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Mr.  Dallon,  tlic  curate,  jloHjM-rntoly  about  Aunt  Kniily  :  and  we  rather 
NUMpcet  timl  he  had  Mome  foundation  for  hin  joken,  but  that  in  nothin.- 
to  any  body.  As  to  Mr.  Whittlebury  and  Aunt  Lucy  —  when  the 
(Jolonel  bci^an  his  jokes  upon  tlieni,  they  ehetrified  the  whole  com- 
pany at  once,  by  frankly  confessing  that  they  had  been  married  only 
the  day  before,  and  meant  to  take  up  their  residence  at  Stamford  Hill 
forthwith.  At  tliis,  there  was  another  shout,  and  another  glasH  of 
punch,  and  another  toast ;  and  the  fun  at  la^i  got  so  fast  and  furious, 
that  the  little  })undle  of  swansdown  and  lace  set  up  a  most  antonishing 
roar,  and  was  carried  out  with  great  bustle  and  solicitude  by  all  three 
of  Tom's  most  affectionate  aunts,  jostling  each  other  famously,  and 
who,  between  them,  very  nearly  dropped  it,  in  their  extreme  anxiety 
each  to  have  hold  of  an 
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